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The Shipwrecked Earl’s Bride

Renée Dahlia

A banished Lord returns home, only to be saved from a shipwreck by a fisherman’s daughter.

Banished to the continent for kissing another Lord, LORD RUPERT STANMORE returns home after his father’s death to claim the title of Earl of Stanmore. His ship is wrecked in a storm, and he washes up on a beach in Spain, only to be rescued by a beautiful woman. As the Earl, he has an obligation to marry. He’d rather be hung for sodomy than allow his mother to choose his bride, and who better to annoy his proper and distant mother than a poor foreigner as a bride? She is a convenient bride. 

He doesn’t expect to fall in love with her. 

Fisherman’s daughter SOFIA LUCIANA RIAL taught herself to read English from books washed up on their beach, a skill her widowed Father sees as pointless. When a man washes up on the beach near their cottage, she realises he might be her ticket out of poverty. She sets about to make him fall in love with her so he can take her to England where she will never again have to worry about where her next meal will come from. 

Her plan fails when she falls in love with him. But can she convince him that her love is real?
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An avid reader, Renée Dahlia writes contemporary and historical queer romance. Renée is a bisexual cis-woman who is fascinated by people and loves to explore human relationships, with a side of humour, through her writing. Renée has a degree in physics and mathematics, using this to write data-based magazine articles for the horse racing industry. Her love of horses often shines through in her fiction, and she loves a good intrigue and to escape the real world in the pages of a book. When she isn’t reading or writing, Renée spends her time with her four children, usually watching them play cricket.

You can read more about Renée’s author journey on her about page. http://www.reneedahlia.com/about/

For everyone who mispronounces words because they’ve only ever read them, not heard them.
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Welcome to THE SHIPWRECKED EARL’S BRIDE, the prequel novella for my Bluestocking series.

If you love a historical with class differences, you should enjoy THE SHIPWRECKED EARL’S BRIDE. Please be aware that this book contains descriptions of homophobia and biphobia against the hero.

This book is written in Australian English and some spelling and phrases may be unfamiliar to American readers. 

If you are keen to keep up to date on new releases and, more importantly, sales, I recommend you sign up to my newsletter, or follow me on social media. 

Social Media Links

BookBub

Twitter

Facebook 

romance.com.au

Instagram 

I hope you enjoy reading this book!

Renée
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Chapter 1
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December 1850

“What do you need with reading, niña?” Girl. She was nearly five and twenty. Sofia might have glared at Father as he stood in the doorway to their small cottage, if it wasn’t for the tone of his voice. 

“Get down to the beach with the others. There’s been a wreck and we need everyone.” Father didn’t have to say he needed everyone to scour the beach for treasures. Winter was the best time of year for shipwrecks. The sudden storms inevitably surprised ships as they exited the Mediterranean and headed along their portion of the Spanish coast, and their goods ended up scattered on the beach. Sofia tucked a scrap of fabric into her precious book; Pride and Prejudice. The pages were soft from having read it so often and she knew much of it by heart. 

Once more, she thanked her neighbour Gloria for teaching her to read, and she sent up a prayer for the old woman who’d died when Sofia was only ten. Sofia threw on a warm coat and shoes to join her family in their hunt for anything that might help them survive the next few months. Perhaps she’d get lucky and find a suitcase with a book inside. The last shipwreck had gifted her with the Journals of the House of Commons Vol29 collated by a Sir Edward Coke in 1797. English government was no use to her here on the shores of Spain, except to practise reading English, but then, her father would say that reading was useless too. Since Mama died, her sole reason for existing was to cook and care for her brothers. There was no one else to do it. Besides, she hadn’t found anyone who would marry her and get her away from their little cottage and the drudgery of keeping them all clean and alive. Father blamed the reading for her lack of prospects too; no fisherman worth anything wanted a wife who spent all her free hours hiding in a book. Reading was no use when she could be cooking, cleaning, and having children. Father should be pleased no one wanted her, otherwise he’d lose his convenient help.

“Come on. What is taking so long?” Father cursed at length, and she ducked her head as she exited their small cottage. 

“Nothing. I am ready.” For a fisherman, Father was so damned impatient. The only reason she tried her best to appease him was because he literally gave her a roof over her head. If she were to blame books for anything it was her own sense of dissatisfaction with the very small life she lived. Her most treasured book was Baretti’s Dictionary of Spanish and English. It had been tucked into some unlucky traveller’s case nearly a decade ago, and she’d used it to teach herself how to read the English books that washed ashore, although she’d never heard the language spoken. Her entire world opened up—most of the books she’d found were unreadable until that day—although they did highlight the main problem with books. They showed her the rest of the world and made her yearn for a different life. It was an impossibility; if she left, she’d have to walk and she had no money, no resources. Essentially she belonged to her father and he was miserly enough that he’d have her charged with theft for the very clothes on her back if she tried to leave. 

The winter wind cut cruelly against her as Sofia rounded the edge of the cottage. It rushed off the sea and over the dunes with the remnant of last night’s storm, and she huddled into her coat. Father and her two brothers were already tramping down the beach with a couple of other fishermen from the village. The dawn light was weak at this time of year, and she squinted along the beach before she headed to the Torre del Loro because the ancient fort walls always captured wreckage from ships and held them tight. Whenever there was a shipwreck, some items stayed on the beach, while others washed back out again. Besides, the ancient rock wall would shelter her from the wind and from Father’s critical eye. Her hair whipped around her face, and she tucked the errant threads back under her woollen hat, even though the wind won that battle. She had to lean into the wind to make any decent progress as she strode down the beach, and almost fell as she stepped into the lee behind the wall. The sudden lack of wind might have been the initial reason, but the sight of a washed up body added to her staggered steps.

“Oh the poor soul.” She performed the sign of the cross, then knelt beside the dead man on the beach. They often had bodies wash up on the beach after a wreck, and she breathed deep into her lungs to prepare herself for the process of dragging the body up past the high tide line where her brothers would strip it of anything valuable; clothes, boots, jewellery if they were lucky; then bury the body. He was young, perhaps in his late-twenties, around her age, judging by the few lines around the corners of his eyes. Tawny hair clung to his forehead, bedraggled from being sloshed around in the surf. He was handsomely dressed. They’d gain a bounty from his clothes today, and she pushed aside the usual flush of guilt she had from treating a corpse with such pragmatism. He’d still be dead when they were buying flour or thread to fix the nets on the fishing boat. It was such a shame to see a young life cut short like this; it always reminded her about the futility of her own life stuck here in Puerto Dorado, a poor fishing village with five cottages, miles from anywhere. It was a full morning’s walk to the tiny township of Mazagón and their church which they only attended in summer when the days were longer. Ships went past daily from somewhere to somewhere, people living incredible lives while she stayed here. 

She had plenty to be thankful for, a roof over her head, regular food. Father didn’t push her to marry; mostly because he needed her to run the household. It was hard work, but she knew how to manage Father’s needs. If she married, she’d have to navigate a whole new set of rules, and her husband might be harsher than Father who at least didn’t beat her. Maybe Father was right. If she didn’t read, she wouldn’t have known that there were other ways you could live. People in Pride and Prejudice had horses—the ultimate luxury—that they used to visit other people. And they discussed money as if it were a tangible thing and never seemed to worry about whether there would be food for the table; unlike her family who lived on whatever the sea offered them. The closest she’d ever been to real money were the rare occasions when they’d find coins in a travelling case and Father would take one of their fishing boats along the coast to Mazagón or further to the Rio Tinto and Huelva to trade them for items they needed. She used to go with him when she was little, before Mama died. 

The dead man coughed. She yelped. Literally shocked out of her memories. 

“Are you alive?” She used the only language she knew how to speak, Spanish, as she had no clue where he’d washed up from. She knelt beside him and placed her hand on his cold forehead. His eyes flickered open, then closed again. Oh goodness. He was alive. Now what? He must be frozen. 

She pulled off her coat and threw it over him. “Can you move?” 

He grunted, a low rumble, and tried to move his legs. She helped him, and slowly they managed to roll him over and then he dragged himself onto his hands and knees. It took a concerted effort to get him to stand, and when she was done, she was heaving for breath. He was much heavier and taller than she’d expected, especially as he leaned against her. She tucked her coat tighter around him to better shield him from the wind. A trickle of pink blood stained his skin below his ear, as if blended with the salt water. 

“Come on. Walk with me.” 

He gave no indication that he understood her, but when she took a step, he shuffled beside her. Slowly they made their way to the end of the Torre del Logo wall and she braced for the blast of chilled wind that would hit as soon as they weren’t sheltered. 

“Father. Father. Help.” She called out. The man’s body was solid as he leaned on her and she kept her feet wide apart to help steady herself under his weight. 
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Chapter 2
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Rupert woke up sweating and kicked off the heavy woollen blanket covering him. For a desperate heart stopping moment, he worried he was blind, but quickly realised he was in a very dark place. But where? The last thing he remembered; he was clinging to the side of a wooden-hulled sidewheel steamer with freezing cold water splashing on his face. He’d ventured out of his cabin to ask the Captain about the storm, only to be confronted with it. And now, he was here. Wherever that was. The modern craft had been no match for the weather, it would seem. A warm gentle voice spoke to him and tucked the blanket back around him as he shivered. A cool moist fabric wiped his brow and he fell asleep again. 
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