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	This Interracial historical romance contains very adult themes.

	So please be prepared for that. Guidelines to follow on the next few pages, so please read them.
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	Please Note: 

	“If you are looking for Bridgerton…”

	This “is Not It”; the main female characters are WOC, and this is “their” story.

	This Book as well as this series “Barely” has a plot. 

	When I wrote this collection many years ago, 2007…it was simply to satisfy my…fantasy of what I imagined it would be like in my writing world. There is no great angst, no war to fight, no temptation to break away from…It is simply the ramblings of my mind, and my love for historical fiction.
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	This Book is chalk full of
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		On Pg. “Not Totally” Sexual Situations 

		 vernacular from the 17th & 18th century. 

		On Page Colloquial ethnic Speech

		ON PG. Violence

		On PG Historical Facts

		On PG. Some Harmful Vernacular of the time period

		Ill Treatment of people of color

		On PG. Pregnancy



	please adhere to Advisement.

	 


[image: Icon

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	 

	This Book is Rated R

	Reader Discretions is Advised 18+. 

	And don’t forget to check the information in the back of the book, about other genres, as well as pertinent information about the author.

	 

	 

	 


We Hope you Enjoy this book!
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	This book is a work of fiction. 
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	reader Discretion is Advised 18++
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Chapter One

	King James’ Castle…Orkney Islands

	October 05, 1701
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	As most…

	[image: Image] well know James II and VII born 14 October 1633 is King of England, Ireland, and Scotland. He has ruled for many years, until being recently deposed in the Glorious Revolution. 

	He was the last Roman Catholic monarch to reign over the Kingdoms of England, Scotland, and Ireland. He is the second surviving son of Charles I, and ascended the throne upon the death of his brother, Charles II. 

	Members of Britain’s political and religious elite increasingly suspected him of being pro-French- pro-Catholic, with designs on becoming an absolute monarchy. Symphony have no knowledge of this, for Symphony was too young to have any notions of what was truly afoot.

	When he produced a Catholic heir, the tension exploded, and leading nobles called on his Protestant son-in-law and nephew, William of Orange, to land an invasion army from the Netherlands, which he did. It was a tumultuous time in the Castle, and every day, Lady Griselda would force Symphony to hide herself away, for fear that someone would find her. At the time, Symphony had no notions as to why, so she merely did as Lady Griselda commanded, sometimes for months at a time.

	James fled England, and thus was held to have abdicated. Lady Griselda removed Symphony from the castle, and Symphony was taken to King James. He was replaced by his Protestant elder daughter, Mary II, and her husband, William III. King James made one advantageous attempt to recover his crowns from William and Mary, when he landed in Ireland but, was defeated by the Jacobite and Williamite forces at the Battle of the Boyne in July 1690. 

	The tension made James’s four-year reign a struggle for supremacy between the English Parliament and the Crown, resulting in his deposition, the passage of the Bill of Rights, and the Hanoverian succession. And here we were now yet fleeing again. 

	“The King has requested your presence; you mustn’t tarry Symphony.” Lady Griselda stated, when Symphony gaped.

	“Yes, your Grace, yet in his condition?” Symphony solicited, when Lady Griselda nodded.

	“Yes, it is his wish, and we must not question it.” Lady Griselda countered, Symphony nodded, gathered her shawl, then hurried from the room, Griselda in the rear of her. 

	Once they reached the King’s bedchamber, Symphony paused to glance back at Lady Griselda, she nodded, and Symphony moved forward.

	“Yer Majesty.” Symphony bowed, then curtsied, and he motioned her forward.

	“You recognize that I shall not remain for much longer, correct my beauty?” The King inquired, and Symphony nodded again. He repositioned his hand, and a man unexpectedly appeared out of nowhere. “This is Bànach, from this day forward; he shall take you into his keep.” The King said, and Symphony was completely shocked, Symphony certain her face indicated it.

	“But ma lord, I do not understand, what does this signify?” Symphony cried, shifting towards the king.

	“I shall not last the week forth my child, and I want you well cared for. Bànach here will see to it that it is done.” The King issued, Bànach came forward bowing, then stepped towards Symphony grasping her hand in his.

	As I peered up, his deep blue eyes seemed to bore into mine. My breath caught, and if ever I felt as if I were a true woman in the sense of the word, it was now. It was very apparent that he was one of the king’s guards. 

	His shoulder length dark brown hair, added magnitude to his deep blue eyes. I was certainly not of the notion of a virgin, however his close proximity to me, caused my heart to flutter, and were it not for the fact that he held me from behind, I was sure I would have been given over to swooning. The king went into a series of coughs, and as I stood watching, Griselda motioned myself and Bànach from the room.

	“You are to leave at once; this is the king’s edict.” Lady Griselda commanded, when my eyes widened once again. 

	“My lady--” I attempted, and Griselda shook her head, placed her hand at the small of my back and hurried me forward.

	“I shall meet milady at the catacombs.” Bànach stated, waited for acknowledgement, then left the two of us to tarry there.

	“Come, Symphony we must make haste.” Griselda commanded as she propelled me toward my chambers in the lower levels of the castle. Once there she began to toss things my way.

	“Surely, his majesty has not intended for me to take such liberties!” I cried as I caught the blue silk nightdress.

	“Indeed, he does, now hurry. Bànach is waiting, and you must be sprinted away before any one of his parliament has wind of it. Especially Claude, Duke of Guise. You are an heir to the king’s throne by one year. Whether illegitimate or not, it is an heir no less, and Guise will stop at nothing to make certain that Princess Anne is entitled the throne.” Griselda returned forcibly, and I paused astonished at what she had just implied.

	“Certainly--” I began when she nodded.

	“This is indeed true. Although yer mother is of a different notion, you are his nearest oldest surviving relative since Mary’s death; twelve months older than Anne. Come child, Bànach will explain everything once he has you safely tucked away from murderous inclinations.” Griselda said, when I nodded as I placed what meager things I had acquired and could carry in the cloth bag she handed me. 

	I donned my cloak, and Griselda hurried me from the room towards the south end of the castle. Once I was safely in the passage, she embraced me, then kissed my forehead.

	“I have always been partial to you, Symphony, take great care, and may the lord above watch over you.” She said, I returned her embrace, then hurried off as she gestured to me. From what I had been able to glean of this political stance with England from being a maid servant, when Mary II died of smallpox on twenty-eight December 1694, she left ma lord to rule alone. 

	He deeply mourned his wife’s death. Despite his conversion to Anglicanism, James ‘popularity plummeted during his reign as a sole monarch. In 1696, the Dutch territory of Drenthe made James its Stadtholder. In that same year, Jacobites plotted to assassinate William III in an attempt to restore James to the English throne but failed. 

	I remember the chaos in the castle. In accordance with the Treaty of Rijswijk, on 20 September 1697, which ended the Nine Years’ War, Louis recognized William III as King of England, and undertook to give no further assistance to James II. Thus, deprived of French dynastic backing after 1697, Jacobites posed no further serious threats during William’s reign.

	What was desperately quaint was the point in fact that I was an heir to the throne, yet I was measured a Moor. However, as of this moment, I Symphony James was a liberated woman, and from this moment forth I would take action as such, no matter that I was considered a Moor. As I arrived at the catacombs, I observed Bànach. 

	He reached for me, then placed the thick woolen cloak over my own, grasped my hand and propelled me along behind him. When we exited the catacombs above ground I was surprised to witness that we were at the mouth of a cave, near the seaside. The ship loomed large and ominous before us, and I had a moments trepidation as I paused removing my hand from his.

	“I will not allow anything to come to pass milady, that I assure you.” He stated, and I noticed his chest appeared to compel itself out even more than usual. I nodded, he regained my hand, then ushered us along carefully among the rocks on the shore. 

	I lost my footing twice; however each time he caught hold of me, and as I gazed up, and into his eyes, they seemed to mesmerize me. 

	After I lost my footing for the third time, he simply swept me into his embrace. My arms immediately sought out his neck, and as I looked down, I noticed the crooked grin languidly gracing his features.

	“Tis much easier.” He stated, and I nodded at a loss for words. When we arrived at the massive ship, he placed me on my feet once we were aboard. The men came forward, and I stood quiet and motionless as they shared in their camaraderie and cheerfulness. I also noticed the captain was a Moor, and this surprised me. He and Bànach embraced, shared a long laugh, then Bànach motioned toward me.

	“And this, be she?” The captain asked, when Bànach nodded. “Fine, I’ve by now set up yer quarters, and you shall not be troubled. However, the lass be a wee bonnier than was expected, so’s you best keep her secure at hand. I cannot be confident as to her security if you do not.” The captain stated, my eyes grew large glancing up at Bànach, as the captain removed the hood to my cloak.“Good lordie mon, you did not declare anything as such to the way the lass appeared. Ye’ll inaugurate insurrection on my ship!” The captain fussed, when Bànach turned to me and removed the cloak. 

	“Any mon who denotes to do her injury, will receive the tip of me blade.” Bànach spat, the men nodded, when he turned drawing me below decks.

	 


Chapter Two
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	As Bànach …
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	 unfastened the entry to the quarters below he motioned me in. I noticed there was only one large divan and peered at him aghast. He returned to me that same smile as beforehand, and I sighed. It was not as if I truly had a voice to negate his attempt at protection. I carried on forward, then lowered myself to the divan, and fought the need to sleep till eternity.

	“I shall fetch you food.” He said, when I nodded. “You have liberty to converse. I am quite taken with your expression if you must know; so, by all means you have permission.” He smiled, and I nodded once more. He gave me a slight frown, then exited the quarters.

	“My lord above, what shall become of me?” I lamented, as I gazed around the quarters. Although large enough, I had no earthly desire to bed down with the king’s guard. He was very appealing in an unkempt kind of way. 

	Equally, I was a recent handmaid; I would cease to have notions that he might find something desirable within me, beside his duty to the king, and his illegitimate child. I waited for an inestimable amount of time, and still, he did not revisit the quarters. I lengthened myself on the divan, and next I discerned; I could sense sleep’s pull.

	 


Topside…
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	“And where…

	[image: Image] shall you convey her, Bànach?” The Captain asked, and Bànach frowned.

	“Of that, Jarvis, I have not the slightest notion. He requested of me protection, yet it was not discernible what it was exactly he wished of me. I have nary a clue, if I am to wed her, or continue to keep her.” Bànach sighed, then looked out over the water.

	“You could most certainly deposit her with our kind?” The captain suggested, and Bànach’s frown deepened.

	“I am confident, that would not be his wish. I have been in loyal service to him these last ten years and have learned very little of whom he truly is, yet it is my most assured thought, he would not be fond of that.” Bànach exhaled deeply.

	“Then where does that leave you. What more can you do.” Jarvis laughed, and Bànach smiled slightly.

	“You have no thought of it, Jarvis, however she is his.” Bànach returned, the captain gasped, and Bànach nodded.

	“Good lordie, she is? It’s of no wonder than that he wanted her sprinted away. Why the Duke himself would easily slit her throat if given the chance. May hap wedding the lass is her salvation after all.” Jarvis commented shaking his head in astonishment.

	“Surely you jest? Me…a companion? I should imagine not. I am no womon’s spouse. I am incapable of love, and you know this, Jarvis. How would I care for the lass? Although she is very exquisite, I cannot imagine me ever presenting anyone that type of affection since, Caulleen. It is not in me anymore, and the lass would be better off without me.” Bànach sighed again, as his knuckles whitened with his fierce grip of the ship’s side rod.

	“That may be, but tis yer job of it now, especially if she is the king’s bastard child. You cannot do anything but that friend.” The captain stated, as he gave Bànach’s shoulder a slight pat. Bànach grimaced, then nodded reluctantly. “And I have just the consignment for the two of you.” The captain replied with a wink, and Bànach grinned slightly shaking his head.

	“I presume I shall go below decks and ensure that she is well.” Bànach stated frowning, and the captain sighed.

	“Yer notion is quite well.” The captain replied.

	As Bànach entered the quarters, he immediately found her asleep. He repositioned the settee near to the divan, and simply observed her quiescent countenance. Never had he seen a more beautiful woman. 

	The fullness of her lips drew his eyes, and he unexpectedly had an extreme desire to taste her lips. The thick dark lashes which framed her cinnamon-colored eyes, seemed to kiss the lower portion of her eyes, and he found himself desiring to caress her cheek. He exhaled deeply, then shifted the settee slightly back, however it did not quell his sudden longing for her. 

	He could without difficulty appreciate why the king sheltered his daughter; for she was beautiful. It appeared as if the glorious sun itself had deeply kissed her skin, and the long column of her neck drew his attention. He without warning anticipated his lips caressing each and every contour of it. 

	Bànach shook his head to clear it, then positioned the settee a bit further back. In her sleep, the cloak had risen, allowing him view of the soft curve of her upper thigh, and his eyes widened as she shifted, and the cloak fell further apart. He swallowed hard, then scowled at himself. 

	He was acting as if he were a common lad, who had no jurisdiction over his sentiment and desires. Bànach pushed off from the settee, rose and exited the quarters. He would certainly require a pint for this. It would require a week of travel to Edinburg, and he sighed merely contemplating it. 

	He would duly necessitate to place himself elsewhere’s, least his male requirements contract the better of him.

	 


One Week Thereafter

	Edinburg….
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	Bànach scowled … 
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	as he peered over the city he had no intentions of disembarking, he thought as the men headed for shore. His charge was asleep once again, and in the entire week she had uttered few words to him. He sighed, gazed toward the lower decks, then frowned. 

	He had no notions of what he ought to do with her, however he made a vow to the king, and recognized that he must maintain it. He had received word that King James had succumbed to his illness, and all of England, Ireland, and Scotland were in mourning. 

	Princess Anne had been crowned queen, so he discerned what he must do as far as the handmaiden was concerned. If the Duke of Guise acquired knowledge of Symphony’s existence, he would surely send assassins after the both of them.

	“We leave at first light.” Jarvis stated, Bànach nodded, sighed again, then turned for the lower decks.

	As he entered the quarters, she was awake and leaning up in bed.

	“My lord.” She greeted as he entered the quarters. Bànach immediately drew his eyes from her face gazing out the portal.

	 

	*

	 

	“We are to depart at first light.” He stated, when I nodded as I drew the cloak tighter around me. I felt as if I were naked under his vision as he observed me once more. “Do you have requirement of anything?” He asked frowning slightly, and I shook my head.

	“I am quite well.” I replied, and he nodded.

	“And do you desire provisions?” He inquired, and I nodded. I was immediately famished. He bowed slightly, then exited the quarters. I sighed as I gazed around the space. It was very dismal and somber. I had not imagined subsisting in a position such as this, after my usual dwellings. 

	He was a peculiar man, my guardian. There were moments where he observed me, as if I were a Turkish delight, then he would glare at me moments thereafter. I inhaled deeply once more; I would never be privy to the notions of men. I thought as he reentered the quarters bearing a salver.

	“Milady.” He said as he extended the salver and readied himself to exit the quarters once more.

	“Milord, shall you tarry?” I queried, and he peered at me as if taken aback.

	“If it is milady’s wish?” He questioned, and I nodded as I glanced down at the salver. The roasted chicken smelled marvelous to my salivating abdomen, and as I tore off a portion, I extended it to him. He declined with a slight smile.

	“Speak of yourself milord, I am quite curious.” I smiled, and the frown revisited his features. He cleared his throat then.

	“There is not much to dispel milady, as I maintained in service of the King for many years.” He returned, when I nodded.

	“Yet, you must encompass a companion and children by now?” I sent back, and he smiled slightly.

	“Nae milady I have not. Notions of family and marriage are unfamiliar to men such as myself.” He stated, and my brow knitted.

	“And why is that subsequent? You are a very striking man, surely milord does not vie for suitors. I daresay that notion is misshapen in this fashion regarding you?” I returned smiling, when he smiled slightly once more.

	“Milady is too gracious.” He said as he rose from the chair. “I shall leave milady to her supper.” He said nodding towards the salver, then exited the quarters. I sighed as I peered after him. 

	He was very striking indeed, and I quivered at just the contemplation of him. I was well aware of him as a man, not truly experienced in the ways of love making you must see, yet I was not a child either. I placed thoughts of him elsewhere and contemplated on my present circumstances. I was the legal heir to the throne over Anne by one year, yet because I was of Moorish background, I could never acquire it. 

	I sighed again as I rose, placed the salver on the table, then gazed out the portal.

	Yet this very concept, would not allow me to live liberated as I felt in my heart. While I was not entitled to it, others would make sure that I did not animate to ever gain the notion that I could. I sipped the wine from the goblet as I continued to gaze intently out the portal, then sighed as I walked to the divan and placed my body on it. Soon I felt the pull of sleep, and my rambling mind ceased to exhaust me.
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