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	Heads-up 

	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.

	 


TWs

	This Book is chalk full of

	[image: A picture containing text, posing, picture frame

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	
		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.
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	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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Prologue

	Genovia Russia…

	1821…

	East Wing…

	[image: Image]

	“Sit… 

	[image: Image] we must converse.” Demetrius stated, Antov nodded, then took a seat as his brother handed him the glass of vodka.

	“What I have found involves ye directly.” Demetrius stated, and Antov frowned.

	“And that is what my brother?” Antov countered as his frown grew. 

	“A plot by the council to eliminate ye and yer wife.” Demetrius sent back, Antov gasped, then gave his brother wide eyes.

	“Who has plotted this?” Antov cried surging to his feet, Demetrius frowned, then motioned for him to sit as he peered around the room. Demetrius walked to the door, opened it, then scowled at the groomsman who was lurking in the hall.

	“Did you have need of something Yuri?” Demetrius questioned, Yuri placed a counterfeit smile on his face, then shook his head.

	“No milord, Yuri was simply waiting to see if his majesty had any needs.” He stated, Demetrius frowned, then dismissed him.

	“No, all is well; you may retire for the night.” Demetrius called, Yuri bowed, then hurried off. As Demetrius closed the door, he scowled at his brother.

	“Father has spies everywhere.” Demetrius hissed, and Antov nodded scowling.

	“What is transpiring Demetri?” Antov wailed, Demetrius’ frown deepened, when he commenced to inform his brother as to his findings. Demetrius exhaled as Antov hurried from the chamber in search of his wife. 

	Demetrius took a deep breath, then hurried from the chamber as well. Svetlana grinned as she walked into the open. She knew the brothers were plotting something when she saw Demetrius heave that great oaf Andrew in this direction. 

	She would indeed inform the Council.

	 


Waterfront…
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	When Demetrius…
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	reached the docks, he frowned for the reason that he knew something simply did not feel as though it should. 

	He was sure Antov would follow his instruction, and with Sergei previously headed to India, all was in place; however, Demetrius felt the fingers of dread attempting to creep up his spine. 

	“My Prince.” Petrov called as he motioned for Demetrius to board, he nodded, and Petrov took his rucksack. As he entered his quarters, his mind was still afar, as he just could not seem to shake the feeling of trepidation. His only secure thoughts were that his brothers and mother would be safe for now. 

	His plan was to remove his father, and the bloody Russian Council, even at the behest of their deaths! 

	Evil as such was an infection, and the only way to remove it was to either burn it out or kill it; something he had no worries over. 

	Although not his true father, King Andrew Kuznetsov was the only one he knew, yet the vileness in the man ran deep. Demetrius had hoped over the years, that he would see the ruin he caused in his wake; however, he was blind to it, and cared naught for his family or the people of Russia.

	The old ways were what the Council wanted instilled, a place at the head of the table, and they would destroy anyone who got in their way. Well Demetrius would not allow this, even if he did not wish to rule. He would attempt his best to leave the country for the people and allow them to rule and prosper. Although far-fetched, his notions were for his subjects, and what would indeed benefit them. 

	He inhaled for a second time, then walked from the quarters, headed towards the decks. Once he arrived up top, he saw that the ship was already underway and was thankful for that. He needed to contract the Duke of Prussia at once. 

	He knew if his father found out, he would attempt to have Chanko tried for treason, and all would be lost here. His plans were to seal Chanko as well as Lord Chamberlin in England and bring an end to his father’s oppression. As he looked out over the ocean, Demetrius noticed the other ship, smiled, then sighed. 

	He knew his brother would only trust captain Uri, and the etchings on the side of the ship informed him that it was indeed Uri’s ship. He had deposited his brother Sergei at the docks the night before, and instructed him to no longer use the name Sergei, for their father had spies everywhere.

	As far as he knew, Sergei was well on his way to India by now, and their true father, the King of Scotland had their mother well tucked away by now. King Andrew was not foolish enough to wage war on Scotland and believe that he could endeavor to win, so he was quite sure his mother was safe. 

	He sighed again as he studied Meghera, the only woman he had ever known as mother. She had protected him as if he were her very own child, and he would forever be in debt to her because of it. When he found out the King of Scotland was indeed his father, Demetrius was heartbroken.

	Heartbroken, for the brothers he grew with and loved would no longer be akin to him. This had hurt him deep, until his step-mother informed him that he was indeed akin to both Andrew and Sergei, for the reason that his natural mother had dalliances with the King of Scotland as well! 

	And although angry at the time, He was now filled with mirth, and he supposed he was well aware now where he gained his philandering ways! 

	He remembered laughing for quite some time shaking his head, as his step-mother simply grinned up at him. The hardest part for him had been keeping the secret from his brothers, least the Council do them harm, for the reason that then it would be known that the king was indeed sterile, and each of his sons were actually the bastards of a Scottish King, with no ties to Russia.

	Was it any wonder the King intended to rid himself of each of them?

	Not simply one wife, but both had dalliances with the King of Scotland, so it was indeed a slap in the face twice. He chuckled at this as he peered over the water. 

	He had met the king once as a young man, however neither commented on it. He had imagined that he received his grey eyes from his mother, since King Andrew’s were brown; however, when he met Shamus O’Bannon King of Scotland and peered into his grey eyes, Demetrius knew instantly where they came from. 

	They never said more than a few words to each other, however they both knew.

	 Equally, Andrew was more akin to the king of Scotland than any of them. Although raven hair where the king of Scotland was fair, he was equally as massive as the Scottish King, for Demetrius remembered having to peer up at him; and Demetrius himself was not a small man. He exhaled noisily once more, then turned for his quarters. 

	Sleep was in order. 

	 


One Week

	Thereafter…
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	Demetrius…

	[image: Image] noticed the ship on the horizon frowned, then gasped as the cannon shot in the direction of his ship.

	“Bloody shite! Surely no family is this inauspicious!” He cried just before the blast sent him flying across the bow of the ship and into the water. As he surfaced, he stared in horror at the burning ship, as men began to leap overboard, and chaos ensued. 

	The pirate ship bore down on the Fare Lady, and all hell broke loose, however there was nothing Demetrius could do but observe. 

	As the large hole in the side of the ship gaped at him, he saw it began to take on water, sinking quickly, and he felt as if his hopes and dreams were sinking with it. 

	He seized the plank which floated by him, then lay prostrate on it, hoping that he too would not sink into the depths of the murky ocean.

	 


Chapter One

	[image: Image]

	I groaned …

	[image: Image] as I glanced up at the setting sun. I had been marooned on this blasted island for I knew not how long, yet it was a true solace to me. 

	I was not aware if there were indeed any other people on it, for I did not venture too far in, for fear of animals or other dangers that might befall me. I had erected a crude temporary dwelling, and for the reason that the nights were quite balmy, and the mornings scorching, my life was as normal as one could have in my current predicament. 

	My name is Abigail Blood-Moon, or at least that is what my mother imparted to me. I was the property of Mr. and Mrs. Kare Price and had lived the last twenty and five years of my life as well as could be expected for a Colored Native young woman.  My mother was a slave; however, she had caught the eye of a Lakota Chief, and although he could not free her, he loved her well. 

	I was a resident of the Kare Plantation, of which my mother and I dwelled my entire life until recently. The elderly couple was killed in the uprisings, and before any of the slaves could break out, the neighboring landowners seized us and held us until the Price’s family could join them. My father taught me to read and write at an early age; however, he forced me to vow to keep it a secret. 

	At the time, I had no notions that it was illegal, for I was only five, yet to me the sun and the moon set on my father, and I loved him truly, therefore I would indeed do as he commanded. 

	After the deaths of the plantation owners, I knew something was amiss when their sons arrived. Both sons were cruel vile men, and after they had used the women to their fill, the ones such as myself whom they deemed would indeed cause tribulations, they sold off, hence my stay upon the Neanderthal of Tarsus, a well-known pirate ship. 

	Although colored, I was raised in the ways of my father’s peoples, therefore in my heart I was not only African, but Lakota as well. And there I was on a blasted pirate ship! 

	I was seized, ripped from the protection of the two other colored women and thrown into the compartment with four men. 

	My mind began to whirl, for the reason that I knew from the lecherous leers on their faces what my fate would indeed be. I immediately began to convulse, allowing the spittle to stream from my lips, rolling my eyes back in my head. One of the men screamed as if he were a woman, and began to pray loudly, stating that I was filled with a demon. I attempted my best not to laugh hysterically, as I pretended to be in the throes of some kind of trance. 

	He informed the guards that I was a vouldoron priestess, and that I should immediately be thrown from the ship, least I cause them all to perish. Being Lakota, I had ascertained from my father how to induce my body into trance, as if to appear as though I was dead, so I imparted my death. Just as the man had requested, they threw my body overboard, and hence began my freedom. 

	I was somewhat saddened to leave the other women there, for fear of what would become of them. They both thought me a child, the first woman Genevieve surmising that I was a child of eight and ten, and I left it as such. I was not sure who to trust, because many of the colored on my plantation deemed themselves observer to the masters and would impart any infraction. 

	Unfortunately, in my planning, I did not surmise that I would be tossed into the ocean, nor what would become of me once I was. 

	Due to the grace of the lord above, I floated for several days on a plank from a wrecked ship, and then was deposited on this island, of which I have been since that day. 

	I breathed out deeply as I threw my long plaits over my shoulder, as I attempted to dig for the day’s water supply. I had learned the island well, and due to the fact that my father had raised me, I was able to not only build shelter, yet seek out and hunt for food with my provisional arrows.

	I heard a commotion, glanced up, then huffed up as I saw a man walking along the beach. My attention immediately left what I was doing, as I hurried to my tallest tree, climbed it, then perched myself to have a better view. As he walked along mumbling something I could not understand, he paused, turned towards me; however, he did not surmise to look up, and I exhaled for I was safe. 

	He was a very comely man by all standards. 

	I was used to whites of gentry for the reason that Mr. and Mrs. Price, entertained often. I glanced around; however, all I encountered was the sole man. He turned towards my tree once more, then began walking my way. I held my breath as he paused underneath it.

	“Well, do you intend to dally up there all day, or come down here this instant and inform me as to where the bloody hell I am?” He demanded, then looked up directly at me. I gasped, lost my balance, he gasped as well, then took hold of me before I hit the ground.

	“I daresay that you are a very alluring native. Do you by chance speak the King’s English?” He asked grinning, and I could see the twinkle in his eyes. I immediately knew from his stance, the look in his eyes, and that grin, that he would not harm me.

	“I have no notions sir; I have been here for at least thirty days hence I surmise. And you are?” I asked, then motioned for him to release me, however he did not as his grin widened.

	“American. Hummm, and why are you on this island?” He solicited gazing around the island.

	“For the reason that I was sold to a number of vile pirates, nearly molested, then thrown overboard for dead.” I stated, my chin lifting, and he laughed as he placed me on my feet finally, and I glanced up at him swallowing hard. He was indeed a large man and would surely make two of my own persons.

	“Demetrius…Aleksander…Andrel… Kuznetsov…1st Prince of Russia at yer service.” He stated bowing with a grin, and I pulled a face.

	“First?” I questioned brow knitted slightly, and he laughed.

	“Indeed, I have two brothers.” He returned, something crossed his features; he exhaled, then shook himself. I was not privy to much, but I indeed knew what a bloody Prince was. “And you are milady?” He smiled down on me, and I would state again that he was indeed a rake. 

	“Abigail Blood-Moon, however, my father dubbed me Shiva as a second name, after the goddess.” I said extending my hand; however, he did not clasp it in the normal fashion, he drew it to his lips, kissed the palm of my hand, I gasped, and his grin widened.

	“I daresay this will surely play out quite well. Now, I have need for water.” He demanded, I groaned, then took his hand and led him off. I was not sure what would transpire, however, there was something more than just humor in his eyes. “And where is it that milady is traversing me to?” He asked, and I inhaled. 

	Ever the jester.

	“Did milord not inquire about water? We will need to dig for it.” I stated, he paused, then looked down on me narrowing his eyes. “Milord may indeed be a Prince in Russia, however on this island, we are indeed equal.” I stated drawing myself up, then placed my hands to my hips, when he grinned as his eyes traversed my body. 

	I had never felt more akin to naked in my life than at that very moment.

	“Humm, I can observe that you are indeed correct.” He returned as he peered around the island, when his eyes landed on the shards of coconuts scattered over the sands. 

	He walked to where they were, snapped one of the shells in to, then walked back to me.

	“This way.” Was all I uttered; a bit put out that I had not imagined the same.

	 



	




	Watering

	Hole…
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	Once we…

	[image: Image] arrived at my watering spot, he scowled, then glanced around. 

	“And have you not been any further into the island?” He asked, and it was my turn to scowl at him.

	“Of course, not. I am an unattached female, and lord only knows what is on this island.” I sent back, he pulled a face once more, then seized my hand and propelled me forward. “What is it that you are attempting?” I snapped wide-eyed, drew my hand from his, when he exhaled.

	“We must at least attempt to see what is held within. For all we know, there may very well be a genuine source of water milady. Now come.” He commanded, took my hand once more, then propelled me forward.

	Just like a Prince! 

	I grumbled, only he would surmise that he was indeed invincible against whatever this island may very well hold inward.

	 


Island

	Waterfall…
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	As we …
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	rounded a small hill and brush we both drew up short gasping at the majesty. There in the middle of it all was the most magnificent waterfall. 

	The foliage and greenery streamed from it, and I could actually observe the colors of the rainbow glint across the water as it caught the last of the evening’s sun. 

	I had never seen anything so beautiful in my life. 

	“There, was I not correct in my assumptions?” He grinned, and I groaned as he released my hand walking towards the water. 

	He instantly dove into it; I huffed up, then looked on in horror waiting for him to resurface. When he did, he simply grinned and beckoned me towards him. I shook my head no. 

	“Are you indeed addled? You have no notions of what might reside in that water?” I cried, and he merely laughed.

	“All is well, and observe, there is even fish for supper.” He grinned and I simply rolled my eyes heavenward. 

	He was indeed a rake and a jester.

	“I shall return, and construct a fire, if the Prince can actually acquire the fish. However, I am not quite convinced that his genteel ways would actually assist in his endeavor. May hap, I ought to indeed be the one to procure them.” I sent back, he frowned, then puffed out his chest

	“I’ll have you know, milady; I am quite capable of most things I set my mind too.” He stated, then seized up a fish to make show of it. “May hap since milady is so prone to procuring her own fare, I should indeed allow it.” He returned grinning, when I narrowed my eyes at him wrinkling my nose.

	“I would be well to try, least his highness poisons me.” I stated, he gasped, then removed himself from the water, a fish in each hand. 

	As he drew near, I glanced up at him, blinking rapidly. His proximity was indeed too near, for if I chose, I could very well reach out and touch his magnificently sculpted chest. The droplets of water beaded on his skin, causing it to glow in the fading sunlight. 

	As I glanced up, his eyes caused my breath to catch. 

	Deep nearly silver, grey, which seem to sparkle in the fading light, holding a secret that only he was privy to. 

	“I could indeed contemplate far better things that two people could begin together, than quarrelling.” He whispered as he peered down on me, taking a further step to draw us even closer together. My eyes widened as I continued to peer up at him, when he drew so close to me, that his lips nearly grazed mine.

	“Would you not agree?” He inquired softly, and all I could do was stare at his delicious looking mouth. Lips so full and inviting, that I noticed his bottom lip was a bit fuller than his top. His chin was graced with at least a day’s growth of his fair stubble, yet his eyelashes, which dripped water onto his face were darker in color. 

	He was one beautiful man, and my reaction to him surprised, as well as shocked me. I regained my composure, straightened, then took a step back from him.

	“Of course, may hap his highness could assist me in erecting an actual domicile, instead of what I have arranged.” And with that I turned and left him standing there, however not before I heard his laughter.

	“She is indeed taken with me.” Demetrius grinned as he watched her walk away, the sway in her hips from her makeshift dress calling out to him. Demetrius sighed, glanced down at the wiggling fish in his hands, then followed after her. 

	She was indeed intriguing.

	Demetrius followed her to what he assumed she meant her domicile, frowned for several moments, then exhaled. It was merely brush and the rest of her dress.

	“This shall have to do for the night, however on the morrow we will have to do much better. From the way in which the clouds on the horizon are gathering, I am quite certain we shall get wet if we do not.” He stated looking out over the ocean, and I merely nodded as I dug a pit, placed the sticks and twigs into it, then commenced to strike the rocks together. “Whatever are you attempting?” He asked perplexed, and I breathed out.

	“And how indeed did his highness imagine that the
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