
        
            [image: cover]
        


[image: tmp_8e02d463f279b3d0addfd48b0a10f19d_KnMLPU_html_m149895a6.jpg]

 



 


[image: tmp_8e02d463f279b3d0addfd48b0a10f19d_KnMLPU_html_767cf5ac.jpg]

 


 


Published by Evernight Publishing ® at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2016 Adonis Devereux

 


 


ISBN: 978-1-77233-735-8

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: Stephanie Balistreri

 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 


 



 


DEDICATION

 


JMJ


BLACK AND GOLD

 


Romance on the Go
TM

 


Adonis Devereux

 


Copyright © 2016

 


 


 



Chapter
One

 


“Will you please affix
your seal here, Lady Kesvar?”The bureaucrat, a small, thin man with
lank hair, held out the thick parchment. The soft
red sealing wax was already in place, and Kesvar
quickly set her signet ring to the parchment before the wax could
harden.

“Done.” She smiled. The
culmination of nearly two months of negotiation and barter now
rested in her hands. “Candlehome belongs to me.”

“Yes, it does, Lady
Kesvar, but…” The man shuddered. “Surely you have no intention of
living there? One of your blood and birth—did you know that the
Thyrians had given the estate to Grimbold himself? That the black
devil lived in the place for the duration of the war?”

Kesvar waved her hand
dismissively. “I do indeed know whom the Thyrians hired to captain
their hosts. My own lord met him on the field, face-to-face, in the
final battle before the armistice was signed.” And his name is Stefanos, not Grimbold. She took the precious parchment in hand and tucked it into
the front of her gown. This particular gown was one Ilvar had
expressly set out for her to wear when going about the city. At
home, he preferred she wear … much less. Just the thought of what
Ilvar would do when he found out she had secured Candlehome for
them sent a gush of wetness from her pussy. She could not decide if
she hoped he would reward her for her achievement or punish her for
the secrecy.

No, definitely
punishment. Kesvar could not entirely
suppress the little whimper that escaped her lips at the thought of
what Ilvar might choose. Would she be bound and kept at the edge of
orgasm for hours? Would she be forced to come a dozen times in
succession? Would he take her over his knee and paddle her
ass?

“Lady Kesvar!” The
unwelcome interruption from one of her
cousins broke through Kesvar’s pleasant daydreaming. “What are you
doing walking about the city? Surely that young vagabond you mated with can
afford to keep horses?”

Kesvar looked up to see,
leaning out of a carriage window, her royal cousin, her black hair,
not half as thick as Kesvar’s own, piled up in the elaborate
fashion now popular. “My Lord Ilvar has horses enough,” said
Kesvar. “But I preferred to walk today.” And this is yet another reason while I will be glad to move
to Candlehome.

“Three years of hiding,
cousin. Why do you bother showing your face now?” The sneer was
only too evident. “Ever since your scandalous
elopement—”

Kesvar smiled, a baring of
her little white teeth that had no friendliness or mirth in it.
“We show our
faces because now, at last, I have come of age, and even the king
himself can’t part us.” Without waiting further, she turned into a
narrow footpath, one that the carriage would not be able to follow
her down. It did not matter to Kesvar that the footpath would not
actually take her back to the small house where she lived with
Ilvar. No, she would be able to find her way through some other
road.

Of course, this meant she
would be late, and that would mean another punishment. Kesvar nibbled
her lower lip. She hoped that Ilvar would not make her wait for the
punishment. You know he will. He will
tantalize you all evening with the threat of what is in
store. She pressed her thighs together,
trying futilely to relieve the ache in her pussy.

“Grimbold!”

“Black devil!”

“Demon spawn!”

The commotion came from two streets over,
but the upraised voices carried clearly. Kesvar did not hesitate.
Though she might not have a horse at the moment, she was still Lady
Kesvar Elliseth, cousin to the king. She sprinted to where she saw
the towering black form of Lord Stefanos of Candlehome, Grimbold to
his enemies, standing innocently by a baker’s shop. The door had
obviously just been closed in his face, for he held a loaf of bread
in one of his enormous hands.

“Grimbold!”

The ugly name distressed Kesvar to hear, for
she recalled how Ilvar had described his noble enemy. Then she
looked into Stefanos’s face, and Kesvar felt a shock right through
to her core. The ebony beauty before her was like a thunderbolt
from a clear summer sky, and on his face was the ghost of a baffled
pride.

“Lord Stefanos.” Kesvar’s
clear voice cut through the hisses and catcalls. Everyone in the
crowd, including Stefanos, turned then to look at her. At barely
five feet, Kesvar knew she would be invisible to many of those
nearest Stefanos, but from his near seven-foot height, she knew,
too, that he would be able to see her. “Stand aside.” Without
taking her eyes from Stefanos’s face, Kesvar ordered those nearest
her to move. When they were too slow for her liking, she drew
herself up to her full height. “I am Lady Kesvar Elliseth, cousin
to the king. It is my noble right to go as I please in this city,
and none may bar my way but the king himself!”

The crowd began to murmur, but they backed
away from her. Kesvar’s face was too clearly similar to the king’s
for anyone to doubt her word, and her recent reemergence into
public life was already the topic of much gossip.

This will be the topic of
more, thought Kesvar wryly. She strode
forward and held out her hand to Stefanos.

“Lord Stefanos,” she said
again. “Will it please you to dine this night with my Lord Ilvar
and myself?”

“Lady Kesvar.” Stefanos
dropped the loaf of bread and placed his hand in hers. His enormous
black hand swallowed hers up, but it was the electric shock from
his touch that drew the gasp from Kesvar’s lips.

She swallowed the sound at once, but she did
not let go of Stefanos’s hand as they walked down the winding city
streets. Still, Kesvar did not dare to look up into Stefanos’s
burning eyes, as she led him home.

****

Hearing her voice had been like seeing the
dawn rise over a field of victory. When everyone around him was an
enemy, when every voice was cruel, when his very name had been
lost, this little angel had stepped out of the heavens and called
him by his name. Stefanos did not question how this black-haired
beauty with the emerald eyes knew his name, nor did he ask where
she was taking him. He would follow her to the ends of the earth,
for with the first note of her voice, she had ensnared his heart.
He looked down at her as they walked, her steps so small and quick,
her gait so light and graceful.

My Lord Ilvar, she’d said.
So she has a lord? Not for long. There was
no man Stefanos would willingly see touch his Kesvar, for she was
his. She just didn’t know it yet. She would be his forever. He
would take her from her lord—no, he would challenge him in single
combat for the right of Kesvar’s love. Much better.

“Here, Lord Stefanos.”
Those silky-sweet tones, much lower than he would have expected,
drew Stefanos’s eyes back to Kesvar’s face. A flying blush appeared
on the milky whiteness of her skin, and she dropped her gaze. “It
is not so opulent as perhaps you are used to, and it is not what my
lord will soon be able to offer.” She looked up again. “We have
been hiding, you see—but I am babbling.”

She pushed open the door then, and only when
she had vanished inside was Stefanos able to take stock of the
place. It was a small house, well-kept but far from wealthy,
certainly not a fit dwelling for one of royal blood.

And what can you offer
her? Stefanos’s pride needled him.
But for her I will conquer a fresh
kingdom.

“Sir?” Kesvar’s voice was
directed farther into the house. “I have brought you a
guest.”

Stefanos entered then, and there, beside the
delicate little Kesvar, he saw the tall, golden form of a warrior,
one he recognized.

“You?” said Stefanos and
Ilvar in unison.

 



Chapter Two

 


Kesvar looked from Ilvar to Stefanos and
back again. She knew that they had met before, on the battlefield,
and she knew, too, that the meeting had troubled Ilvar in a way no
other battle ever had. But she had not expected this nearly
palpable connection between the two warriors, this crackling of
desire that drenched the tops of her thighs. When Ilvar extended
his hand to Stefanos, who clasped Ilvar’s forearm in the classic
soldier’s greeting, Kesvar bit her lip. The gold of Ilvar’s flesh
contrasted so beautifully with the ebony of Stefanos’s. The black
and gold was like a rich treasure, the most magnificent thing
Kesvar had ever seen, and when she imagined seeing both those
cocks, the golden one of Ilvar’s hard and proud and erect,
standing, warring with Stefanos’s in her hands, her mouth—

Kesvar recoiled. She was
Ilvar’s bondmate. How could she even think of another man’s cock? She
drew in a shaky breath.

“Sir?” she addressed
Ilvar, who responded without looking away from Stefanos.

“Yes?”

“I have invited Lord
Stefanos to dine with us.”

“Your lady found me being
refused food.” Stefanos, like Ilvar, kept his gaze on the other
man.

“She did right.” Ilvar at
last broke the stare to look over at Kesvar. His green eyes glowed
with approbation, and Kesvar’s cheeks flamed. “I will be sure to
reward her for her kindness.”

“Thank you, Sir.” Kesvar
risked a glance at
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