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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.

	 


TWs

	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.
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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…

	England 1810…

	Essex…
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	Willim stood…

	[image: Image] inspecting his sister from the path. He glanced at his brother’s face, and the grimace made it foreboding. Willim knew what he endeavored, and neither of them could sway him from it. 

	Someone had to guard Samantha, even if their father would not. 

	His mind replayed the panorama of the last hour, and he shuddered once more just imagining it. It had been his father’s design; however, Willim recognized she should not have gone. Samantha was best companions with Lord and Lady Athermays’ daughter Jessica. Jessica and Samantha supplicated, pleading with father to allow Samantha to go on holiday with them to Bristol. Jessica was to be betrothed to the Duke of Harmony, and Samantha was to be her chaperon. 

	The reports were that Lady Jessica was into fixations her parents had no impression of, and the fact that she had attempted to heave Samantha along with her, only served to make Willim even angrier. 

	“Manley, do not do this. I beg of you!” Samantha keened from the carriage. The last pair of days flashed through Willim’s mind. He remembered being so jovial for Samantha, because finally she would be able to go on holiday. Samantha was at marrying age, and since the death of their mother, Willim had carried out his best endeavors at raising her. 

	Their father was too consumed in his social scenes, composing capital, and giving the appearance that they were extremely well off, and a blissful family. Samantha had circuited the venue, and unbeknownst to him she had agreed to attend Nathaniel Grimbly, The Earl of Wiltshire’s fête. 

	He had most assuredly taken benefit of her tender years and was in the progression of molesting her when Willim burst through the doors.

	“You cannot venture in there, sir!” The butler yelled.

	“The bloody hell I cannot.” Willim spat back as he charged through the double doors. Samantha’s dress was cleaved, and the Earl was on top of her fumbling with her under things. Willim seized him by the reverse of his head and thrust him to the floor. When he rose, Willim pummeled him in the face repeatedly, until he was drawn from the Earl by the butler and manservant. The Earl howled for his men; his pain quite evident.

	“I will indeed have justice! Declare yer second.” The Earl yelled as he pulled his handkerchief from his shirt’s compartment, applying it to his bleeding nose. Nicholas rushed into the room.

	“Willim! What have you done? I advised you to delay, allow father to conduct this!” Nicholas cried astonished.

	“Ye’ve seen how he conducted it, Nicky! How can you speak that?” Willim sent back glaring at the Earl.

	“I will have my revenge! That little trollop threw herself at me, and now you have battered me in turn! And in my own home no less!” The Earl shouted and Willim took a step towards him, but Nicholas seized him from behind. “At dawn, take this trivial whore from my home. Moreover, you had better be at Crest Square at dawn. I will be avenged of this slight.” The Earl spat as he glared at Samantha.

	“You will, but ye’ll not live to tell it.” Willim returned, a mite too contained for Nicholas. He seized Samantha, then led them both from the chateau.

	“I must venture off, Nicky, you bear Sam home and I’ll be there directly.” Willim commanded, when Nicholas gawked at him.

	“And what shall I convey to father?” Nicholas cried.

	“Frankly I cannot be concerned with that, equally any way you slice this loaf, it is entirely his damnable defect.” Willim grimaced as Nicholas began to walk off, when his voice caused Nicholas to pause.

	“Will you be my second?” William asked, Nicholas turned wide eyes on him, nearly choking on the fear. He was not one to let his brother down, but God, a duel.

	“Apprehension and cowardice repositions me to articulate a resounding no dear brother, yet you know I was never one to turn tail from a contest.” He replied.

	“Thank you, Nicholas, now trek Samantha home, and return to Crest Square at dawn.” Willim commanded, and Nicholas nodded.

	“Are you certain, Will?” Nicholas posed, his eyes imploring with his brother for reason.

	“Yes, I am, and were I not, do you honestly imagine that Grimbly will allow this to elapse?” Willim countered, when Nicholas shook his head no gravely. “Exactly, neither do I. Just make certain you are there.” Willim sent back, and Nicholas nodded for a second time.

	“I will.” Nicholas replied, then hurried the driver along as he climbed into the carriage, as Willim hurried off in the opposite direction.

	 


The Grand Duke’s

	Estates…
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	When Nicholas…

	[image: Image] arrived at the estates his father was waiting for them in the parlor. 

	“Where is yer brother?” The Duke snapped.

	“I have no notions, father; yer guess is as best as mine for I am not my brother’s keeper.” Nicholas responded as he handed his sister over to her maidservant. She required the consideration of a physician, so Nicholas imparted Fitzgergan to exit and fetch the physician quickly.

	“I want to know what the bloody hell is going on Nicholas, and I want to know now.” The Duke hissed.

	“Then ye’ll need to request as such from Willim, for the reason that I do not know.” Nicholas sent back glaring at his father.

	“Do not perjure yerself to me, boy!” The Duke retorted, then seized Nicholas by his shirt front.

	“I do not know, but whatever it is Willim, is carrying out, should not have been his position in the first place! You are her father; this was a slight against you. And yet you do nothing.” Nicholas cried glaring at his father. 

	The Duke released Nicholas, and Nicholas took a step back as he saw the anger in his father’s eyes. The Duke’s frown increased before he spoke; he did not need to provide reasons for his behavior to either of his sons.

	“I have by now rectified this sad state of affairs, so whatever Willim is up to will only make matters worse! Samantha is to marry Lord Farmington at the week’s end. It is dreadful enough that they will maintain swift nuptials, because the reports are bound to take wings.” The Duke screeched.

	“Surely not hurried, father?” Nicholas replied dryly, and his father glared at him.

	“You had best dwell in yer place, Nicholas. You are of the nobility and performing the arts of a buffoon is not of preference. You will abscond this to me, for the reason that if you do not, I will refuse to acknowledge the both of you. Therefore, it would behoove you to inform Willim of the equivalent!” The duke shouted and left Nicholas standing there. It was near to four am, Nicholas thought as he glanced at his time piece. 

	He had better high tail his butt out of there. 

	He rushed out the door then. Samantha waited until Nicholas exited the front door to call for Newly. 

	She just could not allow Willim to do this!

	 


Crest Square

	Dawn…
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	William stood…

	[image: Image] at the square peering at his timepiece. Grimbly was already present, with Lord Sinclair as his second. Nicholas had five minutes to arrive, or Willim would endeavor to do this himself without him. No sooner had Willim contemplated those words, Nicholas rolled up in his carriage. 

	He bound from the carriage before it could roll to a complete stop.

	“Were you anxious old chap? I affirmed that I would be in attendance.” Nicholas smiled. 

	Willim observed his younger brother then. Nicholas was more or less to ruin his life, simply because Willim had requested it of him. Nicholas was two years his junior, however, Willim knew Nicholas would give up his life for him if need be. Suddenly another carriage rolled up and Samantha leapt from it yelling his name.

	“Manley! Manley, you do not need to undergo this. Father has secured it! I shall wed Farmington at week’s end. You cannot perform this!” She cried as she ran to him. Willim gazed down on his sister. 

	She had grown into such a beautiful young woman right before his eyes, and at the age of six and ten this face would cause many a head to turn. 

	He thought as he drew his thumb across her cheek, wiping the tears. He remembered how she had come to give him that nickname. She had been somewhere near to five at the time, and he had taken his first shooting tutorial with their father. She wanted to advise him on how manly he was now, but it had come out as Manley. 

	He smiled down on her.

	“Indeed I do, Sam, now leave off to the carriage and travel home.” He kissed her on the forehead, then turned on his heel to approach Lord Grimbly.

	“Both of you will count off ten paces, turn and fire. The one who has remained standing will be the winner.” Eldridge Hicks commanded, and both Willim and Grimbly nodded glaring at each other. Nicholas checked the revolvers, then handed one to Willim.

	“Manley, please, do not execute this!” Samantha howled.

	“Depart for home, Samantha. Now!” Willim shouted, Newly took hold of Samantha, however she wrenched away from him.

	“You may begin counting gentleman.” Grimbly’s second Sinclair stated and moved out of the way. As he ticked off the seconds in his head, Willim contemplated the last twenty-one years of his life. Since the death of his mother, nothing seemed to have actual substance to him anymore, besides Nicholas and Samantha. Willim pivoted on his left heel, raised the revolver, and fired. 

	The bullet wedged into Grimbly’s chest, and Grimbly’s bullet grazed Willim’s temple. Willim went down, however as he did, he perceived Samantha’s screams.

	“He’s dead! Grimbly’s dead!” Sinclair shouted, and the blackness began surrounding Willim, clouding everything else out. He sought after to focus on the voices he heard, but the blackness was gathering quickly.

	“Do not die, Manley! Do not dare!” Willim heard Samantha yelling at him, but for the life of him, he could not seem to open his eyes to focus on her face.

	 


Chapter One...

	1821 St. Croix…

	Greenleaf Plantation…
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	“So…

	[image: Image] what shall you do while I am on holiday Poivre?” Julia solicited, and I groaned.

	“More than likely shrivel up and depart from this life.” I moaned with a frown.

	“Oh, I daresay you will not, nevertheless I have a diagram.” Julia laughed as she playfully heaved me.

	“And what is your design?” I asked with a hopeful look.

	“I am going to merely solicit father in my endeavors. I will simply state, that if I cannot take you with me, then I shall surely expire! Equally, it will not charge him any extra currency, so he should be exceptional with it.” Julia smiled, and I merely stared at her. When we both laughed at that. 

	Mr. Stevens was such a magpie, everyone on the entire island notioned it.

	“When are you preparing to solicit him?” I asked wide eyed.

	“This evening at supper.” Julia sent back and I nodded.

	“Do you really notion that he will allow it?” I asked hopeful. 

	“I do not see why not. He does not need to hand over any additional currency, for the reason that with what gram bestowed upon me, and what Aunt Ellie conveyed for the passage we have enough. You shall be traveling with me, so you do not need any kind of identification; as well Aunt Ellie sent word and stated that it was indeed acceptable.” Julia retuned, and I nodded for a second time.

	“When did you solicit your aunt?” I asked surprised.

	“Last month when she transmitted the letter. When father informed me that I would be departing alone with Lady Braithwaite and her atrocious twins; I knew that if I had to travel alone all the way to France with the lot of them, I would surely leap overboard!” At this, Julia made a face and we both laughed.

	“But do you truly imagine that he will declare a yes? I shall just die if I have to remain here for the entire solstice without you.” I moaned, when she embraced me. 

	Despite the differences in hue, station and existence, Julia, and I had been the preeminent companions for twenty-one years. It was a celebration of Julia’s twenty-first birthday which warranted this trip to France. I am Julia’s senior by two years; however, Julia has always behaved towards me as if I were her equal despite my African blood. I am what the people here on the island call Mulata. 

	This basically comes down to being two distinctions of both races. Traditionally, I am neither white as the landowners; however, I am also neither African as the slaves. I truly have no place, for the reason that I am like neither. 

	This can prove very tiring, and wear on the soul of one.

	However, Julia has always regarded me as if I was her sibling and has loved me from day one when I was brought to her by her father. She indicated that when she observed me, she notioned that she and I would be the very best of companions in the whole world, and my hue and complexion had nothing to do with it. I have been able to read and write since the age of seven, for the reason that Julia enforced this of her governess Ms. Deborah. 

	When Deborah protested pronouncing that coloreds had no rights to learning, Julia threatened to have her father release Ms. Deborah from service and send her back to Scotland if she did not. 

	“Now, Nanette is ringing for supper, therefore you remain in the kitchens with her, and I shall hurry straight away once the deed is done.” Julia smiled, and I nodded.

	“God, I am so anxious I would most likely just discharge something anyway. I shall be a mess of nervous tension until you do return?” I returned laughing, and Julia kissed my cheek. 

	“You shall do just fine, now I shall see you directly.” Julia chuckled as she left me in her bedchamber. I recalled when I had turned twenty-one. There were neither festivities nor celebration. 

	I was colored, and to white society, it was just another day. I went in search of Nannette then. I required something sweet to eat, and I knew Nannette had made a 

	 


whole mess of something for supper.
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