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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
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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…

	Genovia Russia…

	West Wing of the Palace

	[image: Image]

	“Sit… 

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

	“What I have found involves each of us directly.” Demetrius stated, and Sergei frowned.

	“And that is?” Sergei sighed frowning.

	“A plot by the council to kill ye, me, Antov and his wife.” Demetrius stated, Sergei gasped, then gave his brother wide eyes.

	“Who gave the bloody edict for this?” Sergei sent back 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 glared at the groomsman who was lurking in the hall. He scowled deeper, for the reason that it was twice now that he indeed caught him lurking.

	“Did you have need of something…once again Yuri?” Demetrius questioned; Yuri forged a counterfeit smile on his face, then shook his head.

	“No milord, Yuri was simply waiting to see if his majesty had any needs that I may have not attended to.” Yuri stated, Demetrius grimaced, then dismissed him.

	“No, all is well; as I’ve said before, ye may retire for the night.” Demetrius called, Yuri bowed, then hurried off.

	As Demetrius closed the door, he frowned at his brother.

	“Father has spies everywhere. Tis twice now that Yuri has been lurking about.” Demetrius spat.

	“What the bloody devil is taking place here Demetri?” Sergei cried, and Demetrius’ frown deepened. “We cannot speak of this here. I am on my way now to Prussia; then onto England to gain further allies. Father has no notion of this, and believes that I am to attend the summit, so leave it as such if he inquires. I am sending ye to India to council with Sir Jiles and Lord Flemings, and it is best that ye are not here. I have no notions what father has planned, and until I do, this entire muck needs to be flushed out and situated. 

	“Father believes that Chanko is indeed his associate; nevertheless, he wants no ties to him. At least it is what Chanko solicits each time I have asked. Chanko informed me of father’s plans, and they do not bode well for the lot of us, which is exactly why I have need of you in India. If I can acquire Sir Jiles’ backing and monetary capital, as Well as Lord Fleming’s political influence; I can indeed do what needs to be done. Chanko has also pledged Minyanka to the Duke of Chamberlin, to increase his ties to England, so Antov has no uncertainties there. She does not wish to wed Chamberlin, and it is for this reason that Svetlana cries so loudly.” Demetri explained.

	“Fine, but what is taking place Demetri? I am quite perplexed!” Sergei fussed.

	“I know brother; yet in spite of this it cannot be conversed at present. All will be revealed when I return. I abscond tomorrow after the ball, to hold down suspicions. Moreover, the less you distinguish as of this moment, the better for you little brother. Now, take leave, make sure that you are observed throughout the night, then arrange to meet me on the docks at three am. 

	“I have already made arrangements for mother. I am well aware that she is the only reason that Antov has remained here for so long. Nonetheless, he has a spouse now who needs him, and mother will fare just fine. Go, and I will speak to you before I leave.” Demetrius commended, Sergei rose, then sighed. Sergei nodded, and Demetrius embraced him before Demetrius exited the room.

	“What is it that you are not informing me of?” Sergei countered quietly, and Demetrius looked him in the eyes.

	“When I return brother, the same as I’ve told Antov, I vow.” He swore, Sergei nodded, then exited the room hurriedly to collect the things he would need for his journey. He exhaled. He knew from an early age that their father was a foul man. 

	It was one of the reasons that although not his mother by birth, Meghera made certain that he was constantly on holiday or schooling somewhere else from the castle. 

	Nevertheless, when she attempted the same with Antov, he refused to leave her side, in fear of her safety, so he knew that Antov too saw their father for the repulsive individual that he was.

	He was privy to the many mistresses the king had, the lavish dark social gatherings elsewhere that he conducted, and believed that if the country would indeed accept it, Andrew Aleksander Demetrius Sergei Kuznetsov… would have gladly rid himself of his entire family. 

	He had no desire to rule Russia, and was shortly to leave it to his father, as soon as he was able to situate his family. They did not deserve the vileness of his father, nor his venomous court, and their dark ways. 

	He sighed, then hurried from the chamber as well.

	 


East Wing…

	Gala Night Ball…
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	“Mother!” 
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	Antov called, however she waved him off, he frowned, then looked up as Demetrius hurried towards him.

	“I am to leave now. I have already sent Sergei to the Docks.” Demetrius whispered as he reached Antov, Antov groaned, then seized his brother’s arm, and Genevieve’s hand at the same time.

	“Where are you leaving off too? Mother directly left as well.” Antov complained once they reached the west parlor, and Demetrius grinned despite his brother’s annoyance.

	“To England. I am now on my way to see Sergei off to India, and I suggest that you holiday as early as the morrow. All is to come to light, and the Russian Council, nor will father be delighted.” Demetrius sent back.

	“But what of mother?” Antov countered frowning.

	“Where did she venture to?” Demetrius countered, and Antov frowned.

	“She stated our father, whatever the bloody hell that means!” Antov keened, and Demetrius laughed.

	“King of Scotland?” He laughed again as Antov’s eyes widened, then he nodded.

	“Bloody shite.” Antov groaned, and Demetrius nodded.

	“Now, I suggest you make haste brother, the house in England will suffice for now, and I will contact you there. I will also inform King O’Bannon of yer flight, and he will in turn inform mother.” Demetrius stated, embraced his brother, Genevieve, then hurried from the entranceway nodding to his brother.

	 


Waterfront…
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	“And how…

	[image: Image]

	long am I to sojourn there, Demetri?” Sergei asked with a slight frown as Demetrius reached the docks. He had no desire to remain in Russia; however, he was certainly not sure if he fancied India. 

	Namely the heat.

	“I will send word when I need you. If things progress well, it should be no longer than a few months.” Demetrius smiled, embraced his brother, then ushered him onto the ship. Once he was aboard, the captain pulled anchor, and Demetrius waved to his brother, turned, and headed for the adjacent ship.

	 


One

	Month

	Thereafter…
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	Blistering…

	[image: Image] was not the word that Sergei would have used to describe Calcutta India. Scorching would be more akin, and he sighed as he drew his kerchief over his forehead, then sighed again as Benji carried his luggage to the waiting hack. 

	As he commenced to climb aboard, he frowned slightly, then stood awe struck, for the most beautiful woman he had ever seen caught his attention. He continued to gape at her, yet she did not notice. 

	The long flowing curly hair was to her waist, her ample hips flared underneath her sari, and the gold and reds of her dupatta, caused her skin to almost glitter in the opposing heat. It was as if she finally realized that someone was peering at her, for she frowned slightly, glanced around, then noticed him. 

	The slight grin played on Sergei’s lips, for the reason that he would vow that as she gazed at him, her mouth formed the word O. He chuckled to himself, sent her a wink, then boarded the hack. She turned her head and watched the hack pull away.

	“That my Prince is, Caprice, and I vow far too piquant for the likes of the Prince.” Benji commented chuckling, and Sergei’s grin only widened.

	“I do so like a challenge Benji…indeed I do.” Sergei countered, and Benji threw his head back laughing.

	“And that your majesty you shall have if you fancy Caprice.” Benji sent back continuing to laugh.

	 


Chapter One

	Calcutta India

	Bijin’s Marketplace…

	1821…
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	My name…
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	is Caprice. Yes, I know a very unusual name; however, it was given to me at my birth. I am what the Indian people call Sidis. I was born here in Calcutta, and I have known no other life. Although I am half-African, I am also Indian, and it is to this reason that I find it quite trying in my endeavors of belonging. 

	I belong to neither the native Indian people, yet at the same time I am neither full African either. There have been slaves and free individuals here, as I was told by my mother, as early as the thirteenth century. 

	The slave trade which transported most of the Africans to India was called the East African Slave Trade, because Africans were taken from the East Coast of Africa to Western Asia, and westwards across the Indian Ocean to South Asia. Although mother has said that Indian bankers financed slave raids, few Indians were directly involved in trading slaves. 

	From what we have knowledge of Muslim Arab traders conducted the slave trade. These traders, unlike slave traders in West Africa, dealt with small numbers of slaves, as few as ten at a time. Africans living among communities on the West Coast of India are called Sidis, and those living in the interior are referred to as Habshi. My people, Africans worked as soldiers, sailors, traders, bureaucrats, clerics, guardians, and concubines. 

	Almost all of these Africans were Muslims, and many were slaves conscripted into the slave armies of Indian Muslim rulers. 

	As early as 1459, the Muslim king of Bengal maintained an army of 8,000 African slaves. In 1530, a Habshi commander and army defended the West Coast settlement of Daman against the Portuguese. India is extremely blistering, and at times the weather conditions are dreadful and unbearable. 

	Yet, this is my subsistence, and what I am acquainted with. I have sat on the docks of Calcutta on many occasions, dreaming of a dissimilar existence. 

	That one of the many magnificent ships would whisk me away, to a novel life, in which there are no domesticalities. That I…the drudge…would in turn be free to do as I please; to be the mistress of my own doing, and my own upkeep. Yet, these are just infantile notions, as my mother constantly reminds me in my fits of despondency. 

	I am not a slave, for here in India, the rule is not of such. My mother was transferred here as a slave; however, it is not the custom here, and a slave is the making of the East End.

	You inquire what it is that I mean East End? 

	Acceptably, it has been supposed that the British Empire was singled out in a “fit of absence of mind.”  

	Nowhere is this truer than here in India, which gradually came under British rule. It is the supposition that it was not by the efforts of Britain's government, but by those of the British East Indies Company, founded in 1599 by several merchants in search of nothing more than “quiet trade.” We, therefore, find this quite laughable.

	In 1601, the British East Indies Company began to send ships to the Spice Islands to gain a share in the Mughal Dynasty’s trade. It is implied that there was never any intention of ever coming to India since the Mughal Dynasty had a firm grip on our country. 

	However, the Dutch had designs of their own on the spice trade and rebuffed any British efforts to take part in it. 
As a result, the British East Indies Company gained the right to set up trading posts along the coast of India. 

	Sometime thereafter, many of these trading posts would grow into major cities such as Madras, Bombay, and Calcutta; which is where I reside. Britain ruled sixty percent of Indian directly and the other forty percent indirectly through native princes who followed British policies. 

	Yet, we are thankful for some things, such as tea, cotton agriculture, coal, and iron industries. I sighed with longing as I gazed at the massive ships once again, then turned and walked towards the bazaar. I had become very despondent of late, simply wishing for things that I knew as a drudge I would never aspire to acquire. 

	There was no great love in my life, for drudge women were not privy to wealthy suitors as the landed gentry were. 

	We were in fact as our label procured, the drudge of the country, the individuals who did not belong, who were indeed outcast save what small connection they held with both true sides. I exhaled once more as I walked into the marketplace. It was teeming with people, from all over, yet one could identify readily the British. 

	They gave the hint of authority, marred by their arrogance. I frowned as I noticed Mr. Kuznetsov. He was the pick of the litter; I had been told by several of my mother’s companions, yet I fancied that he did not have a decent bone in his body. The crooked grin, the two days facial growth, the haughty chin, the light blue stimulating aloof eyes, and the pompous walk implied all that was not said.

	He…was most assuredly not for me!

	I knew he spoke as most British here, yet I also surmised that he was indeed not British. Events concerning him were very hush-hush, and few knew where it was that he hailed from. 

	He was quite divine in every aspect from speech to walk, nevertheless, there was the other side of him that bespoke to the landed gentry whether he wished to portray it or not.

	His arrival nearly five months previously was the talk of the marketplace, as many of the privileged vied for his hand. It was rumored that he might indeed be a prince, in spite of this it was not confirmed as of yet.

	I breathed out, for the notion of a Sidis drudge courting a British man, why it was unheard of! The notion alone would send pandemonium through the streets of Calcutta. He glanced my way, and I hurried around two women bartering over the outlay of couscous. Nonetheless, it was not swift enough, for the reason that he strode into my course in any case. 

	He gave me his customary grin, and I sighed as I rolled my eyes heavenward.

	“I daresay that you have much greater things to do sir, than block the passage of a drudge.” I stated, pulled the basket closer to my hip, then frowned up at him. His grin widened as he bent his dark head, and his remarkable eyes crinkled at the corners.

	“You my lovely, Caprice…shall never be just another drudge. Why yer very name instigates me to be audacious. ” He stated mellifluously, yet there was much provocation, incentive, and rebelliousness to his statement. I peered up at him, then offered my firmest look.

	“That is neither here nor there, for the reason that I am as such, and neither you nor I can change that. Mrs. Flemings will not allow me to be tardy with the day’s shopping. You sir, may take your leave, and remove yourself from my path.” I returned, and he threw his head back and laughed.

	“One fine morning, Caprice, I shall have you, and all that fire within.” He countered, as he moved a bit closer to me and whispered it in my ear. I gasped as he placed a kiss to my cheek, and several of the women in the bizarre frowned short of breath.

	“Have you gone completely addle, Mr. Kuznetsov?” I hissed up at him, he frowned for several moments, then that devil may care grin returned.

	“How many occasions have I implored of you not to address me as such, Caprice…that is my father? Alastair will do just nicely.” He grinned, and I rolled my eyes heavenward again.

	“I shall do no such thing; you must cease with your antics. You appear mad!” I hissed again as I peered around, and many of the women in the marketplace continued to observe us.

	“Where you are concerned, Caprice, most often. However, I shall not mortify you in the company of strangers. But I will not cease, until you indeed sup with me one evening.” He winked, bowed, frowned at the women, then took his leave. I immediately ran from the bazaar, hurrying towards Mrs. Flemings. 

	What was I to do? 

	He had become ever more insistent in his endeavors. 

	Did he care naught for proprieties sake?

	He was a White man, and I an unattached, unmarried African Indian. 

	Why it was willfulness, just the thought of it. 

	However, I had dreamed of nothing else, since he arrived on our shores months prior.

	 


Mrs. Flemings
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	As I…

	[image: Image] reached Mrs. Flemings she was directly seated on the veranda sipping cold tea. She sighed, attempted not to frown, then waved me on. I hurried towards the kitchens, emptied the basket, and commenced to scrub the vegetables, and gather the ingredients for the evening’s meal. 

	I knew that she would again be entertaining, therefore although she was direct in her status as my employer, she was docile most times, and gave much leeway to me on many occasions.

	However, her offspring were an entirely dissimilar matter. 

	I exhaled noisily as my mind floated to Mr. Kuznetsov. He was indeed quite divine, however any notions of sentiment towards me, I should know full well were not true. 

	Most of the men here only sought after drudges when they were not privy to what they deemed the more caliber women of India. We were notioned to be excellent workers, could keep house well, and did our duty. I frowned as the depiction was false of me, because I was dissimilar in every way!

	“And what has the little drudge in such contemplation?” Mr. Kellens asked, and I immediately drew myself up. I could not stand the sight of Mrs. Flemings’ son. He was a letch, and a defiler of women. I believed the only reason that he had not accosted me, was for the reason that my best companion Raja. Raja had threatened him with death if he ever was to lay hands to me. 

	Although he was a British citizen, Raja had no cares for the British, nor did the Sidhidis, the membership to which Raja belonged, and they loathed the British.

	“I surmise it is none of your concern. Now, be gone, so that I may prepare this evening’s meal.” I stated waving him off, when he seized me by the back of my hair and drew me forcefully into his body,

	“Speak to me as such once more, and I will have no cares for yer little friend Raja!” He spat, jerked me further into him, then crushed my lips with his as I struggled for release. He heaved me forward, my arms landed atop the counter, and he was directly behind me pinning me to the counter as he drew his hands to my hips, heaving his manhood forward into my backside seizing my hair once more in a tight hold. 

	“Have care little drudge, least you unleash things that you cannot control.” He hissed, heaved me once more, then walked from the kitchens. I panted as I blinked back the tears that threatened to fall, when Antonia rushed into the kitchens.

	“Are you well? I witnessed it. He is a vile hateful man!” She spat towards the doors of the kitchens; her brown face turned up in disgust.

	“Indeed he is, and one day he shall get his comeuppance.” I spat as well, then retrieved the knife that I was to use.

	I noticed that my hands were trembling, placed the knife down, then rubbed them together, attempting to control the tremors. I loathed Mr. Kellens, and I would be well happy indeed someday when some fortunate soul delivered to him what was needed. 

	I was well aware that someday, he would indeed grasp me alone, and I would not be able to be in charge of the state of affairs. If it were possible, I would leave this place, however, with my mother being much older and not often well, Mrs. Flemings gave a decent wage for her labor. 

	I glanced at Antonia; she caressed my back, then returned to her stone bread. It was quite sad truly, for Mr. Kellens was a very attractive man. 

	He was highly esteemed by most, especially the parliament here, very well spoken, and respected by those who did know him well. I saw that most women vied for him for a time, however, it was that deep-seated darkness which I had witnessed on many occasions, which frightened them off. Just his mere presence sent a shiver of despair down my spine, for I knew his insides were evil in every way. 

	He found true pleasure in the mistreatment of women, as if it were indeed his fancy.

	I contemplated Mr. Kuznetsov, and never were there any two different men. The merriment I witnessed in Mr. Kuznetsov’s eyes these previous months, the fact that he always had a smile for me, and a jest; made me imagine as if he truly fancied me. 

	
	





images/image-4.png
Warnings






images/image-4.jpeg







cover.jpeg
(%z OYOMMK @@z‘oﬂw@f Ofermance

A DIFFERENT SHADE OF HISTORICAL ROMANCE









images/image-2.png
ote





images/image4.png





images/image-2.jpeg
















images/image-7.jpeg





images/image-6.png





images/image-7.png





images/image.png
A Different Shade of Historical Romance

WIOR:
FEndeavor:

(Caprice










images/image-8.png






images/image.jpeg






images/image-9.png





images/image-1.png
Mﬁﬂw (otee...






images/image-3.png





images/image-3.jpeg





images/image-10.png





images/image-11.png





images/image-6.jpeg
e W





images/image-5.jpeg





images/image-5.png





images/image-1.jpeg













