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  Chapter one
The Installation


The air inside ʻIolani Palace carried the thick sweetness of plumeria and the sharp bite of ocean salt that drifted through the open lanai doors. Queen Emma stood motionless at the tall window of her private receiving chamber, feeling the warm trade winds press the silk of her holoku against her full breasts and the curve of her hips. Her long dark hair fell unbound down her back, threaded with tiny white flowers that released their perfume each time she moved her head. Below, the palace gardens blazed with color while beyond them the Pacific stretched endless and hungry. She drew a slow breath, letting the scents and sounds anchor her. 
Her husband, King Kalākaua, was halfway around the world by now. His grand tour had been meant to secure alliances and modernize the kingdom. Instead it had left her here, a queen in all but daily name, surrounded by Christian missionaries who whispered that a proper widow should mourn in black and silence. Emma’s lips curved in a private smile. She had decided to stop mourning the absence of a man who had never truly satisfied the deeper cravings inside her.
Today she would begin her answer to their judgment.
The heavy koa door opened with a soft click. Lady Maile entered first, her warm brown face carefully neutral, followed by the tall American. Silas Beaumont moved with the cautious grace of a man who knew he walked on royal ground. His light brown hair was neatly combed, though a few strands had already rebelled in the humid air. Pale skin, sharp cheekbones, and a lean but muscular frame that spoke of outdoor labor before he had taken up books and ambition. His pale blue eyes lifted to meet hers for only a moment before dropping respectfully. The sight of him sent a low pulse of heat through Emma’s belly.
“Your Majesty,” Maile said in her soft, Hawaiian-inflected English. “Mr. Beaumont has arrived as requested. Shall I remain to take notes?”
Emma turned from the window. The weight of her royal poise settled over her like a second skin. “No, Maile. Dismiss the others as well. I wish to speak with my new secretary alone. See that we are not disturbed unless the matter is urgent.”
Maile’s dark eyes flickered with understanding and a trace of worry, but she bowed her head. “As you command, my Queen.” She gathered the two junior attendants who had hovered near the door and ushered them out. The door closed with a solid finality that left only the sound of distant waves and the quickened beat of Emma’s heart.
Silas remained standing in the center of the room, hands clasped behind his back. His white linen shirt already showed faint dampness at the collar from the heat. Emma studied him openly, letting her gaze travel from his broad shoulders down the lean length of his body. She could see the rapid rise and fall of his chest. Good. He felt the power in the room.
“You understand why I have brought you into the palace itself, Mr. Beaumont,” she said. Her voice was low, commanding, each word shaped with the precision of a woman who had spent years bending courts to her will. “The position of royal secretary requires more than transcription and correspondence. You will be near me at all times. Closer than any haole has ever been permitted.”
He swallowed visibly. “I understand, Your Majesty. The contract was quite clear. I am to serve at your pleasure in all administrative matters.” His educated American accent carried a slight tremor that pleased her. He was ambitious, yes, but also overwhelmed by the exotic weight of her world. Perfect.
Emma stepped closer until only an arm’s length separated them. The scent of his soap, something clean and foreign, mixed with the natural musk of his skin. She watched a faint flush creep up his pale neck. “Administrative matters,” she repeated, tasting the words with amusement. “Such careful language. The missionaries would approve. They spend their days trying to wrap our islands in their cold Victorian cloth. But you and I both know I did not choose you for your penmanship alone.”
She reached out and brushed one finger along the edge of his jaw. His skin felt fever-hot beneath her touch. Silas did not pull away. Instead his breath hitched, a small sound that sent satisfaction blooming between her thighs.
“Tell me, Silas,” she continued, using his given name deliberately, “what did you think when you received my private offer? Did your proper American conscience trouble you? Or did the thought of serving a Hawaiian queen in her own palace stir something darker?”
His eyes lifted to hers again, bolder this time. “It stirred many things, Your Majesty. Ambition. Curiosity. And yes, something I have tried not to name.”
Emma’s smile deepened. She let her hand drop but did not step back. The heat of his body radiated against the front of her holoku. “Good. Honesty will serve you better than false piety. The Reverend Hale and his flock already circle these walls like sharks smelling blood. They believe a queen without her king should remain chaste and obedient. I intend to remind them that this is still Hawaii.”
She moved to the wide chaise carved from dark wood and piled with cushions. The fabric of her dress whispered as she sat, then deliberately parted her knees beneath the flowing silk. Not enough to expose herself, only enough to suggest the possibility. Silas’s gaze dropped exactly where she wished it to.
“Come here,” she commanded.
He crossed the room in three strides and stopped directly in front of her. From this angle she could see the rapid flutter of his pulse at the base of his throat. The power she held over him felt intoxicating, a living thing that pulsed between her legs.
“Kneel, Silas.”
The word hung in the warm air. For one heartbeat she wondered if he would hesitate. Then his knees folded and he sank to the woven mat before her. His face was now level with her lap. The sight of this tall, educated haole on his knees before her sent a rush of wet heat flooding her core. This was what the missionaries could never understand. This was sovereignty.
Emma lifted one foot and placed it on his shoulder, the sole pressing lightly against the muscle there. “You will address me as Your Majesty in public. In private, when I permit it, you may call me Emma. But only when your mouth is not otherwise occupied. Do you understand?”
“Yes, Your Majesty.” His voice had gone rough.
She slid her foot down his chest until it rested over the growing hardness at the front of his trousers. The contact made him groan softly. “Already so eager. How long have you imagined this, I wonder? Since the first time you saw me at the reception last month? Did you return to your small rented room and stroke yourself thinking of your queen?”
Silas’s cheeks burned crimson, but he did not look away. “Every night, Your Majesty.”
The admission sent a spear of pure lust through her. Emma withdrew her foot and gathered the silk of her holoku in both hands, slowly raising the fabric up her calves, past her knees, over the smooth warm brown skin of her thighs. She wore nothing beneath. The cool palace air kissed her already slick folds as she exposed herself to his gaze.
His eyes widened, pupils swallowing the pale blue. A soft, reverent sound escaped him.
“Look at what you have been given,” she told him, voice dropping even lower. “This is not a gift given lightly. You will worship it properly. Use only your mouth and tongue until I tell you otherwise. If you please me, there will be more. Much more. If you disappoint me, you will be on the next ship back to California. Do you accept these terms?”
“I accept them, Your Majesty.” The words came out hoarse with want.
Emma slid forward on the chaise until her hips rested at the very edge. She reached down and threaded her fingers through his light brown hair, gripping just tightly enough to sting. Then she guided his face forward.
The first touch of his tongue drew a sharp gasp from her throat. Hot, wet, and surprisingly bold, he licked a slow stripe from her entrance up to the swollen bud at the top of her sex. The sensation was electric. She tightened her grip in his hair and held him there.
“Again,” she ordered. “Deeper this time. Taste your queen.”
Silas obeyed with growing confidence. His hands came up to rest on her thighs, not restraining but supporting, as his mouth sealed over her folds. His tongue pushed inside her, stroking the sensitive inner walls with careful thoroughness. The wet sounds of his devotion filled the chamber, mingling with the distant call of mynah birds outside.
Emma’s head fell back against the cushions. Pleasure built in heavy waves that matched the rhythm of his mouth. She could feel her own slickness coating his lips and chin. The contrast of his pale face buried between her dark thighs was obscene and perfect. This was defiance made flesh. Every lick was a rebuke to the missionaries who wanted her tame.
“That’s it,” she praised, voice husky. “Right there, Silas. Suck on my clit like the hungry boy you are. Show me how badly you want to serve.”
He moaned against her flesh at the crude words, the vibration traveling straight to her core. Then he followed her instruction exactly, drawing the sensitive nub between his lips and sucking with gentle pulses while his tongue flicked rapidly. Emma’s hips jerked involuntarily. She ground herself against his face, chasing the rising pleasure without shame.
Her free hand gripped the edge of the chaise. The other kept his head exactly where she needed it. Sweat began to pearl along her collarbone and between her heavy breasts. The scent of her arousal mixed with the flowers in her hair and the faint trace of his sweat. Every breath came shorter.
Silas never faltered. He licked and sucked and probed as though her pleasure was the only purpose he had ever been given. When he slid two long fingers inside her without being told, curling them against that perfect spot on her front wall, Emma’s control began to fracture.
“Yes,” she hissed. “Just like that. Make your Queen come on your tongue, haole. Prove you belong on your knees in my palace.”
The pressure inside her tightened, coiled, then snapped. Orgasm crashed over her in long, rolling waves that pulled a low, guttural cry from her throat. Her thighs clamped around his head as she rode his face through every shudder. Slickness flooded his mouth and he drank it down greedily, never stopping the steady movement of his tongue until she finally pushed him back with a trembling hand.
Silas remained on his knees, breathing hard. His lips and chin glistened with her release. The front of his trousers strained obscenely. His eyes held a dazed, worshipful light that sent fresh aftershocks through her core.
Emma allowed herself a moment to simply look at him, chest heaving, body loose with satisfaction. The power she felt in this moment was sweeter than any crown. She reached down and traced one thumb across his wet lower lip.
“Very good,” she murmured. “You may—”
A sharp knock sounded at the heavy door. Both of them froze.
“Your Majesty,” came Lady Maile’s urgent voice from the other side. “Reverend Josiah Hale is here. He demands an immediate audience. He says the matter concerns the moral welfare of the kingdom and cannot wait.”
Emma’s eyes met Silas’s. A dangerous smile curved her lips even as fresh tension coiled in her stomach. The first test had barely ended and already the wolves were at the gate.
She kept her voice perfectly calm. “Tell the Reverend I will see him shortly. Have him wait in the blue reception room.”
Maile’s footsteps retreated. Silas still knelt between her thighs, face flushed, mouth shining with the evidence of what they had done. Emma felt the familiar thrill of risk bloom alongside the lingering pulses of her climax.
The installation was complete. Now the real game began.
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