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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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Chapter One

	Somewhere at Sea

	1821…Black Ben’s ship…

	[image: Image]

	As the …

	[image: Image] pirate seized me and the other women I swallowed the lump in my throat hard. I was surprised when the woman next to me took hold of my hand and Shiva’s, as if she meant to protect us. 

	However, I was not that naive. 

	I had ascertained to do things on my own in this life, never having had the simplest of kindness, and I truly believed that made me stronger for the things I had to endure in my life. 

	At twenty and four I had been taken six times forcibly by white men, yet it never came any easier when in situations like this. I surmised that from the instinct the woman next to me had to protect me, she assumed that my size and stature deemed me a child. 

	My hand tightened on Shiva’s, for the reason that I deemed she was indeed the child. She had not mentioned her age, yet by observing her face and stature, I was sure that she could be no more than ten and eight. The unfortunate part, however, was she did inform me that she had forcibly known three men before the age of ten and three. 

	Such was the life of a colored woman.

	We were considered animals, property, and nothing more. 

	I had learned to read and write at ten summers, charging the young white children on the docks with bread. Whenever the misses sent me to the docks to procure supplies, I would acquire bread, many loaves hidden in the supply cart. I would then trade it to the poorer white children if they taught me my letters, which I could then put to good use reading. 

	It was illegal for a slave to read and write.

	However, I knew from an early age, that I would not sub come to that. I had no one, so I must rely on myself, and the self that I would become needed to understand the world around her. The woman nodded to both Shiva and me, we returned it, and the men jostled us forward.

	 


Below Decks
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	The stench …

	[image: Image]

	below caused my nostrils to burn and I felt the women next to me squeeze my hand even tighter. We were suddenly ripped apart, I gasped, the woman attempted to sequester me, when the pirate struck her, sending her to the floor. 

	“Ye best worry about yerself!” He spat down on her, then heaved me forward towards the compartment containing three men. I drew myself up, preparing myself for what was to come!

	“No!” The woman screamed horrified, and I turned, then gave her a slight smile for her concern of me.

	“No need, I am used to it Miss.” I returned, her eyes widened, and I could observe the tears. She scrambled to her feet, struck the man nearest to her as she attempted to catch hold of me, when he seized her struggling form. 

	 “We are not animals! You cannot attempt this!” She screamed as he carted her away. I turned towards the compartment, and the other man propelled me in. The man at the farthest side of the compartment gaped, then sat forward.

	He was very handsome by white standards. 

	His raven hair was to his shoulders; however, when he sat forward catching the small amount of light, the piercing light blue of his eyes caused my breath to catch. Just as I stood transfixed by him, and he by me, one of the men seized me, jerked me into his body, attempting to rip off my gown. 

	The next I knew, the huge man surged to his feet, twisted the man’s neck, and he fell unceremonially to the floor. 
The other man in the cell howled, then charged the giant of a man, and he did the same to him, not even winded. I looked up at the giant shocked. 

	In all my life, not one person had ever attempted to protect me; not even my mother, the woman who birthed me. 

	I realized then that he towered above me, making two of me, and fear gripped me. If this man decided to have his way with me, I was not certain that I would survive it! He suddenly seized me, then lifted me into his arms so that we were eye to eye. He kissed my forehead, then tightened his embrace. 

	“From this day forward, no one will ever hurt my serdtse again. Antov will surely kill them all.” He vowed, my eyes widened as I nodded, he placed me on my feet, then growled at the pirate guards who skidded to a halt in front of the compartment. 

	He held my hand firmly, and for once in my life, I felt as if I were truly cared for at that moment! The smile that came to my features caused me to hold my chin up, and grin from ear to ear as they wailed about the dead men.  I glanced at the two dead men, and as evil as it may seem, I hoped to the mighty lord above, that they were indeed at that moment burning in hell. 

	“Come, sit here.” He said as he drew me with him, and I nodded. He pulled me into his lap, I gasped, then he grinned slightly shrugging as I gave him a look. “It is best for my korichnevyy boginya to reside here, least Antov should have to kill again.” He nodded frowning, and I could not help the smile. I realized at that moment; it was the first genuine smile that had graced my face in three years, since the day the Misses decided to sell me, at the behest of my mother. 

	Never was there an eviler woman then her. 

	I was her child, however, because the master had taken a liken to me, which made the gifts she had received from him nearly nonexistent; she convinced the misses to sell me, stating that she believed I was full of the devil, and would curse the lot of them. 

	For the reason that many slaves continued to practice their beliefs here in America, many of the whites were afraid of what they did not understand, so my misses was quick to see the reason in it. I recall the day vividly in which I was carted up to the big house, and the misses informed me. 

	I observed the smirk on my mother’s face; therefore, I recognized that she indeed had something to do with it. Unfortunately for me, I have been auctioned off several times since then, and was on my way to my seventh master after being sold off again, when these unwashed philistine pirates captured the vessel, I was aboard, killing most of the crew except for the women. 

	There was some small comfort in that, nonetheless. 

	I am of mixed blood; however, my skin color was the color of peanut butter. I knew that the master’s brother was my father, because my mother made herself ready for him anytime, he visited, however he never acknowledged me, and I was delighted for it! 

	I exhaled as the big man moved my position on his lap, groaned, then looked up at me surprised. I was not that immature to not understand his duress, so I attempted to remain still. 

	I placed my head on his chest and listened to his heart, and next I knew, I felt sleep’s pull, as he whispered words to me, I could not understand as he caressed my back. It was the first time in my life, in which I felt that I could truly give in to sleep.

	 


One Week

	Thereafter…
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	Antov...

	[image: Image] as he was called had become my companion. He never laid hands to me in an inappropriate way, however, I could surmise that our nights together of me sleeping across him, were beginning to play havoc with his senses.

	Yet, something drew us together, and as I would observe him when he was unaware, I was surprised at both the lust and sentiment. I would often at night find myself completely, painfully gripped in the terrors of the night, when he would seize me, lay me completely across his body, glare at the new men the pirates had placed in our compartment, as if daring them to even look at me, kiss my forehead; then return to sleep. 

	I had no notions of any other side of him, yet I surmised that I was acquiring strong feelings for him, despite our differences. Although his speech was broken, the way in which he conveyed himself was reminiscent of the landed gentry the misses used to entertain when the master had new financial credits for his shipping corporation. 

	He barely allowed me from his sight, and when we were allowed to journey upon deck, I would always feel his watchful eyes on me constantly. 

	He had deemed himself my protector, and I was ever grateful for it. However, I was shocked and heartbroken to learn that Shiva, had been killed by one of those filthy animals, and they had repulsively discarded her body overboard; Pepper and I sobbing as we said a small prayer for her. 

	Shiva had been a baby, a child discarded by society valued as nothing!

	Her life had been cut short, and for what; some sicken event. 

	I was happy even in my sadness, for the reason that she was at both peace and rest now! I noticed that Pepper had garnered a protector as well, and when upon deck, we would often converse. 

	She thought it remarkable that she and I were the same age, having surmised that I was a child upon first observing me. I would notice the intimate gazes she and her protector shared, then chuckle to myself, seeking Antov out. And as always, his watchful eyes were upon me, no matter what he endeavored. 

	I believed they too fancied each other as well. 

	I was happy for this, for the reason that I had been so frightened of what would transpire with Pepper as well. 

	Men were not compassionate to our sort. 

	We had no voice, and our bodies were often used as instruments, with no care to the fact that we had sentiment, requirements, desires, and were indeed souls, not creatures! 

	To know that Antov kept his watchful eye on me at all instances, gave me aspiration, for the reason that it was the first time in my life that the possibility of freedom rang true! Both men had killed to guard us, so I surmised the rest of the men deemed us not worthy of a death decree.

	I breathed out deeply as I peered out over the ocean.

	What was present for me at this occasion? 

	I had no home, no family, nothing, save this beautiful man who had vowed to protect me! 

	Could I indeed calculate on that? 

	Would he indeed want me with him, and if so, what was required of me? 

	No man does anything limitless. 

	I was not sure if I would ever be able to return home, yet at the same time, I was joyous of it. I had no notions of where I would end up, however I was comforted to know, that no matter what transpired; my protector was at my side. I cautioned a glance in his direction and was not surprised to find him observing me. He inclined his head, smiled slightly; I did as well, then turned my attention back towards the water. 

	Was he truly fascinated by me? 

	Did I feel desire between us? 

	Or was he simply doing what he perceived as noble. 

	I was not sure where he was from, however I knew he was not from America. Yet I expressed gratitude to the lord every day that his notions of women, no matter the color were gracious, for if not, he would not have deemed himself my guardian. I heard the shouts, saw the immediate chaos, then gasped looking for my Antov. 

	Antov instantaneously appeared beside me. 

	I observed Willim seize Pepper; draw her into his arms, her eyes wide. Antov lifted me into his arms, then preceded to hurry towards the starboard portion of the ship. 

	“What has taken place?” I solicited, then noticed he was indeed grinning.

	“Navy.” He called out, I saw the rowing boats below and the flag, gasped, when my eyes flew to Antov’s face. I was shocked as he lifted me into his arms further.

	“What are you endeavoring?” I cried, he grinned, then leapt overboard with me in his arms. My scream was swallowed up by the arctic water, when hands seized me pulling me to the surface. 

	I latched onto him for dear life, his huge arms surrounding me, as if he meant to protect me from the icy water as well. When he swam us towards what I now realized were lifeboats, I saw Willim leap over the side of the ship as well, with Pepper in his arms. My heart was glad at the sight.

	“And ye are sir?” The Naval officer demanded as he pointed the musket at Antov’s face.

	“2nd Prince … Andrew … Alexei … Antov … Kuznetsov…of Genovia.” Antov growled, the officer removed the musket from his face gasping, as he hurried to take us both aboard the small boat.

	“My pardon yer Grace, we had assumed all were pirates.” The young man said attempting to bow, even though he was seated in the boat.

	“I was indeed a captive, as well as the young Ms.” He countered indicating me.

	“And is she a slave, sir? Although England…” The officer began when Antov growled at him.

	“Net, she is Antov’s wife! Princess of Genovia!” Antov spat, and I as well as the young officer simply gawked at him. The young officer recovered before I did, nodded as his face meandered crimson, and I simply sat in silence gaping. 

	What the devil was wrong with him?

	Was he indeed addled? 

	They took us aboard the sister vessel, offered Antov a compartment, and he ushered me in, for the reason that he refused to allow me to walk. He inhaled as he held me.

	“I am regretful that I did not make mention of who Antov is. I was not predestined to be on the ship that was initially captured by the pirates, but I was searching for my brother Demetrius. He is to be king yet feared dead. This is bother, for if not found, this will make Antov king, and I do not wish to be king.” He stated, finally placed me on my feet, when I nodded gaping at him as I took up seat on the divan.

	“You need not portray as if I am your spouse, Antov, I will be well. You can simply abscond me at the subsequent harbor, and I will find my method.” I stated quietly, he huffed up, then sulked.

	“But why? Antov intends to make korichnevyy boginya his wife? Was Antov mistaken, does korichnevyy boginy not feel as Antov?” He asked with wide eyes, when mine mirrored his.

	“No, you are not mistaken, however you must see this is not correct?” I fussed gesturing between us, when he scowled.

	“Antov not have care for correct and not correct, he constructs correct and not correct. Now…no more of this. We wed, and that is all, vernyy?” Correct he declared waving off my comments, and I simply continued to stare at him.

	“But if you are to be King! Surely my kind--” I attempted, he took seat on the divan, shushed me, then lightly drew his lips over mine.

	“And what is your kind my, serdtse? Beautiful…loving …compassionate? This is all Antov see. No buts. You are my serdtse.” He stated, and the kiss he gave me afterwards caused my nether regions to tighten in response to it, and I sat shocked as he drew back grinning. I was unsure what it was that I was feeling, for the reason that I had never felt the like where men were concerned. 

	My womanhood had been taken against my resolve in each occasion I had had relations with men, however, never anything akin to what I felt presently. It was a peculiar impression.

	And in all honesty, I immediately began to crave it.

	“What is serdtse?” I whispered against his lips; as he caressed his over mine once more, then drew back smiling.

	“It is heart, in my dialect. For the moment those arseholes thrust my serdtse in that hell hole, my serdtse bound from my chest and straight into her hands. It was no longer mine…but hers.” He avowed, his chin rising proudly, and for some strange reason I burst into sobs. “Serdtse…what? Has Antov supposed wrong?” He wailed, when I laughed in spite of my sobs.

	“He has supposed right. However, I have never heard anything so beautiful concerning me, therefore I am overwhelmed.” I smiled as he wiped the tears from my face with his thumb.

	“What mean this overwhelmed?” He asked pulling a face. “May hap my serdtse teach Antov good English.” He grinned, and I had never in my life witnessed anything so beautiful, than this giant of a man on his knees smiling up at me as such. 

	It gave me hope for humanity. 

	Especially for the reason that he indeed asked me to instruct him in a language, which my kind were not to know. I kissed his lips lightly, when he drew back smiling.

	“And what was that for my serdtse?” He asked.

	“For the reason that you are my serdtse as well.” I returned, and the smile he gave me could have lit up the entire world. 

	“Now, we travel home. Antov has been gone too long, may hap father deems him dead as well.” He stated sighing, shed his tattered clothes, then motioned to the divan. My cheeks turned scarlet, and he grinned. “I will not caress my serdtse until she is ready.” He vowed, and I smiled thankfully, easing in next to him. 

	He immediately drew me into his arms, positioning my body athwart his as we had slumbered for the previous two months, and I sighed as I felt sleeps pull.

	 


Chapter Two

	Aboard Ship

	Her Majesty’s Queen
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	The succeeding…
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	day, he secreted us off to the ship’s priest and had him wed us. I had never been so content in my life, however even though as he smiled a lover’s smile down upon me, I experienced the icy fingers of trepidation silently creeping up my spine. 

	My life up until this occasion had no elation in it, and often times, trepidation meant something depraved would come about. 

	I breathed out deeply as I gazed out over the railing, noticed the stares from some of the men, then gasped for the reason that Antov was immediately by my side growling at the men. I chuckled, reached for his hand, and he smiled down on me. We were a peculiar pair to them; I was quite sure as I happened to overhear some of the men making observations about us. 

	However, what was most hurtful was not something they pertained to me; for I was used to it by now. It was the fact that some had labeled him a Russian Savage, so was it any wonder that he would wed a colored. I remember the rage I had felt, and indeed felt as if they were the true savages!

	 


Two Days

	Thereafter…
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	As the…

	[image: Image] ship drew to a new port of call I noticed the change in the warmth. He motioned us off the ship, into one of the mercantile establishments, several of the patrons gasped at our appearance, however, Antov simply snarled at them. They huffed up, then hurried on their way. 

	I could not contain the giggle; he turned, winked at me, then charged towards the shop keeper. The man drew himself up, I actually observed alarm on his face, and it astonished me. 

	So, there were people that whites were truly afraid of.

	The size of Antov conveyed that he was not one to be messed about. He removed an enormous ring from his finger, slammed it down on the counter, then barked at the man.

	“Prince Andrew Alexei Antov Kuznetsov … my serdtse and I need good attire for winter. Do this now.” He demanded, the man nodded quickly, and I was surprised when a woman instantly appeared and motion me her way. After several moments, I was clothed in some of the finest garments that currency could buy. 

	My feet encased in fur boots, and the cloak she thrust at me was the most beautiful thing that I had ever distinguished. I stood amazed. 

	It was as if I were someone else, as I peered at my feet, then peered up to find him smiling at me. 

	“Come serdtse, we go home now.” He stated, seized my hand, gave both the store keeps a glare, then hurried me out the shop.
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