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Chapter One

October 15
th
1867

William could not believe his luck. Not only to have survived the ship wreck but to have somehow washed up on the shore of what looked to be a prominent fishing village on this god forsaken island in the middle of nowhere. He approached the village with caution. He had no way of knowing if these people were friendly. He had no idea of where he actually was. The last he knew of, the ship was sailing off the coast of Egypt. That was a day or so before the storm hit. He had spent the last two days floating aimlessly on a large piece of the ship’s hull that was still some how able to stay afloat.

William was hesitant to enter the village. He felt as if he were being watched. Scanning the area he saw no one but he knew from his days on a battle field that seeing no one there didn't really amount to a hill of beans. William shook his head, lost in his thoughts. To think, he survived a civil war and a ship wreck only to most more than likely die on some strange island in the middle of nowhere. Just another point for his family's curse of rotten luck. Yep, he knew he wasn't going to like what came next.

October 16th

Na-Lisa rounded on her mother as the older woman sat on her bed all prim and proper. “I can’t believe you would force me mother!!!!!!!” Na-Lisa raved. “Daddy would have never stood......” Na-Lisa was interrupted buy the immediate pain from the slap of her mother’s hand across her cheek. Na-Lisa's mouth fell open as her hand came up to cradle her cheek. Her mother had never struck her......Ever in all her life.

“
You will do as your uncle decrees.” Her mother stated. “Your father is dead and now your father's brother is king. You will do as you are told or you will be put to death for treason! Do you think that I would want to see that happen?” Her mother finished pleading with her daughter.

Na-Lisa looked at her mother stunned for a moment. “I can’t believe that you would allow him to do this to us!” Na-Lisa all but screamed. “This is ludicrous. It's not right. God would be angry. I would rather be killed than to bed with a harem of Guards just so that Uncle can have more Guards to raise. I won’t do it!” She stated. “God would never forgive. Uncle Martin is crazy. He is mad can’t you see?” She pleaded to her mother. Her mother stood and left the room, shaking her head. “I won’t do it!” She screamed to her retreating form. “Please. God help me.” She said desperately to the empty room.

February 22nd

William stood in the wash room of the Guard’s quarters. He rolled his shoulders in an attempt to iron out the kinks in his neck. He’d had a hard day today and wanted nothing more than to go to sleep. Unfortunately he had been summoned to the office of the head of Guard. God knows what he had done now. Must be his rotten luck just following him around. It was days like this that made him miss home something awful.

William was born in South Carolina on August 11th 1835. He had celebrated his Thirty Second birthday a few months before he washed up on this god forsaken island. He was the son of a wealthy cotton farmer and for a great many years of his life he wasted all his days playing and all of his nights at parties and social gatherings. When the civil war broke out, he joined and served his county as any true American gentleman did.

His father wasn't your typical cotton farmer in the sense that he was very kind to all slaves owned by him. He in fact rescued some and bought them from some of his less than kind country men. William joined to fight because he felt that what he bought and paid for belonged to him. He was also engaged. Sara was a lovely girl that grew up next door to him. It was known since their births that they would marry. He supposed he liked her enough. She was nice to look at after all.

Sara was killed when the town was attacked by union soldiers. He was two states over fighting his own battle and did not find out until months later. When the war was over he returned to his family plantation in South Carolina. In fact, he only still had his house because the Union soldiers had liked it enough to use it for a headquarters instead of burning it to the ground.

He spent months at his family home wandering in a state of constant drunkenness. Not being able to deal with the fact that after everything he'd done and been through, he was now totally and completely alone. He tried to get back into his old life of balls and parties but realized that he no longer had anything in common with the spoiled rich gents of the ton.

As wonderful as his family estate was, he was different now and no longer wanted the same things that he wanted before the war. One day, He sold the estate and all of it's contents and put most of the funds in the bank. He left that very night and hadn't been back since. He had been traveling for the better part of the last two years. Traveling here and there. Really wherever he felt like. How he ended up on this island just off the shores of east India was just bad luck.

William had been walking on a pier in New York when he spotted a ship at port. He wandered over curious. The captain said that they were carrying cargo to France and then Greece. Greece he had thought. That sounded nice. Maybe he would ride along.

William snapped back to the present. “
Ha!
” He said out loud to himself as he was dressing.
“Look where that got you. Forced to serve in an army that's not your own, in a place that you are unfamiliar with.”
He had stepped not two feet into the main village when he was taken into custody. He'd been taken straight to the king.

The King  “Martin“ would have killed him but decided he would give him a chance to prove himself. He was to serve on the kingdoms army. This king was rather new from what he had seen and heard. His brother died and he was forced to take over for him.

At first William was kept in a cage at night and watched carefully during the day. But now four months later he must have proven himself worthy of some trust because he is now allowed free reign if only of the Guard's quarters below the castle. But he was no longer caged in at night and he was able to even stroll in the garden at will during his free time. Which between training and everything was not that much but who was he to complain. He was alive after all. Right?

Oh hell. Who is he kidding? He dreamed everyday of a way to get the hell out of here. Good god the training is hell. Although he had to admit that he looked pretty good all buffed up and with a tan on all but where his loin cloth (or whatever this thing the guards trained in was called) covered. He was at least six shades darker. But he missed home and upon having the last four months of slavery to think about it, boring old South Carolina sounded better and better every day. He stopped before the large wooden double doors of the Head of Guard’s office. He took a deep breath in and exhaled as the doors were opened from the inside.

“
Will.” Ne-Alex the Head of Guard's greeted him? (Alex as he kept telling William he liked to be called.) “I have been hearing good things about you.” He finished. William doubted that. He was a good warrior sure, but he had never been that good at taking orders. He butted heads with the trainers regularly and often ended up in confinement. But they kept him around because he was good. Nobody could beat him. A trait of his southern up bringing he supposed. He guessed his time fighting the war helped also. He was good at strategy and they recognized it pretty fast. “Sit” Alex told him gesturing toward a chair in front of his desk.

“
Oh Boy” William said. “I can tell I may not like this.” He stated as he sat attempting to lighten the mood but Alex was serious.

“
We have new orders for you.” He stated. William sat up straight in his chair. Interested.

“
What orders?” He asked.

“
The king has sent these orders down straight to me.” Alex said. “You are to continue to train during the day as usual but instead of your regular chores and eating with the rest of the Guards you will report to dinner with Princess Na-Lisa and stay the remainder of the night with her there and report here each morning for training.” He finished. Williams thoughts raced. He was confused. Why would his duties include having dinner with one of the princesses? “I don’t quite think that I am getting the picture here Alex.” He said to the head of Guards. Alex shook his head.

“
Our new king has big plans for our army. Starting with what Guards we choose and where they come from.” William was confused and he was sure it showed on his face because Alex continued to explain.

“
He wants to raise them to be Guards not train. He wants these Guards to be born of Guards and royal blood.” Alex continued. “Princess Na-Lisa has just celebrated her seventeenth year and is now of an age to reproduce safely.” He finished.

William shot to his feet. “I am to be used for any children that I may give the princess?” He nearly yelled.

“
Yes.” Alex answered.

“
This is insane!” William sputtered. “How can you expect me to just go in there have dinner every night and what; bed her until she is with child?” He asked at a complete and total loss. He'd never heard of such an outrageous practice!

“
Precisely.” Alex said. “That is if she likes you.” He put in.

“
What?” William asked offended.

“
If she does not like you, she won’t call you back again.” Alex stated.  “At least that’s how the others do it.” He finished.

“
Why would it be different?” William asked not sure if he wanted an answer.

“
I have heard that Na-Lisa can be tough to deal with.” Alex said reluctantly.

“
Great!” William exclaimed slapping the heel of his hand against his forehead. “That’s all I need to deal with a spoiled little princess.” His previously mentioned southern upbringing rearing its little head. “
What kind of a woman would just sleep with Guards until she had children?
” He asked himself not really wanting an answer. “Tell me again why I have to do this?” He asked to no one in particular knowing he would not get an answer. He blew out a defeated breath. He should have stayed in South Carolina. “When do I start?” He asked Alex.

“
Tomorrow night. Report to the palace at six sharp.” He answered.

February 23rd

Na-Lisa was furious and scared to death at the same time. She sat in her bedroom window seat with the English bible opened on her lap. She had found it in the slave quarters last year. She kept it hidden from everyone because she knew her Uncle would have her punished if he knew. They after all being Indian did not follow American religion, but the more Na-Lisa read of this book the more she thought that it made a lot more since. She was angry because of what her uncle was forcing her to do. She was frightened because she had never even seen a man naked or even had a kiss from a man and now, suddenly she was supposed to just start bedding the Guards until she was with child.

The American bible said that one man should pledge to one woman his whole self for as long as they both shall live. Na-Lisa wanted that terribly. The American bible also said that to not pledge yourself to only one person was a sin and that sins were bad and could keep you from getting into heaven. Na-Lisa wanted to be good, not bad. But which was right the religion of the white man or her own. She knew what she felt was right. And she wanted nothing to do with this Guard. She would not risk her immortal souls for anything. Not even her life.

***

William held his breath as Princess Na-Lisa was escorted to the elaborately set table in the sitting room of what was the largest suite of rooms he had ever seen. She was wearing the usual female garb for a woman in India. Which meant that all he could see were two of the most perfectly captivating green eyes he'd ever had the pleasure to look into. He brushed that thought aside. Eyes where the least of his worries. He was going to have to sleep with this woman and wanted to be able to see what was hidden under all of that fabric.
“Please at least let her be decent looking.”
  He sent up into the cosmos.

He sat on his side of the table as she was sitting on her side. They were left alone and the double doors to the massive room closed them in. The princess looked around for a moment as if making sure they were alone and then reached up to grab the edge of the large cloth covering her head and face. She ripped it off , William sucked in and held his breath. As she tore the covering off of her head, a mass of long glowing straight black hair fell around her shoulders and hung to her waist. Her skin was the color of light honey and suddenly his mouth was dry. Very Dry. He felt like a man in a desert with no water.

She was breathtaking. There was something about her that made him want to reach out and make sure she was real. She picked up her fork and began to eat as if she had no idea that she had just turned him into a complete mumbling fool. William gave himself a mental shake. He was here to do a job. Get in, get it over with and then get out. Besides if it were possible to learn more ways out through the castle, he was going to take the chance. Maybe the princess had a body to go with that face and he could mix business with pleasure. It's not like that’s not what’s expected of him anyway. He thought to himself grinning.
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