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	Heads-up 

	This Interracial historical romance contains 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 compilation “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. Mild Sexual Situations 

		On PG> vernacular from the 17th & 18th century.

		On PG Colloquial ethnic Speech- Slave Narratives

		18th Century African American Colloquial Speech.

		British Slang

		Cultural dialects

		On PG Historical Facts

		Off PG Implied SA

		On PG. (Some Harmful) Vernacular of the time period

		On PG. Ill Treatment of people of color



	please adhere to Advisement.
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	Rated R-Reader Discretion is Advised 18++

	Make sure to check out the back of the book for a word glossary, as well as pertinent info on the author, other genres, as well as newsletters and such.

	 


[image: Image]We Hope you enjoy this book!& don’t forget to leave a Review…LOL
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	This book is a work of fiction. 
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	Chapter One

	South Dakota 1872…

	Pine Woods…
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	I stared… 

	[image: Image] at the moccasin feet before me just knowing it was Two Feathers. We were at the closing of my assessments, and for once, I’d caught him off guard. I chuckled to myself contemplating it. I peered through the underbrush waiting for the exact moment to strike, grinning to myself.

	Ultimately, I outsmarted the old coot, and I would have my just rewards. 

	The moccasins became stationary right in front of the bush I was hiding under, and in my excitement, I stretched out and seized his foot slapping the ground. 

	“Ah-ha, at last!” I shouted as I scrambled from under the brush to catch the surprise on his face. As I grinned up however, I recognized this was in no way Two Feathers! I stared into the bluest, coldest eyes I had ever had the misfortune to see. I leapt to my feet and procured a step back from him. I could disclose by his tattoos he was a warrior, not to mention his stance said all that he did not. 

	His face mirrored my disbelief, as he continued to gape at me in complete awe for several moments. To my absolute amazement, he stroked my hair. I took another step back, and he smiled as he advanced towards me. I recognized that he was not fully Indian either, for the reason that instead of the midnight black hair I was used to seeing, his hair, which fell pass his shoulders was a rich sable akin to the beavers. 

	He merely stood there gazing at me. He suddenly reached down and unsheathed his knife, and to my horror, his hand stretched towards me. I immediately bore off running. I had never regarded him before now, and to my knowledge he may well be the enemy. I was familiar with every warrior in this camp, and he was not one of them. 

	The Oceti Sakowin comprise three major divisions based on Siouan dialect and subculture. The Lakota were also known as Teton or Titunwan; what one might call prairie dwellers. Teton Oceti Sakowin, which is also “snake, or enemy” are mostly settled around the Great Plains. They’re part of a confederation of seven related Oceti Sakowin tribes with the Oceti Šakowiŋ, or seven council fires; and speak Lakota, one of the three major dialects of the Oceti Sakowin language. The Lakota are the western-most of the three Oceti Sakowin-language groups, and Two Feathers explained that they occupy lands in both North and South Dakota. 

	He even explained; there were seven bands or “sub-tribes”  starting with the Sicaŋǧu, Brulé, “Burned Thighs”, and the Oglala. As well, “They Scatter their Own”, the Itazipco, “Sans Arc, Without Bows”, the Huŋkpapa, “End Village”, the Camps at the End of the Camp Circle, the Miniconjou, “Plant beside the Stream” the Planters by the Water, Sihasapa, “Black Feet”, and lastly the Oóhenuŋpa, “Two Kettles”. 

	Many of the tribes were still at war with each other, so any brave not of Two Feather’s village was an enemy to me, unless he told me otherwise. As far as the people went, enemy tribes took every opportunity to revenue lands from the Oceti Sakowin; and they were not above appropriating captives either. It did not matter I was not one of true blood; it was the fact that I boasted bright red hair, and this gave testament to my mixed blood. 

	I became aware of his footfalls directly behind me now and recognized that he was gaining ground on me promptly. I turned into the berry trees, then suddenly skidded to a stop.

	Damn!

	I was at the cliffs.

	In my haste to get away from him, I had utterly forgotten about the cliffs. He was advancing on me that much I could examine, as the crush of leaves and branches gave testament to his location. I turned back in which the way I came, but paused. I took a deep breath, feeling the fright surging through my veins, then appropriated a running start. 

	When the warrior extended through the trees, he skidded to a pause himself as he watched in awe as she sailed over the side of the cliff. She was akin to the Red Hawk, and he could not evade watching her in astonishment as she thumped the water with minimal splash. 

	The warrior inched towards the edge of the cliff and waited with abated breath for her to resurface. I broke the surface of the water and observed him standing on the edge of the cliff. He appeared akin to the Sun God himself, of long ago, as the wind swept through his hair, which caused me to gasp at his beauty. 

	He staged a mock salute and a grin, then walked from my view. I swam to the shore and dragged myself from the water.  Where the hell was Two Feathers? He was really going to hear it from me when I did find him. 

	Shite, I needed to collect Nalina, Tony, and head home. 

	I was twenty and three years old, however, my mother continued to make me feel as if I were a child. In fact, I was a little long in the tooth as they said, due to the fact that most young women my age were already married off by the time they reached my age. Believe me; my mother never allowed for me to forget this, no matter that I was of mixed blood. I surmised being a former slave may well do that to you. She wanted to protect what was hers, for the reason that she never knew when someone would come along and take it from her. 

	The proclamation took a long time to pass here in Dakota, and it yet mamma was still reasonably uneasy anytime we were gone from her sight for long. As peculiar as it was, my mother was merely fifteen years my senior, so she sometimes behaved as though she were still a child. 

	To tell you the truth, I got sick of being the adult all the time.

	She worked for the whites washing clothes and cleaning. Her benefactor, or our father would sometimes provide her with money; however, he was married to a nice white woman with three children. If one had to swear it, they would never deliberate that I was his child. Unlike my sister and brother, I was darker of skin with red hair. 

	My mother is a mulatto, yet I took after my mother’s ancestors, for the reason that no one in my father’s family encompassed red hair. Anthony and Nalina may possibly someday pass for white if they chose to, because they both inherited our father’s blonde hair and dark green eyes. I on the other hand, had fiery red hair and blue-grey eyes, which were mostly grey depending on the mood I was in.

	Most of the time I had so much rage inside of me, that my best friend and teacher Two Feathers said he was frightened for me. That my sides raged against each other, and I gave him cause for worry, due to the fact that I was akin to his grandson. He notioned that until I found my other half, my rage would continue to cultivate. 

	When I asked what, he meant by other half, he implied that I would recognize soon. 

	I guessed it was encryption or something. 

	He also stated that as akin to the Wolf and the Hawk who finds its mate, so would I; nevertheless, it would be akin to fire and ice, a storm which would consume us both. I usually listened intently to what he had to say, nonetheless this part I simply doodled up as an old geezer considering to live vicariously through the young. 

	Two Feathers’ wife had been dead ten summers now, and he had never taken another wife. I knew he had a grandson, yet from what Laughing Moon imparted to me; he left for the white world years ago. 

	Something about the girl he was in love with being killed, and him not being able to contemplate her death, therefore, he ventured off to live among his father’s people. Besides, Two Feathers is a Shaman, so he fancied being able to commune with the Great Spirits. 

	A new wife would have simply gotten in his way, for the reason that he would not have been able to hear the Great Spirits due of her constant nagging he’d said. I had to laugh at that. I walked my brother and sister home, then informed my mother that I was returning to the village.

	“You know gal, you do got work to do.” She snapped and I exhaled.

	“Yes, mamma I recognize, yet it is urgent that I speak with Two Feathers.” I sent back and she glared at me.

	“Well you hurry up and git back here gal, we got work.” She snapped again and I exhaled deeply nodding. I was not a child anymore, and wished to God that she would appreciate that. 

	My best friend Laughing Moon was nineteen summers, and already engaged to be married. Nevertheless, no, to my mother I was still a child.

	“And take Nalina with you, so’s you hurry back.” My mother commanded and I sent my sister a sinister glare then. 

	My mother only sent her with me when she wanted an infiltrator.

	“Fine…mamma.” I sneered and stalked off.

	“Don’t you sass me gal, and you hurry back here too. And get some clothes on!” She yelled.

	 


Pine Woods…
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	I glared…
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	“If you inform mamma of one thing, I swear I will ring your fricken neck, Lina.” I hissed and she gaped at me.

	“Why do you continuously perceive that as me? It is not me, who is your emissary, it is Tony! I want to go; however, you never allow me.” Lina fretted.

	“That is only because I saw you making cow eyes at Ohanzee.” I snapped, and she frowned. 

	Ohanzee was native for Shadow.

	“I was not!” She keened, and I glared at her.

	“Do not lie, yes you were. Do not force me to kick him up his arse, Lina.” I sent back.

	“But he is not akin to that, Annica. I swear!” Lina swore.

	“Well he had better not be. How many summers is he anyway?” I countered, and she sent me a dreamy look.

	“Nineteen.” She said, then opened her mouth to say something when I put my hand up.

	“What? You cannot see him; you are only fifteen.” I sent back.

	“So, what, it is only akin to two years my senior. Please do not mortify me, Nica, please.” Nalina pleaded, and I stopped to look at my sister.

	“Fine, but you had better keep it to yourself, and I’ll speak to Natoskah to sus out Ohanzee’s intentions towards you.” I confirmed and she shook her head no. 

	Natoskah was native for strong and courageous. 

	Natoskah was Ohanzee’s older brother, and I figured if anyone knew what was going on with those two, he would.

	“But you cannot!” Nalina wailed seizing my arm.

	“I must; it is the proper way things are done. It is that or nothing. I will not have my sister labeled a harlot. Given that we have no father, the responsibility falls to me.” I stated, when she glared at me.

	“Fine Nica, simply Superb!” She yelled, and I watched her storm off towards Wakanda’s thípi. 

	Wakanda was native for possesses magic. 

	Wakanda was akin to a second mother to us. I immediately went in search of Two Feathers. 

	 


Chaka dee Wakpa…

	The Powder River
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	I found …

	[image: Image] Two Feathers some time thereafter on the far side of the camp by the river. 

	“Where the devil have you been?” I yelled as I saw him gathering wood for a fire.

	“I have been here, Talutah. Where have you been?” He sent back cavalierly.

	“Seeking you!” I keened, and he smiled.

	“I am here.” He replied as he waved his hand towards the space around him.

	“Fine. What are you doing?” I snapped, and this time he chuckled.

	“Making camp, is it not obvious, Talutah? You are upset, why don’t you meditate for minutes to calm your spirit.” He suggested and I growled.

	“I do not wish to meditate. I am well on my own. Are there any new braves visiting from another village Two Feathers?” I asked as I took a seat on the fallen log.

	“Not that I have noticed.” He answered as he put the sticks onto the fire, and they caught up quickly. “Why?” He inquired peering up at me.

	“For the reason that I met one today, after you absconded me to myself.” I snapped, and he had the nerve to grin.

	“I did not leave you alone; it was for you to find me as always.” He stated and I sighed. 

	I hated speaking to him when he was akin to this.

	“Very well, are there?” I solicited impatiently.

	“Are there what?” He send back confused.

	“Any new braves?” I cried exasperated.

	“Not to my knowledge. What did this brave appear akin to?” He asked grinning again.

	“I do not know. Umm blue eyes, dark brown hair, a frowning face, yet very handsome at the same time, magnificent structure, and he chased me to the cliffs.” Two Feathers turned sharply then.

	“Blue eyes you say?” He asked sharply, when I nodded.

	“Yes, which was very strange. I imagined I knew most of the braves around here, and I vow I have never seen him before. I most definitely would have recalled it.” I sighed, and Two Feathers smiled. 

	He had no notions that he had returned. 

	He had left for the white world five summers ago, yet Two Feathers knew eventually he would return; it was who and what he was. It was in his blood, no matter how hard he attempted to obscure it. Two Feathers gazed at Annica then. She did not comprehend it yet, but she had precisely met her other half. They were meant for each other, and he would not be astounded if the Spirit God’s themselves had not put them together.

	“Two Feathers, are you listening to me?” I cried frowning.

	“Yes ,Talutah, I was merely discerning to myself as I listened.” He sent back and I growled again.

	“Then you are the first person on this earth I have ever perceived do that. You cannot ponder and riposte at the same time.” I stated exasperated with him at present.

	“I believe that you can, Talutah, if you are attending to both.” He stated with a grin, and I simply sighed. 

	Two Feathers was certainly in a mood today, I thought as I watched him draw on the ground in front of us. He closed his eyes as if he were listening to something, then open them with that same grin.

	“I must make haste, Talutah, we will renew after the new moon has retreated.” He said as I looked up to see the sun was making its descent for the night. 

	Shite, I had better hightail it home anyway, or my mother was going to skin me alive. 

	I realized he was already making his way towards the village anyway.

	“Fine. I shall see you on the morrow, Two Feathers.” I called, and he waved as he went through the trees. I kicked out the fire, then turned groaning I gave three short whistles and received three back. Nalina was prepared to go as well. 

	I climbed up the hill and went in the opposite direction Two Feathers had gone. As I looked up at the sun again, I knew my mother would be in a snit.

	 


Chapter Two

	Hehaka sapa…

	Black Elk Village
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	“And that is…

	[image: Image] you old coot?” Finnegan asked the smiling old man. It’d been ages since he’d seen this face, and he looked exactly as he remembered; with the exception of a few wrinkles here and there.

	“Why do you ask, Shunkaha?” Two Feathers asked smiling. 

	Shunkaha was native for wolf.

	“It’s Finnegan, Two Feathers, and you know well.” Finnegan grinned.

	“And it is, Grandfather to you. It may have been in the white world young one due to your father, but here it is Shunkaha. You are my grandson regardless. Now, why have you asked of Talutah? She is not to be trifled with young one; she is much too much for you.” Two Feathers sent back, when Finnegan threw his head back laughing. 

	Blood Red, Two Feathers had dubbed her, and from the spirit he’d witnessed this afternoon it fit her perfectly. 

	Not to mention the fiery blood red hair of hers.

	“Have you not heard the expression young one, that you do not play with fire, unless you wish to get burned?” Two Feathers frowned at Finnegan’s smile.

	“That is one fire I would love to be consumed by, Grandfather.” He murmured as he saw her clear the last set of tall trees at the very end of the forest. And the way in which she was attired. The doeskin halter barely left anything to his imagination, as the fiery long curly hair cascaded down her back.

	The image of her was so deeply imprinted on his mind, that he sighed with his eyes closed. Two Feathers suddenly wacked him with the stick he’d been using to draw on the ground.

	“Owe!” Finnegan cried laughing.

	“She is your equal in every way, but you must be cautious Shunkaha. She is at odds with herself as well, and the eruption may be too much for you to endure.” Two Feathers snapped, and Finnegan scowled at him.

	“I am not at odds with myself, Grandfather.” Finnegan sent back as he looked off from his grandfather. His grandfather was like a true father to him after the deaths of his parents in the raids, but sometimes he thought him too ancient. 

	He would never get with the times.

	“Yes, this is true, and the sooner that you realize it Shunkaha, you will release the anger that you carry within.” Two Feathers sent back, and Finnegan grinned slightly.

	“I want to release something alright.” He mumbled as he looked towards the trees, and Two Feathers hit him with the stick again. “Owe! Why do you keep doing that?” Finnegan wailed.

	“Then you will show respect for Talutah. She may be twenty-and-three summers, but she has never known the touch of a man. She is still witushnah Shunkaha. If you are to offer her affection it will be true, or I will skin you alive and that is an oath you may take seriously.” Two Feathers hissed. 

	Witushnah was native for virginal, and Finnegan’s smile grew even wider.

	“Alright…geesh.” Finnegan groaned rubbing his stinging arm. 

	Who knew he was such a mother hen.

	“Now, why have you returned from the white world?” Two Feathers asked as he sat down on the large rock.

	“Because you recognize as well as I do that it was time.” Finnegan sent back looking off.

	“And have you come to terms with your white side Shunkaha?” Two Feathers questioned, and Finnegan exhaled deeply.

	“Does it matter?” Finnegan sighed

	“Yes, and I am certain that you identify this by now, Shunkaha.” Two Feather countered, and Finnegan grinned.

	“I returned because I missed a certain old geezer, a regular pain in my arse.” Finnegan replied, when Two Feathers smiled at that.

	“I do not believe this, but I will allow it to lay for now. At present, I need the istu plant, so you will go seek it for me if you will.” Two Feathers commanded.

	“Fine, but I did not return for manual labor old man.” Finnegan muttered as he rose to his feet.

	“And return soon, Shunkaha.” Two Feathers commanded as he walked towards the trees.

	 


Clarity Jane’s

	Plantation House…
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	“What’ll…
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	you tell mamma as to why we are tardy?” Nalina asked and I sighed. 

	“I have no imagination; we shall see when we arrive. I wish she would cease regarding me as a child all the time.” I mumbled as we approached the plantation’s back house where we lived. My mother was waiting on the veranda with a basket of clothes and a deep frown. 

	“I need this wash taken over to Mrs. Jennings, and now. We’ll speak on where you gals been when you get back, now go.” She snapped, and I took the wash walking in the other direction. When we arrived at Mrs. Jennings’ she too was frowning. 

	“You tell Neddie that if she continues to be tardy, I will indeed dock her coin.” She snapped as well, and I merely looked at her. I grasped the two dollars she thrust at me, then walked towards the plantation house. 

	I paused as I thought about the istu plant. Turning the other way, I decided to go collect some blackberries as well. 

	Mamma could yell at me thereafter; I thought as I tucked the two dollars in my bosom. As I walked through the trees, I marveled at how beautiful it was in Dakota, and could not imagine myself living anywhere else. When I arrived at the trees, I saw a basket and a knife on the ground in front of the istu plants. It appeared exactly like Two
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