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Dedication

I dedicate this story for those who broke barriers to fall in love with someone, despite their race, religion or sexual orientation, during a time when people had to hide who they really were.
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CHAPTER ONE

Christina looked in the rearview mirror at her daughter Felicia who was staring sadly out the window. When they came to the light, she asked her, “Do you want to go by Wendy’s for a Frosty?”

She shook her head and her eyes never looked her way. When she picked her up from school, Felicia had been in a solemn mood and when she asked her what was wrong, all she could tell her was nothing. 

Christina knew that nothing always meant something in teenager talk. “Well, when we go to your grandma’s then maybe you can grab something to eat there.” She decided to try to cheer her up with an oldie but goodie as grandma always put it. She popped in the CD and Elvis was now filling the car with his rich, deep voice.

‘You know I can be found sittin’ all alone. If you can’t come around at least please telephone...Don’t be Cruel...’

Christina looked back and smiled. Still, nothing...no answer. 

She sighed...well it was worth a try. She knew that spending some time with her mother would help, because even though they were close, Felicia was closer to her grandma than anyone. “We should be there pretty soon sweetheart.” Being a teenager was rough, she knew how it felt when she was her age but she could only imagine how it could be nowadays.

It took them an hour to get to her mother’s house and when she pulled into the small driveway of the little yellow bungalow home with white shutters, a welcoming feeling came over her. 

When the car stopped, Felicia got out without a word and walked quickly towards the door, opened it and went inside. 

It took Christina a moment to get out of the car herself, then when she finally did go inside, she could hear her daughter crying and her mother telling her, “Oh, my sweet sugar pea, what’s wrong?”

When she turned the corner to the kitchen, she saw the two of them hugging while her daughter convulsed into a crying fit. Her mother looked at her helpless and all Christina could do was shrug while mouthing the words, ‘I don’t know’. 

“Now, I want you to go into the bathroom, wash your pretty face and calm yourself down. I’m going to make some tea and I made some pound cake. We’ll all sit down and talk about what is going on alright.” She smoothed her brown curly hair away from her face, gave her a kiss on her forehead before shooing her away. Her mother then turned to give her a hug. “What is going on?”

“Your guess is as good as mine, I picked her up and she was quiet during the ride over here. She didn’t say a word to me about anything, even though I asked her once or twice. I thought if I brought her over here, she might be able to talk with you about what’s going on with her.” 

Her mother nodded in agreement. “Since its Friday, why don’t you let her stay with me for the weekend? I have some of her clothes here, so no need for you to head back home to bring anything of hers. I think she just needs some time with me, since it’s been a while she’s been over and I know from our talks, she’ll enjoy being here.”

Christina nodded it was true when Felicia would go and visit her grandma, she always seemed happier. “I just wish that she could open up to me like she does you. I mean I try to talk with her but—” 

Her mother gave her a chuckle. 

“What’s so funny?”

“I remember when I had this same conversation with my mother about you. You always were able to talk with her and not with me about certain things. I think that when we’re kids, we think our parents don’t understand and will talk down to them, instead of being positive. So, we always talk with our grandparents about things, because we’re more compassionate with a child’s feelings than a parent would be. But don’t you worry sweetheart.” Her mother gave her a hug. “When you pick her up this weekend, you’ll see that smile on her face for sure.” 

Felicia walked back in to see the two women in an embrace. 

“Your mom is going to let you stay with me this weekend. Better yet sweetheart, why don’t you stay with us for tea before you leave?” 

Christina could see a bit of a smile on her daughter’s face and knew that she was doing the right thing. 

“Now, I want you to help me with getting our things for some tea so we can go out to the patio.” 

Felicia gave the women a nod before leaving them.

“Why do you want me to stay?” asked Christina.

“I think you might want to stay, plus I think I probably know why she’s acting the way she is. Go on out to the patio and we’ll bring the tea and pound cake.” Her mother pushed her along as she made her way towards the back.

*  *  *  *

Felicia probably had the worst day of her teenage life.

It all started when she was getting ready for school and got a text from her friend Val, telling her that she hoped she didn’t forget about Mr. Wallace’s Geometry test. She had completely forgotten about the test being so preoccupied with another big test that was coming up today. But she knew she would eventually ace it which she did, once she took it. But it wasn’t until around lunch time when the shit really hit the fan.

She was supposed to have met up with her boyfriend Kenny and she’d been so excited to hear from him. He’d been talking with her for most of the week over the phone because his grandma had been ill and his mother wanted him to stay around in case she passed away because it was pretty much touch and go. Then thankfully, she was in full recovery and today, he would be coming to school.

They would meet at their favorite table in the cafeteria and while she sat and waited for him to show, her excitement built. She and Kenny had been dating since they were in the eighth grade which made it now three years.

Even though Felicia could have gotten with any guy she wanted in school being well-liked and pretty. She was the envy of most girls because of her looks, shoulder length dark brown hair with natural auburn highlights that she always kept straight even though it was naturally curly, Girls talked about her lightly tanned skin, which was freckled here and there but mainly along the bridge of her nose and cheeks. 

Kenny always would kiss her nose and cheeks because he said her freckles made her even cuter. They’d met during a football game, her parents would often let her go with her friends to the high school games and this is where she would meet him. He would stand around with his friends talking and she couldn’t help but notice him for he was the tallest guy in the group. His hair was cut short but dark blond with soulful brown eyes and a smile that would lift her heart on the worst days she had. 

They really didn’t care much at all about the difference in their races and none of their friends did either. She thought that maybe his parents would object to their son dating a black girl but they welcomed her with open arms and she was often a fixture in their home just as much as he was in her home. 

When she saw him walking into the cafeteria, she stood up to greet him as he gave a halfhearted smile and soon a hug. “So, how’s your grandma doing now?”

He sat down before he answered her, “She’s doing a lot better than before. They gave her some antibiotics that seem to be doing the trick. Can we go outside to the courtyard because I want us to talk with a bit more privacy?”

She nodded as they made their way outside. Once they found a bench to sit on, Felicia noticed the look of distress on his face and noticed him biting his lower lip, a telltale sign of how this wouldn’t be good. “What’s wrong Kenny?”

“Felicia, I can’t go on lying to you like I’ve been, but I think it’s best that we break up.”

And there it was—the punch in her stomach which made her almost want to double over from the pain. 

He never looked her in the































images/cover.jpg





images/image001.png





images/image002.png





images/image000.jpg





