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	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.
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	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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	This Book is Dedicated 

	to all the lovers out there, who persevere no matter what.

	The believers in true love.

	The ones who know that love takes work, patience, and a knack for putting the other person first.

	“All…everything that I understand…I only understand because I love.”

	— Leo Tolstoy
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Chapter One

	Corpus Christie Texas 1869…

	Ó Shay Ranch…

	[image: Image]

	I glared…

	[image: Image] up at the man. He obviously had no intellect regarding horses and should almost certainly stick to cows. 

	“I imagine she is in delivery.” I stated, and he glared back.

	“Why don’t you go and do some women’s work. I heard tell your type was good at that.” He replied grinning, and I maintained my lower lip between my teeth. I bit down so hard; I could unexpectedly taste the blood. 

	I was free now by all standards; however, it did not mean I had a voice. 

	The proclamation did not name the slave-holding border states of Kentucky, Missouri, Maryland, or Delaware; which had never declared secession, so it didn’t free any slaves there. The state of Tennessee had already mostly returned to Union control, so it also wasn’t named and was exempted. 

	Virginia was named, but exemptions were specified for the 48 counties, which were in the process of forming West Virginia, as well as seven other named counties and two cities. Even still, specifically exempted were New Orleans and thirteen named parishes of Louisiana, all of which were also already mostly under Federal control at the time of the Proclamation.

	Did this in fact mean that we were free? 

	Moreover, what about the coloreds who were in those states?

	I could read and write from an early age because of Cynthia, she had coerced Big Daddy to free me and my family before this proclamation ever came into being, so often times Sometimes I forgot what it was akin to for the rest of my populace. 

	Equally, I was half-Native and part white. 

	Nevertheless, as far as I knew the Emancipation Proclamation was criticized at the time for freeing only the slaves over which the Union had no power. Although most slaves were not freed immediately; the Proclamation did free thousands of slaves the day it went into effect in parts of nine of the ten states to which it applied. 

	However, that didn’t apply to Texas. In every Confederate state, except Tennessee and Texas, the Proclamation went into immediate effect in Union-occupied areas, and at least 20,000 slaves were freed at once on January 1, 1863. Abolition sentiment was never significant though here in Texas, although antebellum Texans often expressed fear concerning its presence. 

	There were Unionists in Texas, but few, if any, were abolitionists, though many had strayed away from solid Southern sentiment enough to wonder whether slavery did not operate to retard Southern progress. 

	he Texas press in particular played an important role in promoting the fears of an abolitionist-led uprising. Charles Pryor, editor of the Dallas Herald, in a letter printed by the Texas State Gazette in July of 1860 declared: 

	 

	“It was determined by certain abolitionist preachers, who were expelled from the country last year, to devastate, with fire and assassination, the whole of Northern Texas, and when it was reduced to a helpless condition, a general revolt of slaves, aided by the white men of the North in our midst, was to come off on the day of election in August.”

	 

	To offset these dangers, whether real or imaginary, vigilance committees were organized to ferret out offenders and administer proper punishment. The result was justice through regular channels disappeared at times and was replaced by mob action. 

	Texans often dealt harshly with Mexicans as well, fearing they encouraged unrest among slaves. Additionally, the Proclamation provided the legal framework for the emancipation of nearly all four million slaves as the Union armies advanced, and committed the Union to ending slavery, which was a controversial decision even in the North. 

	Hearing of the Proclamation, I’d heard more slaves quickly escaped to Union lines as the army moved south. As the Union armies advanced through the Confederacy, thousands of slaves were freed each day until nearly all, and from what I’d heard was approximately 4 million were freed by July 1865. 

	Near the end of the war, abolitionists were concerned because while the reclamation freed most slaves as a war measure, it had not made slavery illegal. Several former slave states had already passed legislation prohibiting slavery; however, in a few states, slavery continued to be legal, and to exist, until December 18, 1865, when the Thirteenth Amendment was enacted. This was illustrious for colored people; however most fail to remember them thereafter. 

	What would colored people do now that we were free? 

	I recognized that people like Moses continued to work for Big Daddy, for the reason that although he was free now, he had to eat and survive! I sighed as I glared up at the man again. Coloreds might not have to be beholden to whites now, but if we sought after to remain breathing, we had better watch our mouths. I glanced over at Remy; he frowned as well, then shoved Mr. Higgins out of the way. 

	“The girl is telling you the blasted truth, you stpis tú leathcheann! I can see the head of the colt you fricken eejit. Jeremiah, who the bloody hell sent for this haulf-wit?” He hissed stupid idiot, and Jeremiah appeared out of nowhere. Since I had been around Mr. Remyton nearly every waking hour of the day for the last five years, I was nearly fluent in his language.

	“Don’t know boss, but I tried to tell Mr. Mosley she be in delivery.” He stated as he peered at the white men from town. Remyton Ó Shay, 2nd Viscount of Summerland, was not one to be trifled with. He was a hot-blooded Irishman, and if you messed him about, he would do you some real harm. However, the women loved him. 

	He had sable shoulder length hair, and eyes, which recalled the very worst of an electrical storm. At least that’s what I’d heard the women down on Mr. Jakeson’s homestead articulate. Moreover, the way he spoke when he wasn’t all mad, and was just relaxing sometimes, caused a tiny shiver to go down my spine. I sighed and moved away from the horse, then turned for the opening of the stables. 

	He was one handsome man. 

	He was to be hitched to my misses, and I was exultant for her, nevertheless there was a dilemma. It was as if she practically breathed my cousin’s given and boy did, she moan it. I thought laughing, for the reason that I’d happened upon them in the barn one night while I was out by myself tending to the cows. I grinned shaking my head as I reached for the stall door. 

	Yet, the predicament was, she was to be wed to Mr. Remyton, all while having a scandalous affair with my half-white, half-Lakota cousin. I sighed as I glanced over at him one last time. I honestly imagined her mad, nonetheless women fell all over themselves for my cousin as well; therefore, I deduced he was the same. It was just plumb repulsive to me because he was, my cousin.

	“Jeremiah, send for Josiah. Maddy, stay I need you.” He commanded, and I turned to look at him surprised.

	“Oh, very well. What is it that you have need of sir?” I solicited, and he grinned as he nodded to the horse. I had always sought after to do this, and were I not part colored, I might have imagined being an animal doctor; on the contrary, it was just notions, which were not possible for coloreds, no matter if your father was white. I threw my long plaits over my shoulders, then bent next to him grinning. 

	“Now observe, do you see the head?” He questioned, and I nodded as the mother moaned. “He’s a wee bit shifted, therefore we’ll have to assist him from the womb. Tis a good thing you were here Maddy.” He replied with a frown glaring up at the man Mosley. 

	He took my hands, guided them towards the horse, and I gasped as he slipped them inside the horse with his. 

	“Feel that?” He inquired and I nodded. I could feel that the cord was draped about the neck of the colt, and I peered at him horrified. “Yes, and if we do not remove it, the colt will strangle himself.” He hissed. “I am going to retreat and allow you to do it. Yer hands are a lot smaller than mine are. “He stated, and I nodded wide-eyed. 

	This was what I sought after true? 

	I solicited from myself, then squared my shoulders. 

	I would indeed do this!  

	I moved my hands a bit further up, and the horse whimpered. 

	“Slowly Maddy, you can do it.” He whispered next to me, and I nodded. I felt the cord, but the colt was not aiding one bit by squirming. I gently moved the cord back, and the mother moaned again. I recognized that I must indeed hurry, or we would lose them both; nonetheless I had to be mindful as well. I released the cord, and a huge gush of fluid came forth, the colt’s full head, then his shoulders, and finally the rest of his body.

	“You did it, Maddy!” He cried, seized me, and kissed me soundly on the lips. I stared into his eyes shocked, as I felt my cheeks flame. 

	He composed himself, then peered at the colt. 

	“That babe was worth a mint. If we’d have lost the babe, Garret would have reneged on his bid for the mother. He would not take the colt alone.” He said rising to his feet with a slight smile in my direction. I accepted the cloth Jeremiah handed me, then rose to my feet as well. 

	“Well sir, if there isn’t nothing else?” I inquired, he grinned, then shook his head no. I handed the cloth back to Jeremiah, then walked from the stall. I glanced back one last time and was astounded to observe that he was peering my way. I waved, he grinned again, and I walked out of the stables. I sighed as I walked towards the house.

	Now that was scarcely more peculiar than jar of pickled strawberries. 

	He had in fact kissed me. 

	I sighed again as I advised myself not to attach sentiment to it. He was merely excited I had delivered the colt. Not to mention, he was by now practically hitched to Cynthia. As I walked into the big house, I felt someone snatch one of my plaits, and gasped as I glanced up. 

	It was Cynthia.

	“Boo!” She yelled, then commenced to laugh. 

	My mistress was 19-summers, but I give word scarcely more than a child. I was 4 years her senior, however she was an infant compared to me. I imagine it had to do with the fact that not only was Big Daddy the richest man in Texas besides Mr. Remyton; but his daughter was beautiful beyond compare. 

	Men simply fell at her feet; however, she took no stock in it. 

	I recognized she didn’t love Mr. Remyton; he was simply the most eligible and handsomest bachelor around; which was why she sought after him. She alleged if nothing else, then to preserve him from Samantha Pinkerton. 

	Indeed, she was related to those Pinkerton’s. 

	I imagine he was her grandfather or something. Nevertheless, they had money, and that is all that mattered. Cindy and Sammy detested each other from earliest sight. I recalled ample times being wedged up in the center of their quarrels. 

	My mother worked for Big Daddy, and my father worked for Mr. P. Josiah Carrington wasn’t my birth father I appreciated; nevertheless, he cherished me as if I was his one and only child. After my birth, my mother could not carry another child to term, so I was all they ever had. 

	Still, he was my daddy regardless, I thought as I saw him approaching the stables out the windows. 

	I immediately recollected Mr. Remyton imparting to Jeremiah to fetch him. My daddy was the best horseman around these parts, of course besides He-wonjetah from the Lakota tribe.

	“What are you up to, Cindy?” I demanded of her as she linked her arm with mine and began walking us towards the kitchens. My mother glanced up as we came in and smiled.

	“Where you been baby?” She inquired as she kissed my forehead, then drew the back of her hand across her forehead to smooth back the wayward strands of hair. You could never tell it, but mother’s hair was to her butt, however she kept it up all the time. My mother was half Lakota. 

	Indeed, that was a story, I shook my head as I thought about my grandfather Wanblee. 

	“I aided in delivering the colt, ma.” I grinned wiggling my brows, and Cynthia made a face.

	“God, I will never understand you, Maddy. Why the hell you want to waste time with those smelly old horses I shall never be acquainted with!” She fussed, and I just shook my head again smiling. 

	Cynthia Grant was the…most spoiled woman I had ever been acquainted with. Nevertheless, I loved her anyway, for the reason that although she was pampered, she was generous to a fault.

	“Come, we shall see you directly, Nina.” She informed my mother, then commenced to drag me off. 

	“Where are we hightailing it off to in such a blasted hurry?” I keened. 

	“To the creek.” She grinned, and I merely rolled my eyes. She recognized my cousin Akicita would be there with his horses.

	“No, if your father discovers your tryst, he will skin my cousin alive. No Cindy, use your intellect!.” I cried as she continued to drag me onwards towards the creek. 

	“Then I won’t utter a word to him. We shall simply swim in the creek.” She returned and I frowned at her.

	“Very well, I mean it, Cindy. My cousin is Lakota, and the whites don’t akin to him as it is. You will only serve to worsen matters if they discover what you are playing at. Have you two had relations?” I snapped.

	“No, how could you imagine that of me, Maddy?” She wailed; however, I noticed the blush in her cheeks. 

	Shit! 

	My brain cried. 

	She had. 

	What the devil would my cousin undertake if she became with child?

	“I vow you two ought, to remain absent from each other Cindy.” I cried.

	“On the contrary, I cannot I adore him!” She moaned, and I peered at her shocked.

	“You what?” I cried again as we neared the creek.

	“You cannot, it ain’t proper, and you perceive your father will never allow it. Not to mention, what on the subject of Mr. Remyton?” I countered astonished.

	“He does not love me, nor I him. This is a commerce deal for Daddy, Maddy.” She whined, and I frowned as I saw my cousin. I walked up to him, jumped, then cuffed him in the back of the head. 

	He frowned down on me, then shoved me as his light blue eyes appeared to change to a darker blue. He could have jostled me to the ground from his height, however he had restrained himself. But it did not matter that his father was white, he was still Lakota.

	“What the devil is wrong with you, Chikala?” He snapped. 

	Chikala was native for small or little. 

	I was barely 5’1; therefore, most of the populace imagined I was still a child.

	“What are you playing at? Do you wish to be lynched?” I yelled at him, and his eyes immediately went to Cynthia.

	“No, however I love her!” He groaned, and I realized he did. I imagined, for two years my senior; he did not always act so keen.

	“You know this can never be.” I sent back myself, and she went to him.

	“Very well, can we at the smallest amount have the week? I have previously informed him that daddy plans on wedding me to, Remyton. Solely the week, Maddy, I pledge.” I sighed as I observed the both of them. 

	Shite, why was it my lot to continually be wedged in the middle of pandemonium?

	I nodded; they both embraced me, then sprinted off towards the other side of the creek.

	“However, you had better return here in two hours Cindy, or your daddy will have the cavalry searching for you!” I yelled after her, she nodded, then waved. I exhaled deeply again as I sat down on the bank. I recognized Cynthia did not love Mr. Remyton; however, it wasn’t my place to pronounce it. Moreover, from the gazes he received from the rest of the women round here, I was convinced he did not love her either. I peered down at my hands and noticed the blood. 

	I made a face, then commenced to strip off my clothes. I left the chemise on though, simply encase. I leapt into the cool water, then sighed. It was a blistering evening, and the water felt enjoyable to my heated skin. I floated on my back, and as I glanced up at the moon, something caught my eye in my peripheral. 

	“Shit!” I cried as I observed him standing on the bank smoking a cigarillo. I immersed my lower body under the water, however, could hear his laughter.

	“You may as well come out, ye’ve been discovered.” He chuckled, then turned his back to put out the cigarillo. 

	“What are you doing here by yerself at any rate?” He asked, and I gradually rose from the water.

	“Ah’d assumed Ah wud be alone?” I mocked, and he turned laughing. We both gasped, he stared at me for a complete 40 seconds or so open mouthed, then quickly turned his back again. The chemise was stuck to me as though it had been molded to fit my body expressly, and my breast were clearly visible through the fabric. 

	Although I was tiny in stature, I was a woman in every way. Not to mention, I had rather large breasts, gratitude to my mamma. 

	“Keep your back turned!” I fussed as I reached for my britches.

	“All this time… I imagined you a wee gerl, Maddy.” He chuckled, when I frowned.

	“People seem to misremember that I am twenty-and-five years old. What did you require at any rate?” I muttered as I donned my britches, then my shirt. 

	“I am decent, you may turn.” I stated, and he turned.

	“Nothing, I was merely enjoying the moonlight when I observed a sprite gealach.” He returned grinning, and I rolled my eyes frowning. That was new; I did not recognize that word.

	“A what?” I asked as I sat down to replace my boots.

	“Moon sprite.” He replied grinning wider, as I glanced up at him from my boots.

	“Oh, and how is the colt?” I inquired changing the subject.

	“He is well thanks to you.” He smiled and I nodded.

	“So, old man Garret will buy him after all?” I queried as I rose to my feet, and he nodded. He kept gazing at me peculiarly. 

	“What?” I cried, and he shook his head smirking.

	“Nothing.” He replied, then glanced up frowning as Cynthia walked from the woodlands smiling. When she caught sight of him, the smile turned into a horrified expression as my cousin skidded to a stop behind her. 

	Shite! 

	What would he carry out?

	I wondered as my gaze remained on my cousin and Cynthia. Rem peered at the both of them, frowned, then gazed down on me with a slight smile.

	“I shall see you thereafter. Cynthia.” He nodded in her direction, grinned down on me again, then walked off.

	“To the Great spirits above! What do you imagine he’ll do?” My cousin hissed.

	“Hell, if I know. You two would choose this exact moment to return from your tryst.” I snapped at them, but Cynthia was gazing at me peculiarly. She peered to where Rem had walked off to, then grinned.

	“Why are you grinning? This shall end badly, Cindy. Furthermore Akicita, what will befall him if Rem chooses to make it known that you two were in the woodlands together?” I hissed, Akicita frowned, but Cynthia’s grin only grew wider.

	“He will not, I can promise you that.” She stated.

	“And how is that Cin…dy?” I snapped, and she laughed.

	“He won’t, merely believe me.” She stated, kissed Akicita, then dragged me towards the house. I frowned as my cousin grinned, waved, then sprinted for the woodlands. “What do you reflect of Remyton?” She sent back and I exhaled deeply.

	“Whatever do you mean?” I returned, then felt the blush creep into my cheeks. 

	My mind rapidly departed to that kiss.

	“Truly?” She giggled and I groaned.

	“Truly what?” I frowned.

	“So, you consider him handsome?” Cynthia solicited and my frown grew.

	“I by no means pronounced anything of the sort.” I stated, and she laughed even more. Cynthia observed the sentiment play across Maddy’s face then.

	 

	*

	 

	Yes, Maddy was in love with him, that much she could observe. Cynthia swiftly hatched a plan. She discerned Maddy would on no account willingly declare anything remotely near to being in love with Remyton, for the reason that he was white and she half colored. 

	Even with the slave proclamation, that type of fixation, was not accomplished. Yet, Remyton did whatever he desired, everyone else be damned. Cynthia deduced that with as much money as Remyton encompassed, he was at liberty to. Cynthia sighed as they walked into the house. She and he were to be wed next week, and Cynthia knew she had to find some way to make sure that did not happen. If she were forced to give up Akicita, she would simply melt away! 

	Daddy tolerated a multitude of sins from her, she being his only child and all, but she was not certain if he would this. 

	It was for this very reason she tried her best to become with child. If she were, he would indeed let her wed him. The shame of an unwed pregnant daughter trumped her wedding a half-Indian. Cynthia grinned then. She knew exactly what to do.

	“I requested of daddy if you could attend the cotillion this evening, and he professed it was well with him merely as long as you remained with me.” Cynthia stated, I gaped, then recovered. 

	“Why would you request that of Big
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