CHAPTER ONE
The year was 1971, when the thought of revolution and civil war threatened reality within every person that was aware of the social unrest of this time in America. The Nation of Islam—as well as many black revolutionist groups, such as the Black Panther Party and the Black Liberation Army, along with a few white splinter groups—was carrying out a strategically planned guerrilla warfare campaign. The targets—the capitalist establishment in America and anyone that represented the ideologies of the controlling group.  

At the same time, the government seeking to protect the powers that be were doing all they could to squash, assassinate, or incarcerate anyone who represented a threat to the establishment.


The world was so alive and busy that life seemed to be more than an event, and a never-ending struggle to keep up with the sign of the times. Events would happen in this year that would be remembered as history beyond the present era, into future generations.


In spite of this ever-present confusion and doom, people still found time to care for and to love one another. Life would go on for better or worse, as always, and would continue to go on lifetimes beyond the present generation.


Brooklyn, New York. The sidewalks teemed with pedestrians It was August, a beautiful day outside. The sun was so bright that if you looked into the sky and then back down towards the ground, it would seem as if the atmosphere was sparkling with diamonds. A modest breeze accompanied the eighty-degree weather, making it bearable for old and young alike to be outside without feeling uncomfortable.


Around the corner from the Kings County Housing Projects, Barbara Jackson, pregnant with her first child, sat on the stoop in front of her and her boyfriend’s brownstone apartment building.  Alongside her sat her best friends, Tami and Mrs. Rivers, an older woman who lived several brownstones down from Barbara’s.


The “three lady” gathering was an every weekday routine that would take place at five in the afternoon. Like black people from the old country going to church every Sunday, they would gather there religiously to shoot the breeze until Barbara’s boyfriend came home from work. At about six, he’d trot up the block with his black tin lunch box held firmly in the powerful grip of his right hand.


Barbara loved to watch Trini stroll up the block from his hard day’s work at the construction site. To her, he seemed so powerful, like a mythological Egyptian god. She watched his every movement with a thrill of excitement and delight.

           Trini stood five foot nine and weighed one hundred ninety pounds of solid muscle. From down the block, she could see his figure in detail as if he was standing in front of her. His chest bulged from the tank top he was wearing, letting it be known that this man’s physical shape was in godly form.  What struck her as the most appealing part of his body was the form and size of his arms, which everyone talked about. It seemed to Barbara that the ladies who lived on their block also waited around every day to catch a glimpse of him coming home from work.  


From the first day they decided to get together, Barbara was insecure about the stability of their relationship. The fact that she was six months pregnant made it worse. 

Then there were the rumors that began to circulate concerning Trini’s popularity with the women around the neighborhood since they found out she was pregnant four months ago. This was the main reason she chose to wait on the stoop for him every day. The motivating force was to make sure he made no detours along the way home.  

Tami would tease and taunt her about this, letting Barbara know she was aware of her actions and fears. Yet, Barbara would always deny her best friend’s accusations as nothing more than a joke. She’d laugh off her comments saying, “Girl, you’re a trip. Stop buggin’!”


To this, Tami would say, “Honey, I know what time it is, so you don’t have to lie to me. Plus, I’m your best friend.”


After a moment of conversation, and without fail, they would hug, and Barbara would usually cry. She wanted to confide in her friend, but she hoped all the rumors she was hearing about Trini were nothing more than lies. It would be too much for her to bear if her worst fear was more than an unwanted thought, but a reality.

          For her sanity, she would deny what she felt in her heart and mind to the bitter end until there was nothing left but the truth. Yet, her intuition told her things were not good for them as a couple. Not only this, but for some odd reason she felt Trini’s attitude was turning sour. Barbara would spend the daytime hours while he worked wondering if his change of demeanor was because of the baby. Or was it just her?  Maybe it was her imagination striving to piece together the worst.


Barbara was born with a strong sense of spirituality to feel, see, and piece together what seemed beyond the average person’s comprehension. This was a gift from her mother, which seemed to be a trait passed along to every woman in the family. Acknowledging this, Barbara knew there had to be something wrong.


To Barbara it seemed like only a couple of minutes had passed since she and the girls first met on the stoop. She would not have realized how time had slipped by if Mrs. Rivers did not look down at her watch and say, “Girls it’s 6:40. I gotta go before George or one of the kids comes hunting for me.”


Looking at both of the young ladies, she smiled before saying, “You know I have to feed those hungry wolves dinner soon.” Then she clapped her hands and released a powerful roar of laughter.


Seeing the older woman in this mood caused both women to laugh and smile with their friend. It was a wonder to them how after being married for twenty-five years and five kids later, this woman was still filled with joy and genuine happiness. This posed as more of a mystery to Barbara than Tami because Barbara was the one who longed for such a life.  

Tami was a bit of a freelance, no-strings-attached person with no intentions of being seriously involved with any man any time soon. “I’m only twenty-four. What’s the rush?” she would tell Barbara whenever she would ask, “Can’t you take any man seriously? Don’t you want to get married one day?”  

            “Yeah. Maybe one day, when I’m too old to do my thing, I’ll settle down. But, right now, I’m doing my thing like the fellas do theirs.” This, Tami would state with bold conviction.


As Mrs. Rivers stood up from the stoop, she reached over to give the girls—as she called them—a hug and a peck on the cheek. 

Barbara was caught in deep thought as she watched both women embrace.  


“Are you all right?” Mrs. Rivers asked, rousing Barbara from her endless daze.

“Yeah, I’m all right,” Barbara said as she stood, almost stumbling as she reached towards the older woman.

This move startled both of the other women to the point where they rushed over to grab Barbara’s arms to place her back down on the stoop. 

She seemed startled and shaken herself by what had happened. Barbara placed the palms of her hands to her face, looking at nothing or no one in particular, but straight ahead.


 In unison, both ladies asked, “Are you sure you’re all right?”


“Where the hell is he at?” Barbara blurted out, simultaneously breaking into tears and sobbing uncontrollably as her two friends sat on either side of her, trying to be of some comfort.  


As she stood, Mrs. Rivers leaned her face in a position so that her eyes were directly in front of Barbara’s. She positioned her hands on each of the younger woman’s shoulders as if she was about to administer an ancient healing ritual.  Releasing a warm smile, she said, “Listen young lady, you cannot worry yourself to death. I’m sure there’s a valid explanation why Trini has not come walking up this block yet.”


In her mind, Barbara was at war with herself and could not believe she had broken down in front of her two friends, carrying on as if she was some little girl. While the older woman spoke to her, she shook her head and wiped the tears that had been rolling down her cheeks in streams a couple of seconds earlier.


Tami said nothing, choosing to keep quiet, and not add any more bleakness to the moment. She was hurt immensely that her best friend was feeling gloomy. Deep in her heart, it pained her to realize that Barbara was finally acknowledging what she already knew. Plus, this was not the first time this happened.

           About a month earlier, Trini had come home at about ten on a Thursday night. As the events replayed in Tami’s mind, it was amazing to her how Barbara hadn’t shed one tear or seem phased by the situation, when it had happened two other times before. As it stood, this was then the fourth time the same incident occurred.  


Mrs. Rivers held Barbara’s shoulders firmly, watching the youngster closely as she sought to regain her composure.  The older woman felt bad for Barbara, but at the same time she could not understand why she was carrying on this way. She was unaware this was not the first time, but the fourth time Trini had taken a detour before coming home. From her understanding, it seemed the younger woman was overreacting.  

This was the way she was going to continue to think because Barbara had no intentions of telling her the real deal.  Barbara was still hiding the whole story from her best friend, so she definitely was not going to confide in the older woman.  

Mrs. Rivers’ intuition told her this, so rather than pursue the issue, she decided to go home as she had planned and leave it alone.


With a peck on the cheek, she told Barbara, “Girl, I gotta go. But do call me later on.” Squinting up her face into a little twist, she continued. “Right now, I’m sure you young ladies have a ton of things to talk about and don’t need no old hag like me in your business. So I’ll just mosey on along and take care of my business, you hear me?” 


Tami waved at the older woman and began to laugh. “Go on girl, you need to stop with all that. Now you know you’re not an old hag. What would we do without your wisdom?  But like you said, go on home before someone comes looking for you.”


With that said, Mrs. Rivers walked off, leaving the girls as they stood speechless, watching her proudly stride down the sidewalk toward home, never breaking a step, and waving to everyone she encountered along the way.  

Once the woman was out of earshot, Barbara once again broke down into tears, holding her hands tightly up to her face.


Without any more thought about the happenings, Tami knew she could not stand there and watch her friend break down. She decided to take Barbara into the house. At least there she could sit her down on the couch and comfort her. They’d at least have privacy without being in the neighborhood’s eyesight.


Without uttering a single word, Tami got up and kneeled in front of her friend as she sat sobbing. Tami wrapped her arms around the woman, forcing Barbara to stand on her own before letting go.


“Come on, let’s go inside,” Tami said to the pregnant woman, extending her hand to grab hold of Barbara’s. “We don’t want everyone in your business. These nosy ass chicks would love to know what’s going on.”


Before Tami could speak, Barbara was headed for the front door. “Tami, I know he ain’t coming back. I know it this time,” Barbara told her.


Tami could not find the words to reply to what Barbara had said, so she kept quiet and followed the woman into the house. But not before turning her head to take a peek at how many of the neighbors had actually been watching. It was as she had expected. Practically every woman in the neighborhood was peeking from windows, stoops, sidewalks, and some gathered in small groups. From the way they stared and then quickly turned away as Tami scanned the surrounding area, it was obvious what they were conversing about.


“Don’t y’all have any business of your own?” the caramel-complexioned woman screamed at the onlookers before stepping in and closing the door. 

When Tami stepped inside, she saw Barbara sitting on the couch holding a tissue and wiping tears as she tried to control herself. Once Tami walked over and sat next to Barbara, the crying young lady began to tell her story.  It was to the both of them as if the present moment did not exist at all. Instead, they were in the past.  Barbara talked while Tami listened.


“It all started six months ago when I first found out I was pregnant. It was more than the fact I had missed my period that month. It was more like second nature. I felt it and knew for the first time in my life I was gonna be a mother. In my heart and mind, I was so happy and wanted to tell Trini.  But first I wanted to be sure because that’s the way he’d want it. He’s such a realist. He likes to know everything for sure.”


Smiling as she fumbled her fingers together to intertwine them, and sniffling, she continued, “So I kept it to myself for six days. But once I saw I was not getting my period, I decided to see a doctor. I called and set up an appointment for the next day. 

“To be as blunt as possible, it was as I expected. I was pregnant. I was so excited when the nurse came and told me, I damn near fainted and peed on myself. On the way home all I could think about was how happy Trini was gonna be. And how we were gonna spend our lives together and have many children and be one big happy family.

 “I got home at about two from the doctor and that was the same day I told you and Mrs. Rivers about everything. So, you already know what state of mind I was in. I fixed him his favorite dinner of spaghetti and meatballs with marinara and clam sauce. It was ready by the time he got home, with the candlelit table, two glasses, a bottle of red wine, and the whole nine yards.

 “What’s the surprise?” he asked right away as he entered the door, even before he gave me a kiss. Well, you know me and how I love surprises. I wasn’t about to tell him yet. So I gave him the most passionate kiss I had ever given him and then gave him the sexiest smile that I could. Leaving him dazed, I walked off towards the other side of the table saying, “You’ll find out, honey, before the night is through. But for now, let’s have dinner.

“We ate, laughed, joked and had such a good time that before we knew it, it was eight o’clock and neither of our minds was on what I had to say. At that moment we were only concerned with having a good time, so you know it was on.  We almost didn’t make it to the bedroom. Afterwards, I think we both realized neither of us ever had sex like that together before.

“Without any further delay, I told him, “I’m pregnant.”  I looked at him, but it was as if he didn’t hear me, or was acting like he didn’t hear me. I said it again, but this time louder “I’m pregnant!” As he turned around to look at me, I noticed his eyes did not hold happiness, but instead, he had a far off look as if he was seriously contemplating.”

  “Are you sure?” he asked with a facial expression and voice tone implied that he did not want to believe it was true. It was as if he was in a state of denial. I decided to bring reality to him.

 “I swung the covers off me and jumped out of bed screaming, “Of course I’m sure. When two people have unprotected sex, what do you expect to happen? Don’t act surprised because we talked about this a long time ago. And if you didn’t want this to happen, you should have said it then. 

“From there, we got into a big argument, back and forth for about an hour. He ended up on the couch that night while I lay awake, crying, unable to sleep.”


At this moment, she turned to look at Tami eye to eye.  “I wanted to call you because I needed someone to talk to. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I really felt like a fool and was embarrassed that I was wrong about Trini. Until this time, he was a special person for me. He knew about what happened between my mom and father and he promised he’d never do me wrong or take advantage of me. But at that point, I knew his words were all lies. And—” Bursting into tears, Barbara once again began to cry.

 “It’s gonna be okay,” Tami said, placing her arm around her friend’s shoulders.


“No, no,” Barbara went on. “Two days later, he came home from work late—around nine—so I asked him what happened. I wasn’t being nosy. I was just concerned. He started going on about how he didn’t have to explain or tell my half white ass about his whereabouts and that I’m lucky he came home at all, so on and so on. You know how I am. I told him about himself. Why did I do that? This crazy motherfucker starts pouncing on me. The first time he hit me, I damn near flew across the living room into the hallway. To put it plain and simple Tami, it was not a pretty sight. My lip was busted and my head and body were sore from that maniac pouncing on me and slapping on me like I was a little rag doll. He left and didn’t come back until the next night. Needless to say, I had another sleepless night.”


Turning towards Tami again, she told her, “So I lied to you when I told you that time I was going to my aunt’s house for three days for a little vacation. The real reason was because I didn’t want anyone to see my busted lip and battered ego.”

  After saying this, she smiled and hugged her friend who embraced her back strongly. They cried together, sharing Barbara’s pain because they realized this was only the beginning. Like two sisters, they shared this moment of pain.

 The experience with Trini was something to grow from. It was 9:30 that same night, but also a new moment in Barbara’s life.

* * *


The bedroom was silent except for the ticking of the alarm clock on the night table to the right of the queen-sized bed. Two figures lay sprawled out in the center of the mattress covered by only a thin sheet, which did nothing to hide the physical stature of both bodies. Within seconds, she was fast asleep after their strenuous lovemaking. He lay awake motionless, wrapped in her arms as her body hugged his, sensuously clinging to him.


Turning towards the clock, Trini noticed it was 1:20 a.m. Thinking of the past caused him to wonder what Barbara was doing? She probably was still up crying, he reasoned.  Smirking, he thought, that bitch Tami would be with her through it all.


Trini loved Barbara, but was not ready to have a child or be a father for that matter. This was hard for him because he knew Barbara would rather die before giving in to having an abortion. So what else could he do but leave? She was better off without him anyway, he thought a month ago, reasoning he would do neither her nor the baby any good.


Like an omen, as the time neared for her to give birth, the more his feelings for Barbara began to dwindle. It was almost as if he resented her for pushing fatherhood onto him. In Trini’s mind, he was becoming an old man before his time.

  “Ssshhh,” he hissed to himself, shaking his head, and blowing out a mouthful of air in frustration.  One thing he knew for sure—he was never going back to Barbara. His pride would never let him. Ever since she broke the news of her pregnancy to him, he knew it spelled the end of their relationship. Fatherhood was something he knew nothing about. There was no father figure in his life, so how could he possibly emulate one? Besides, he was not the man she thought he was, or the one he pretended to be.


Trini’s thoughts quickly raced back to the first day he met the woman lying next to him, which was exactly the day after Barbara broke the news of her pregnancy. That day, his mood was dim, yet the day was beautiful. It was bright and sunny, which was perfect because his crew was working a job in the suburbs of Long Island. There was a large construction job underway for a new Federal court building. Because of this, Trini’s crew was ordered to go out there for the sixteen months it was going to take to do the framing work.


During lunch hour on the first day at the site, the fellas decided to go to the 7-Eleven down the avenue to grab some hot dogs and munchies. They succeeded in making the trip without any hassle or delay, except for the time spent ogling the pretty women in skirts and business attire who would pop up here and there to grab some goodies. Seeing this attraction, the fellas would stop and stare. Some would whistle. A couple even made their move, approaching a woman for her phone number.

  Trini was interested in none of this. His mind was still on the argument he and Barbara had the night before. He was feeling down at the moment and was not in the mood or the least bit moved by the people or environment around him. It wasn’t until one of his co-workers nudged him that he awoke from the hell he was in.


“Yo! That chick’s yelling at you, Trini,” Sicily a tall, tanned Italian man said as he pointed to the bronze complexioned woman in the red, late model Lincoln.


Seductively the young woman motioned for Trini to come over to the car as he turned around to look in the direction that Sicily was pointing.


“Oh, God!” he said to himself, mumbling so low no one heard him. Once over to the driver’s side of the car, Trini asked, “Yes can I help you?”


She smiled broadly. “What’s your name, handsome?”  

This caught him off guard, causing him to blush at her straight forwardness. “Trini,” he said, squatting so he was face to face with her.


The young lady’s intentions were obvious. As Trini stood bewildered, she reached into the glove compartment, grabbed a pen and scribbled something on the back of a business card. Once Trini accepted the card from her small hand, that was it. He was caught in her rapture like a bug in a spider web. It was from this moment the love affair started.  

Because of this situation, he beat Barbara the next day when—for the second time—she questioned his whereabouts when he came home late from work. He knew there was no reason—other than guilt—that caused him to strike her. She was too good for him and a victim of circumstance.


Again, he looked at the clock on the nightstand—1:25. The reality of his actions caused him to inhale as thoughts of that event replayed in his mind. What the fuck did I get myself into? To him, it seemed like he had no control over his actions then or now. What was to be was predestined to happen. As far as he was concerned, his job was to be a participant in the every day affairs of his life. He was a lost soul.


Overnight his relationship with Barbara grew sour while his and Michelle’s grew stronger. What Barbara lacked, Michelle possessed. His relationship with Barbara was based on him playing the strong supportive mental and financial role.  She was a housewife, plain and simple, a family based person you might find down south. 

Michelle, on the other hand, was so self-supportive and independent, she didn’t need any man, except for sex.  Her need with Trini at first was no different. As they started spending more and more time together, his presence started to grow on her. From that point on, her intention was to pull this man away from the other woman, no matter the price she had to pay. She grew accustomed to getting her way throughout life and looked forward to the challenge. In spite of his complaints, she knew Trini still loved Barbara. This reality posed as a worthy challenge for her to undertake.


There were no secrets between Trini and Michelle, and from day one of their acquaintance, he let her know he was very much involved with someone else.

           “I’m sure you have a little extra time to spare,” was her only reply. From there, she threw him a seductive smile, revealing the cutest dimples Trini had ever seen on a woman. He melted like a young boy with a crush on a schoolgirl classmate.


During the following four months, Michelle would see Trini a day or two each week. She would repeatedly place in his mind the thought of being with her and leaving Barbara. He could vividly recall the first time she had brought up the topic. An argument developed because of it, with her saying, “Why do you want her anyway? She can’t do anything for you.”

Michelle filled a void that was missing in his and Barbara’s relationship. That was good, but he was not ready to hear anyone speak badly about her. So, to Michelle’s statement he said, “Because I love her. That’s why. And I don’t want to hear anymore about it.”  


Thinking of this, he wondered what caused his relationship with Barbara to end. After contemplating for a moment, reality finally struck him. It wasn’t that he felt Michelle was the better woman. Rather, she presented an escape route for his greatest fears—responsibility and commitment.


A picture of himself, Barbara, and the baby came to mind. She had the biggest smile as she held their child. His face was sullen, creased with fatigue, as if he worked a whole day without eating or taking a break.


Before he could dwell on the situation anymore, Michelle awoke asking, “What’s the matter, baby? Can’t sleep?”  


“Aaaah, I’m all right. I just woke up a minute ago.” He said it this way because he didn’t want to explain why he had spent the last hour daydreaming. Besides, she didn’t know the real reason he left Barbara. She thought his departure was based solely on the notion that they grew apart, while the truth was far from that.


Rather than have her strike up a conversation, which could lead up that avenue, Trini turned over, kissed her on the cheek, and rolled back over, faking sleep.


Michelle watched Trini as he lay motionless except for the occasional rise and fall of his chest. She wondered what he was thinking while he was awake. For some reason, she wasn’t buying into what he’d said about waking up a minute before her. Nah, she thought. He was thinking about that bitch of his.  If it wasn’t for Michelle’s will, she would have nudged him awake. Instead, she watched him and wondered.


At that moment, Michelle was experiencing her own sense of reminiscing. To this very day she remembered exactly how she had met Trini. It was on a Friday while taking lunch break. Usually, she would have gone to a diner because the local 7-Eleven and delis were not her style. But, she was in a rush and couldn’t be choosy, so she decided to go to the convenience store and grab a couple of franks, orange juice, and a bag of chips. 

         As soon as she pulled into the parking lot, she noticed a group of seven construction workers. Among them was a chocolate-complexioned man who was standing, facing the opposite direction. She could only see his backside. His baldhead glistened from the overlying sweat, while his back stood out firm like the head of a cobra rippling the tank top he wore.  She took a particular interest in what was in his pants. Or more like how the pants framed his body.

  As far as she was concerned, there was nothing to think about. The opportunity was present, so she called out to him.  He didn’t hear her. Instead one of the other guys, a bronze- complexioned white man, noticed her and realized she was pointing and calling out for Trini to come to the car. The man nudged his co-worker, pointing in her direction. That was how it started.

With all said and done, she felt the last four months were great. Last night was the greatest moment of all. Trini called her after work saying, “It’s over. I’m leaving Barbara.”

For a moment, there was silence on both ends of the line. Before Michelle could say anything in response, he said, “I’ll see you in a half hour,” and hung up the phone. 

Chills ran down her spine as a wide grin surfaced on her face. She was so awestruck by his words, she dropped the phone without hanging it up in the cradle. It hit the kitchen counter and made a crackling sound as it bounced two or three times on the Formica surface.

Michelle wished the moment for her could have been caught on camera, although she knew she would never forget it as long as she lived. Smiling, she turned to Trini, kissing him on the forehead as she felt under the sheet for his manhood. It didn’t hesitate to respond to her every touch as it grew enormously in her hands. Unraveling the sheets from both of their bodies so she could view him fully, her eyes scanned his body and came to a rest on the sight of his full erection.  Without hesitation, she got up quietly on her knees and straddled him carefully, trying not to awaken him right away by the sudden movement.

It must have been five minutes into the scene before Trini awoke due to the heavy breathing and panting that came from Michelle as she rode him furiously, digging the palms of her hands into his upper chest. Once awake, it surprised him to see her doing what she was doing because she always acted as if she possessed so much control over her emotions and herself. 

It was not a disappointment. In fact, he was happy that now he’d be able to release the tension he had built up from thinking so hard. Riding with the moment, Trini grabbed her heart-shaped ass firmly as she rode him. This turned Michelle on immensely, causing her to breathe heavier and scream, “Trini, spank me. Spank me, Daddy. Harder. Harder. Don’t stop!” as she dug her nails into him.

Trini was in heaven as he lay on his back spanking Michelle’s ass, alternately palming them in between slaps.  With this taking place, Trini’s mind was totally free while his body responded to Michelle’s vigorous movement. As he got deeper and deeper inside her, the feeling of her vagina was all he cared about. Nothing else mattered.  

What was to be, was to be…

