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Chapter 1 — A HOME OF LIGHT
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The Saturday sun drifted lazily through the lace curtains of the Adams home, casting soft gold patterns across the living-room floor. It was the kind of morning that felt hand-stitched by God Himself—quiet, unhurried, warm. The kettle hummed in the kitchen, birds chirped atop the mango tree outside, and somewhere down the hall, the low murmur of gospel music played from Mary’s phone as she folded laundry.

Their house wasn’t big—just a three-bedroom home in a modest neighbourhood of Nashville—but it breathed warmth. Not the warmth that came from fancy furniture or carefully curated décor, but from the life lived inside it. Shoes were always scattered near the door, a Bible was always lying open on some table, and laughter—soft or loud—was never far away.

Michael Jacob Adams descended the staircase in his usual Saturday shorts, his Bible tucked under his arm. Unlike most men his age, who lived for football matches or endless political debates, Michael cherished mornings like this. The world outside could be chaotic, unforgiving, and unpredictable, but inside this home, he felt safe—anchored even.

“Morning, sweetheart,” he said as he kissed Mary’s cheek while she stirred tea on the stove.

Mary glanced up, her smile warm and soft like a sunrise. “Good morning, love. The kids are still asleep. Miracles do happen.”

Michael chuckled. “Let them sleep. Teenagers need rest... and it means peace for us.”

He poured himself a cup of tea and leaned against the counter, watching her move around the kitchen. Mary had a way of filling a room—not because she was loud, but because she carried an unshakable calm. Her patients at the hospital adored her; her church community trusted her; her children clung to her; Michael... well, he often wondered what he had done to deserve her.

“You look thoughtful,” she teased as she wiped her hands on a towel.

“Just grateful,” he said honestly.

They shared a moment of silence—the comfortable kind that didn’t need filling. Outside, a neighbour’s baby cried. A dog barked. Life continued its steady rhythm.

Footsteps thudded down the hallway, and a sleepy Kevin appeared, rubbing his eyes and mumbling an indistinguishable “Mornin’.”

Mary turned. “Breakfast is almost ready.”

Kevin collapsed into a chair. “Is it mandazi day?”

“No,” Michael replied with a grin. “But if you pray hard enough, maybe next week God will multiply flour in this kitchen.”

Kevin groaned dramatically. “Fine. I’ll take bread.”

Mary laughed, shaking her head. “Bread it is.”

Minutes later, the family gathered around the small dining table: Michael at the head, Mary beside him, Kevin half-awake, and finally Esther—quiet, observant, artistic Esther—joining them with her sketchbook under her arm.

“You’re up late,” Micheal teased.

“I was finishing a drawing,” she muttered, brushing her braids behind her shoulder.

Michael smiled, pride swelling in his chest. “Another masterpiece?”

“Something like that.”

They prayed—a simple prayer Michael had spoken every morning for years.

“Lord, thank You for this home, for the peace inside these walls, and for the love You’ve given us. Keep guiding us, keep holding us. Amen.”

“Amen,” they echoed.

And just like that, the morning unfolded beautifully—Mary humming as she served eggs, Kevin animatedly talking about a football match he’d play next week, Esther sketching between bites of toast, and Michael soaking it all in. Moments like these reminded him of the life he had always dreamed of: a happy family, steady faith, and enough provision to live comfortably and generously.

If only life could stay like this, he thought. But life had its own way of shifting beneath one’s feet.

Just after breakfast, Michael’s phone buzzed on the table. Unknown number. He almost ignored it—unknown numbers usually meant promotions for credit cards he didn’t want or offers for loans he didn’t need. But something in his spirit nudged him to pick up.

“Hello? Speaking.”

“Good morning, Mr. Adams.”

A crisp male voice. Confident. Corporate.

“This is Daniel from Human Resources. The director would like to see you first thing Monday morning concerning a matter of... advancement.”

Michael’s breath caught.

Advancement.

Promotion?

He straightened unconsciously. “Ah—I... yes. Of course. I’ll be there.”

“Very good, sir. Enjoy your weekend.”

The call ended.

Michael remained frozen for a moment, phone still raised to his ear.

Mary noticed instantly. “What is it?”

He finally exhaled, wonder filling his voice. “Mary... I think... I think I might be getting promoted.”

Her hands flew to her mouth. “Jacob! Really?”

He nodded, still dazed. “HR wants to see me Monday. Something about... advancement.”

Kevin cheered. Esther smiled warmly. Mary threw her arms around him, whispering, “God is answering your prayers, my love.”

Michael embraced her tightly, eyes shutting in gratitude. All the financial struggles, the late-night budgeting, the quiet worries—they seemed to fade.

For the rest of the morning, joy hovered over the house like a bright banner. Michael tried to act calm, but he couldn’t hide the excitement simmering beneath his skin.

All seemed perfect.

All seemed blessed.

And indeed, God had placed blessings in their lives. But blessings cast shadows when the heart is unguarded.

And Michael Jacob Adams—good man, loving father, devoted husband—had no idea that the promotion he was celebrating would become the first crack in the foundation of everything he cherished.

Life had begun to shift beneath their feet. And none of them saw the earthquake coming.
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Chapter 2 — THE PROMOTION
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Monday morning arrived with the kind of bright, blistering sunlight that made the world feel raw and awake. Michael stood before his wardrobe longer than usual, smoothing invisible creases from his best navy-blue suit—a suit he reserved for church meetings, job interviews, and moments when he wanted to feel unmistakably capable. Today, he needed every ounce of confidence he could steal from it.

Mary leaned against the doorway, watching him with a thoughtful smile.

“Nervous?” she asked softly.

Michael adjusted his tie. “A little.”

“A little?” she repeated with raised eyebrows.

He laughed under his breath. “Okay... a lot.”

Mary stepped forward and reached for his hands. “Whatever they call you for, remember—God goes before you. You’ve worked hard, you’re honest, and you’ve given that company everything you have.”

Michael exhaled slowly. “I hope they see it the same way.”

She squeezed his hand. “They will.”

He kissed her cheek, inhaling the faint scent of lavender she always carried. “Pray for me?”

“You know I will.”

With that, he grabbed his briefcase, called a quick goodbye to the children, and stepped out into the crisp morning air. The sky was a clear blue—the kind that felt like a good omen. But beneath Michael’s hopeful strides, an anxious swirl churned quietly in his stomach.

—-
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At the Office

The office building towered above him—glass gleaming, flags fluttering softly at the entrance. Michael had walked through these doors for twelve years, yet today each step felt heavier, louder, more significant.

When he reached the elevator, he found two co-workers already inside: Moses from procurement, and Lydia from accounts.

“You’re dressed sharp today,” Moses teased.

Michael chuckled nervously. “Trying something new.”

Lydia exchanged a knowing glance with Moses. “HR called you in too?”

Michael blinked. “Yes... why? Did they call you as well?”

“No,” Lydia said, her lips curving slyly. “But we heard things.”

Moses crossed his arms, lowering his voice conspiratorially. “Relax, Michael. You’ve been in line for this for months. Everyone knows. Even the floors know.”

Michael swallowed hard. “You think it’s about a promotion?”

“We know it is,” Lydia said confidently. “Congratulations in advance.”

The elevator dinged, and they stepped out, leaving Michael standing there in a haze of cautious hope.

—-
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The Meeting

HR’s office was an intimidatingly pristine space—white walls, framed certificates, a wall clock that ticked too loudly in the otherwise silent room. Daniel, the HR representative who had called him, motioned for Micheal to sit.

“Mr. Adams,” Daniel began, folding his hands on the desk. “Thank you for coming.”

Michael nodded politely.

Then the door opened again, and in stepped her—Mrs. Tyrion, the company director. Sharp-eyed, impeccably dressed, and known for her ability to evaluate a man’s worth in under five seconds.

“Good morning, Mr. Adams,” she said.

“Good morning, madam.”

She sat beside Daniel and opened a brown folder stamped Confidential. “I’ll be direct. The company has been reviewing our leadership
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