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Praise for Pat Simmons

OMGreatness...5 Stars for Day Not Promised

My, my, my, my and MY!!! This book was so intense and emotional that I found myself interacting with the story as I read it. Pat Simmons’ “Day Not Promise” had me praying, crying, speaking in tongues, lifting my hands, and rejoicing. You cannot read this novel without thinking about your salvation and those that The LORD has put in your pathways. –Reader Viv

Fighting Evil With The Power of Prayer and Sword of the Spirit...5 Stars for Day Not Promised

The urgency of facing our mortality and eternity in heaven or hell is carved into the lives of Omega Addams and Mitchell Franklin. Author Pat Simmons boldly and creatively paints clear pictures of what happens in the lives of those who choose to eat, drink and be merry without consideration for their souls. “Day Not Promised” is a gripping story anchored in Biblical precepts with shocking twists.

When Omega’s and Mitchell’s lives become intertwined after becoming victims during a gas station robbery, the stage is set for a furious battle between good and evil. I fell in love with Mrs. Helena, Omega’s neighbor. Omega realizes her neighbor’s friendly words of greetings to everyone hold spiritual intuition and power. Mrs. Helena is like a general in the army of the Lord. She is assigned to train Omega to recognize the enemy in the spiritual realm. The visualizations are so stirring, you must blink to ensure the images of angels and demons are still on the pages and not surrounding you.

As the first book in the Intercessors series, “Day Not Promised” whets one’s appetite to know God more intimately. It also provokes us to consider our words when we refer to someone as a prayer warrior. Mrs. Helena prepares to pass her mantle to Omega. The fight for souls is real. The heartbreak when mothers, fathers, sisters, brothers, lovers, or co-workers reject salvation is real. Simmons pens a moving novel that makes a nice addition to any intercessor’s arsenal. –Reader Robin Pendleton  
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Prologue
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But every man is tempted when he is drawn away of his own lust and enticed. When lust is conceived, it brings forth sin: and sin, when it is finished, brings forth death.—James 1:14–15

January

“You don’t want to be a part of my wedding?” Omega Addams’ hurt expression matched the heaviness in Tally Gilbert’s heart as she declined the precious offer.

Wedding magazines and fabric samples were strewn across Omega’s kitchen counter, while various bridal sites were open on two laptops.

Omega and Delta had been like bonus younger sisters since Tally had started dating their older brother, Randall. His name embodied love and respect. They would do anything for each other except... No, Tally wouldn’t go down memory lane.

Her relationship with the sisters had changed when Tally broke up with Randall and broke his heart in the process.

She had her reasons. 

Cheating—no. 

Physical or mental abuse—no. 

It was something more profound than that. Tally’s soul was at stake. To save it, she had to cut ties with the fine, sexy, and lovable Randall Addams.

She covered Omega’s hand with hers to soften the blow. “I will come and support you in any other way, being in the same wedding party as Randall would be too much tension.”  And temptation, she thought.

“Ha!” Delta, the younger of the two sisters, called out. Her dark, flawless skin reminded Tally of Randall’s. “You mean sexual tension. When you two were together, the room would sizzle.” Her lips curled into a mischievous grin. 

Delta sounded like Tally’s sister, Porsha, who had said the same thing. “Randall Addams is a temptation with a pop of steroids and an extra dose of testosterone.”

But her relationship with Randall had been more than just hormones. Their love was potent, drugging, and addictive. Anyone could see it was genuine. They supported each other’s dreams and put the other first. There was never any manipulation—ever.

“Fornication was one of many vices the Lord saved me from. God has made it clear that I can’t love the world and the Lord at the same time. It’s not fair to tempt Randall with what neither of us can have,” Tally said.

“I understand.” Omega mustered a smile. “You’re still like a sister to us, but as your fellow sister in Christ, I think you’re making the right decision. I know my brother is on your prayer list for salvation.”

“Yep. In bold letters. Other names were added and scratched off when the Lord honored my petitions. Randall Addams hasn’t budged.”

Tally was grateful her friend understood. After all, the Lord had drawn Omega to Christ first, and Omega had witnessed to others after He had spared her life in a gas station robbery. At the time, Tally hadn’t been a hard sell because Jesus was already working on her. Tally was ready to change, but she didn’t know how.

When she left Omega’s condo hours later, Tally’s mind drifted to the night God had captured her complete attention.

It was a weekend, and they always spent the night together, either at her house or Randall’s. They were doing everything married couples do without a piece of paper, and they were happy, despite the shame Tally brought on her parents by not setting a good example for Porsha.

“Respect yourself and your family. You’re a jewel, Princess,” her father had said.

“But I feel like a queen with Randall.” She pleaded her case but couldn’t win them over.

While she lay sleeping in Randall’s bed that night, Tally woke up screaming and crying. Perspiration clung to her like hot flashes, and she blinked to look around the room. A plug-in night light flickered near the door. She panted, trying to fill her lungs with air.

Randall woke and asked what was wrong. 

“I saw myself standing on earth, and it was on fire. Raging. There was no escape. I was about to be burned alive. I was so scared.”

“It was just a dream,” Randall had said. “I’m here, and I’m not going to let anything happen to you. He thought I had fallen asleep after he wrapped his arms around me and rocked me gently.

She would never forget that night. How could anyone go back to sleep after feeling the heat and seeing the flames? “I wanted to be saved from hell,” she said aloud as she continued her drive home.

That had been the last night she slept with Randall. Confused, scared, and lost, Tally hadn’t known what to do until Randall casually mentioned that his sister had “gone church extreme” on him.

Randall didn’t hide his bewilderment with Omega. “Church is for hypocrites,” he had said.

Tally wasn’t sure that was true and didn’t conceal her curiosity.

She couldn’t wait to get Omega alone to hear more about her salvation experience. Omega had hesitated because Randall had threatened her not to bring up Jesus to his woman.

“Your brother thinks it’s something he did and...” Tally had smiled. “He’s been trying to do little things to make me happy. He can’t. I want a balanced life with the Lord.”

Omega had looked pleased and tortured at her announcement. “I don’t think my brother is ready for a Jesus commitment.”

Tally had sensed that by his disparaging comments.

“What are you going to do?” Omega had asked.

“I’m breaking up with him.” Tears filled Tally’s eyes as she uttered the truth.

That had been six months ago and counting, and her heart still ached for his hugs, but the Holy Ghost kept her from falling back into the lifestyle that God had warned her to escape. 
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Now unto him, that is able to keep you from falling, and to present you faultless before the presence of his glory with exceeding joy, to the only wise God our Savior, be glory and majesty, dominion and power, both now and ever. Amen. —Jude 1:24–25

August, Wedding Day

Tally finished her eye makeup, then finger-combed her hair that was growing out of its pixie cut style. Next, she scrutinized her appearance in a sleeveless orange dress. Finally, Tally admired the bronze polish from her pedicure as she slipped into sandals.

Why was it necessary to look good to her ex?

What message was she sending? “I’m doing good without you,” or “I want us back together,” or “See, I made the right choice?”

After taking a deep breath, Tally grabbed her keys and drove to her church. She was happy for Omega and Mitchell, whom many had dubbed the Holy Ghost power couple.

That’s what Tally desired, a praying man who knew to call on the name of Jesus to slay demons. Lord, whatever man You have for me, show me. Let him love You unconditionally, so he’ll know how to love me. Randall thought church folks were hypocrites, but hypocrites were everywhere. 

On jobs. 

In families. 

Among friends.

Too much was at stake as the End of Time approached. Until Jesus returned as He promised, Tally stayed busy by volunteering at church functions, participating in the daily 5:30 a.m. call-in prayer line, and reading her Bible faithfully. She memorized Scriptures that the Lord dropped into her spirit to ease the sadness whenever she thought of the baby she had miscarried from the love she had shared with Randall.  

Why was it so hard for her heart to let Randall go?

Tally sighed. She would come face-to-face with Randall Anthony Gilbert. 

He was tall.

Built with dark brown skin.

Solid muscles of handsome perfection.

“Whew.” It wasn’t good to linger on what her eyes shouldn’t behold to make her heart pant for more. 

How often had Randall visited Christ For All Church within the year they had broken up? Twice—maybe—including today.

Randall’s sister’s nuptials had forced him to come to church. Tally chuckled, but she wasn’t happy about his default visit. “Wouldn’t it be something if God saved you right at that altar where you stood as a groomsman?” 

Yeah. That would be perfect.

Wishful thinking.

Some things are impossible with man, but trust in Me, and all things are possible, God whispered through the light breeze that filtered through the crack in her window.

A funeral procession caught Tally’s attention. A day of celebration for one family had delivered sorrow to another. She slowed down and let the cars, filled with mourners, pass. Tally mouthed, “God bless you,” as she made eye contact with a woman in a passenger seat.

The lady nodded as if she’d read Tally’s lips. 

God whispered Romans 12:15, Rejoice with them that do rejoice and weep with them that weep. 

For the rest of the drive, Tally prayed for the family’s comfort and healing in the coming days. She wondered about the deceased. Were they ready for death? Did they want salvation?

Those thoughts occupied her until she entered Christ For All Church’s packed parking lot. Her mood immediately changed at the sight of the happy wedding attendees—couples, little girls and boys, the elderly—some on canes—and countless others coming to witness a grand occasion.

Tally smiled and greeted familiar church members. Although she and Randall had dated for a couple of years, she hadn’t met any of his extended relatives. The only giveaway of kinship was a resemblance. The Addams family had handsome and beautiful relatives.

Groomsmen were in position as she entered the foyer. She made eye contact with Mitchell Franklin. Although handsome without the evening attire, he wowed in his tuxedo. Omega would swoon for sure. 

Mitchell grinned as Tally continued her way. 

No need to search for Randall. She felt his eyes locked on her. 

His presence was always overpowering. Tally denied the pull, in Jesus’ name.

Stepping into the sanctuary, she scanned the left section, designated for the bride’s family and friends, then Tally spotted her parents, Kent and Cynthia Gilbert, and her only sibling, Porsha.

“’Bout time you got here,” Porsha whispered as the sisters exchanged air kisses. “I thought you might have changed your mind. I saw Randall. Smokin’ hot.” Her sister fanned her face. “I’m sure all the single sisters got their eyes locked on him.”

The nonchalant smile was fake, but Tally squeezed her lips together anyway. Porsha didn’t say it to make Tally jealous. She was giving her observation. 

Tally’s attraction to Randall wasn’t based solely on looks. His caring personality and humor hooked her after the first date, so Randall’s surrender to God’s salvation remained a top priority on her prayer list. There was no indication that he would be removed from the list soon.

They would be equally yoked as a Holy Ghost power couple, too, as the Bible said—unless God had someone else in store for her.

Her mother reached over for a hug, then her father. Tally’s breakup with Randall resulted in her parents submitting to the Lord’s salvation.

“That was nothing but Jesus,” her mom had said. Kent and Cynthia were amazed that anything or anyone could break up the lovebirds. Tally considered herself living her best life with Randall, but the Lord showed her otherwise. Her parents said it had to be no one but the Lord who could separate them. 

The violinist started a soft chord as the groomsmen walked to the altar in full swagger behind Mitchell and Pastor Rodney.

It was hard not to stare at God’s handiwork. Tally’s mistake. She made eye contact with Randall. 

His magnetic tug caused her to shiver, but the Holy Ghost gave her the strength to blink and look away.

Minutes later, Omega’s bridesmaids made their entrance, which included her sister Delta. Plus, sisters Caylee and April—international models who had flown in to be a part of the nuptials. After Mitchell had protected Omega at a gas station holdup, Caylee and April testified how Omega saved their lives. It was a domino effect.

The flower girl was next, then the bride appeared on her father’s arm. Omega—already pretty—was breathtaking. Happy. In love.

Tally glanced at Mitchell, and his expression softened. That warmed her heart. He loved her and outdid Randall when it came to protecting Omega. And that was saying something. Randall went overboard, safeguarding what he called his responsibility.

The music stopped, and anticipation grew as Pastor Rodney began the ceremony. “Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today in the sight of God and these witnesses...”

When it was time to exchange vows, Omega and Mitchell were overcome with emotion. 

“Mitchell, I love you. You’ve been my companion, confidant, and prayer partner. Thank you for coming into my life and taking a bullet for me.”

They chuckled. It wasn’t a secret that Mitchell had body-slammed her to the ground to shield her from gunfire. That’s when God showed them that angels were guarding them.

“Omega, I’ll always protect your heart, body, and soul. I promise to love you until my last breath,” the groom said.

The moment was tender and sweet as sniffs floated throughout the sanctuary. Tally chanced a glance at Randall, who wasn’t looking at her. Good. Whew. She exhaled. But the longing on his face was unmistakable. 

Then Randall turned and met her eyes. He didn’t hide his hurt. Tally suffered the same ache, so she looked away. Her thoughts were jumbled.

Pastor Rodney pulled her back in. “By the power vested in me from the Lord Jesus Christ and the state of Missouri, I now pronounce you husband and wife in holy matrimony. Let no woman or man come between you as you honor your vows to God and each other,” the pastor said before asking everyone to join in as he prayed for them. “Amen, Brother Franklin. You may now salute your bride.”

Mitchell’s movements seemed coordinated as he tugged her closer. He lifted her veil so nothing could hinder him from pressing his lips to Omega’s for their first kiss as husband and wife.

“God, I want that,” she whispered to herself but loud enough for Porsha to hear.

“Me too.” Her sister sighed and slumped her shoulders against Tally.

They smiled as God whispered to Tally’s spirit, You’ll be a bride one day. It isn’t wishful thinking.

I know, Lord. When You return in the rapture for Your bride, her spirit replied, referencing the ten virgins in Matthew 25:40. 

The guests stood as the bride and groom glided down the aisle toward the exit, where they formed a receiving line to greet guests in the foyer. Paired off, the bridal party followed. 

Brace for impact, her mind whispered as Randall neared her pew.

He slowed his steps as he approached with his bridesmaid on his arm.

“Praying for you, sis,” Porsha mumbled.

Tally nodded and swallowed. Yeah, I need it.

Randall’s eyes sparkled at her. 

He still loved her. 

She still loved him.

Why did that make her happy and sad at the same time?

Whatever he was about to say, his marching partner tugged him away.

“That was close, sis.” 

Tally glanced at Porsha. “Yep. Even after all these months, my feelings are still strong too. I’ll congratulate Omega and Mitchell, then I’m out of here. My heart can’t survive being in the same room with him.”

“Want some company?” Since Tally wasn’t staying for the reception, neither were Porsha and her parents.

Too bad for Porsha because her younger sister, who stood two inches taller than Tally without the four-inch heels on her feet, would be sure to garner attention at the reception. She had thick, shoulder-length hair styled to one side in curls and a baby face without dimples, which Tally had. Both always received compliments for their pretty eyes.

“Sorry. I’ll need some quiet time after this.” Tally knew her sister would understand, although she had never been in love.

Tally needed to give thanks for making it through today’s temptation and renew her prayers for Randall to ditch his pride and repent.

Row by row, guests spilled into the aisle to form a line to greet the happy couple personally. Since Tally was on the end, she was the first person out of their pew. 

The well-wishers hugged, laughed, and took selfies with the bride and groom, slowing down the line, which was okay with Tally.

Caylee squealed her delight when she saw Tally and squeezed her neck.

“I’ll talk to you before I leave to return to Australia.” She introduced Quinn, Mitchell’s younger brother, with whom she was paired. He seemed infatuated with the model.

Tally spoke to more pairs until Caylee’s younger sister, April, was next with her groomsman. Again, she received a warm welcome and a tight hug.

The young woman, now nineteen, was a polished professional who had surrendered to the Lord and was living her dream as a runway model overseas. Tally was aware that Randall was two couples away, and she guessed her ex was impatiently awaiting her arrival. 

“Get it over with.” Porsha nudged her. “You got this, sis.”

Right. Tally swallowed the fear of yielding to lust and stepped forward.

“Hi. I’m Gina, Mitchell’s cousin, and this is —”

“Randall,” he and Tally said simultaneously as he scooped up her hand in an intimate handshake. She could feel her heart race. 

“We were an intense couple at one time,” he told Gina but never took his eyes off Tally. His caress sent tingles down her spine. “Hands still as soft as I remember.” Randall boldly appraised her appearance. “You let your hair grow out. Beautiful.”

Gina cleared her throat, making it obvious she didn’t like the attention Tally received.  Neither did Tally. She tried to inch closer to the bride and groom. Randall wasn’t having it. 

“We should have gotten married before my sister. It’s never too late to kiss and make up. I’m willing if you are.” His mesmerizing brown eyes challenged her as his nostrils flared. 

Rebuke that spirit in My name, God’s voice thundered.

“Every knee shall bow, and mouth confess that Jesus is Lord. The Lord Jesus rebukes you. Goodbye, Randall.” Tally shook her hand free and congratulated the bride and groom with hugs and smiles without looking back at her ex.

She waved goodbye to her family and made her getaway to the parking lot. Her emotions fell apart in the car before she strapped in her seatbelt.
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But He gives more grace. Therefore, He says: “God resists the proud, But gives grace to the humble. —James 4:6 

Randall woke up Sunday morning with his mind on Tally Gilbert. He still loved her and missed her. How could the petite, shapely woman in heels be any prettier? And yet, she was more stunning. 

Wow. Any other time, he would have swept her in his arms and devoured her lips in a kiss neither would soon forget, but Omega and Mitchell had already given him a verbal beat down that this day was about their love, not Randall’s lost love.

Tally drained his strength, then had the nerve to dismiss him with a rebuke. They were never cruel to each other. Whenever they disagreed, no unkind words were spoken. Randall supported whatever goals she wanted to accomplish, and she had his back too. Tally was his heartbeat. 

Her rebuke would have been amusing if she hadn’t looked so serious. How could she not feel his heart pounding? At that moment, Randall was willing to compromise.

He could do church if that’s what she wanted. “Not every Sunday. I have my limits.”  Randall couldn’t guarantee every month. Football games ruled, and she knew that by the number of tailgating parties they had attended together and hosted.

“Nope. I’m not joining, converting, or praying more than I normally would.” Resting on his pillows, Randall crossed his arms behind his head and stared at the ceiling fan. 

Seeing Tally again kicked his senses into high gear. She was even more beautiful. He noticed her hairstyle was different, and her nails were trimmed and polished, not the elaborate designs she wore when they dated, which he’d insisted he pay for. But it was never about the money with her. She was happy just being with him. 

Randall came to a decision. He would meet her on the church turf if she didn't come to him.

Think about what you’re saying, man. Bells jingled in Randall’s mind to alert him of pending danger.

He shoved off the warning. Randall wanted to see her again. The debate was whether he should make his presence in the church known. 

Since his sister and Mitchell left this morning for their honeymoon and wouldn’t be at church, Randall could go undercover. He didn’t want to give the couple, or Tally, the wrong impression of why he was there. Randall climbed out of bed to put his plan in motion as he received a text.

Hey, bro. Did sparks fly with you and Tally at the wedding? LOL. Or did you meet some hotties? I want to hear all about it later, Logan Strickland texted. They had been best friends since college and fraternity brothers.

Logan was divorced with a four-year-old son. Since neither of them was in a relationship, they usually got together when Logan didn’t have LJ on the weekends. 

He and Tally had often double-dated with Logan and his former wife. Tally and Roxie were cordial, but they never formed a bond like Logan and Randall.

His best friend appeared more heartbroken over Randall’s breakup than the dissolution of his own marriage. “You two just connected and were my role models,” Logan had said.

Randall would talk to him later. Right now, he had a mission. “I’m goin’ churching—two days in a row.” He laughed and headed for the shower.

He arrived an hour later at Christ For All Church. Randall dropped his keys on the ground when he stepped out of his SUV. His shadow caught his attention. He guessed the dark figure on the ground was his shadow. As he studied it, Randall frowned. It appeared to be an odd shape, not a human form—not his outline. “You trippin’ over something stupid. Should have gotten more sleep.”

Shaking off the distraction, Randall refocused and began his confident stride, spying the ground as this shadow figure followed him like it was designed to do. It suddenly disappeared at the entrance of the church. The sun was still high in the sky. Where did it go?

Inside the foyer, an usher greeted him, but Randall declined her offer to find him a seat. He snagged a spot far in the back, hidden among the regulars as if he belonged but didn’t.  Once he made himself comfortable, Randall looked around for Tally and her family, who had followed their oldest daughter’s path to God. Why didn’t they resist as he had? Maybe then Tally would have accepted how ridiculous her conversion was.

There used to be a time when they could sense each other’s presence across a room. He smiled, thinking about it. They were in tune with each other’s emotions. Today, he hoped that wasn’t the case. Randall wasn’t ashamed to admit he was attempting to get his fill of her. The hand-holding, the bicycling, the cooking, and the simplest tasks like cleaning the kitchen were more enjoyable with her by his side.

Music serenaded him until Pastor Rodney, the same minister who performed the wedding, broke into his reverie. “Think about this: The Bible says in John 15:13: ‘No greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his friends.’” He paused. “Would you lay down your life for a stranger?”

Randall chuckled. That’s precisely how Omega and Mitchell met. Whenever he thought about what could have happened to his sister... Randall pushed back the thought of what-ifs. He would always have respect for his new brother-in-law.

Pastor Rodney continued his questioning. “For your country—aside from serving in the armed forces? I see a lot of nods. What about your enemy?”

A hush covered the sanctuary. Apparently, Randall wasn’t the only fool.

“As crazy as that sounds, it’s exactly what Jesus did. He died for mankind—all of us. The good, bad, and ugly. Your bad deeds and sins made us His enemy, but he nailed them to the cross. Was it worth it? Yes. What’s the payback for the Lord’s suffering?”

Folding his arms, Randall shifted in his seat. Let’s hear it.

“Surrender,” Pastor Rodney told his audience. “All the Lord Jesus wants from us is to appreciate His sacrifice and surrender our will in exchange for His will. Jeremiah 29:11 says, ‘God knows the thoughts He has for us, and they are good...’”

After thirty-something minutes, Randall had heard enough. He stood at the same time the pastor asked those who wanted Jesus to come to the altar. “I’m not the one,” he mumbled and detoured to the exit.

Since salvation was free, there was no need for him to surrender.

In such a hurry to get out of there, Randall almost collided with another person without looking where he was going. His adrenaline was pumping through his heart as if someone were chasing him. He stepped out into the parking lot and shook away the uneasiness. He glanced down, and the shadow was back on the ground. Again, it had the oddest shape that denied the build Randall possessed. His mind was playing tricks as if it was a ghost or something.    

“This is crazy.” He kept walking until he slipped behind the wheel of his vehicle and exited onto the highway. His SUV wasn’t a year old, and he still enjoyed the sleek interior and the smooth ride. Randall was about to activate his cruise control when a tiny voice spoke louder than the music that was playing.

Test the speed. How fast can you go?

Randall gave it some thought as he pushed the limit by ten...fifteen...twenty miles an hour. He wasn’t the only motorist driving at a high rate of speed. Randall tried to keep up.

An incoming text to voice from Delta snapped him out of a trance. He immediately removed his foot from the gas. What was he thinking? Was he trying to kill himself? Had he zoned out? 

“Hey, big brother. I overslept. Instead of meeting at noon for brunch, let’s do one.” 

He exhaled as his heart continued to pound from the rush. “Sure,” he replied as his voice converted to text. 

This stunt wasn’t worth mentioning to anyone—not his family, Tally, or Logan—that he attended church or this fast-and-furious stunt.
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Minister Jude Martin had Sister Tally Gilbert on his radar for months. Time to make his move. He was drawn to women who put God first. A recent convert to Christ’s salvation, Tally was faithful regarding church involvement, including prayer sessions—a must for Bible believers. 

She was the perfect role model for converts who struggled with their newfound faith. He decided en route to Sunday school to make a personal introduction. Sister Tally had looked stunning at the Franklins’ wedding. An olive green dress complemented her figure. He had planned to approach her at the reception, but she never showed up.

He had another plan to approach her after the benediction. He stepped out into the hall to take a call that was spam. He almost bumped into a man he thought he recognized as one of the groomsmen from yesterday’s wedding. “Pardon me, brother.” Jude was glad to see the visitor, but if his soul wasn’t right with the Lord, he was going in the wrong direction. Another day wasn’t promised for anyone to repent.

Before Jude could introduce himself, the man was out the door in a flash as if he were being chased by someone or something like the devil himself. Jude shook his head and would befriend him as a brother-in-Christ if he decided to visit again.

Back inside the sanctuary, he studied Tally as she and Porsha hugged their parents after the benediction, then the sisters lingered at their pew. Jude’s stride was quick and precise.

“Praise the Lord, Gilbert sisters,” he said as their parents spoke with other members.

The two had the same brilliant smile and hazel eyes, but that’s where the similarities ended. The younger sister was a few inches taller and had a beige complexion. Tally’s skin tone was medium brown. Her hair wasn’t as long but framed her face and highlighted her dimpled smile. Gorgeous. 

They returned his greeting in unison. “Praise the Lord, Minister Morgan.”

“Sister Tally, do you have a minute?” He looked at her, then Porsha.

“Sure.” She shrugged and leaned against the back of the pew.

Porsha didn’t move. The lack of privacy wouldn’t hinder Jude from accomplishing his intent.

“I know we casually know of each other, but I’ve watched you since you surrendered to the Lord last year. I wanted to invite you to brunch so we can get to know each other personally.” Tally’s sister listened, so he felt obligated to invite her too. “Sister Porsha, you are welcome to come along too.” Jude held his breath as he waited for her answer. 

Since he’d become a Christ For All Church member five years ago, God had elevated Jude with spiritual gifts. He strived to be worthy of the Lord calling him to minister. Other brothers in the congregation said he was a moving target because the sisters had their trackers on ministers who wore tailored suits, were employed, and didn’t rely on a bus pass for a ride. 

Jude stayed prayerful about which sister he approached to ask out. Most women blushed at his invitation. 

Tally didn’t. 

Not a good sign when he wanted to win her over.

“Oh,” Tally patted her chest, “Minister Morgan, I’m speechless and flattered, but I’m not available for a relationship right now.”

Wow. Shoot the arrow and aim it at a brother’s heart. A confident man, Jude knew he was walking in God’s will, but he wasn’t expecting her to decline his offer. 

He smiled, displaying his thousands of dollars in dental work, then chuckled. “I don’t work that fast. I’d like us to build a friendship as brother and sister in Christ. I met your sister and parents. No brothers...male admirers?” Careful. Don’t be pushy, he coaxed himself.

“That’s hard to answer, Minister Morgan.” 

Baby steps. Jude didn’t force the issue. He was sure he wasn’t the first brother in the church to approach her. “Please call me Jude.” 

“You’re in a position where God placed you, and I respect that. I’m more comfortable calling you by your title.”

Jude nodded. “Fair enough. I like your sincerity.”

Tally and Porsha said their goodbyes and walked away, but he heard Porsha say, “Girl, that minister is super fine and seems sincere. You need to reconsider. At least pray about it.”

Jude smirked. He had an ally. He’d put his interest out there. Now he had to nourish it from afar. He and Tally were meant to connect. He was sure of it. Now, God had to convince her of that.

[image: image]

“I don’t want to date.” Tally rolled her eyes. “I left a relationship to build one with the Lord. Seeing Randall again yesterday reminded me that I’m not ready to move on emotionally. That man has his name tattooed all across my heart.”

“Okay.” Porsha looped her arm through her sister’s. “But when you’re
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