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    For those caught between the pulpit and the pavement—You are more than the lies they told you.You are more than the lies you told yourself.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "No man can serve two masters."—Matthew 6:24
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​Chapter 1: Pulpit & Patron
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The choir’s final note soared like smoke through stained glass, and Pastor Jordan Clay stood behind the pulpit, palms pressed together like a man ready to pray—or negotiate.

“Amen,” he said, voice smooth as bourbon, eyes scanning the crowd. “Can I get a witness this morning?”

A chorus of “Amen!” and “Yes, Lord!” rippled through the sanctuary like a wave. The sanctuary of New Light Ministries was standing room only—again. Folding chairs lined the back, packed with newcomers, college students, and a few old heads from Yamacraw Village who hadn’t been in church since Reagan was president.

Jordan adjusted his collar, wiped a trace of sweat from his temple with a monogrammed handkerchief, and cracked a knowing smile.

“Some of y’all crawled into bed just a few hours ago,” he said, raising an eyebrow. A few nervous chuckles echoed from the younger crowd.

He leaned forward, lowering his voice into a velvet whisper. “But you made it here anyway. And that—that means your spirit is still alive.”

They clapped. Shouted. A woman in a yellow dress threw her hand in the air like she was catching the Holy Ghost and a hundred-dollar bill at the same time.

What they didn’t know—or maybe just chose not to acknowledge—was that Jordan had left the pulpit just six hours ago to head straight to Club Genesis, the hottest underground party in Savannah. He wasn’t there to dance, though he could move if the bass was right. He was there to collect.

The night had been a blur of champagne, VIP sections, and briefcase hand-offs in backrooms lit with red LED strips. Money changed hands. Promises were made. DJ T-Roy had shouted his name over trap beats: “Shoutout Pastor Clay—God AND game!”

And now, here he was. Polished. Poised. Preaching.

Jordan opened the worn Bible he kept for appearance—King James, same one from his mama’s house—and didn’t glance at a word.

“Turn to your neighbor,” he said, “and tell them, ‘Don’t confuse my past with my purpose.’”

The crowd roared.

He delivered the rest of the sermon like a mixtape: punchlines, parables, and enough street slang to keep it real, but just enough scripture to keep it righteous. He talked about deliverance like it was a contract. About salvation like it came in monthly payments.

And they bought it. Every word.

As he closed out the service, Jordan raised his hands high, basking in the applause.

“Now remember,” he said, “this church don’t run on prayers alone.”

Laughter. Applause. Wallets opened.

By the time the ushers passed the baskets and the final organ notes faded, Pastor Clay stepped off the altar to a standing ovation. He walked through the crowd, hugging grannies and gripping up young men with gold teeth.

At the front door, Amara was waiting. Her smile was tight, her eyes sharper than his suit.

“Nice sermon, Jordan,” she said, her voice sweet and cool like tea with just enough bite.

He kissed her cheek, lingering a moment too long. “You stayed the whole time. That’s progress.”

“You quoted Future in a sermon.”

“And they loved it.”

She shook her head. “You keep playing both sides. One day, one of ‘em’s gonna collapse.”

Jordan gave a practiced grin. “As long as it’s not the side that pays the light bill.”

Outside, he stepped into the sun, sunglasses on, and the crowd still buzzing behind him. His Bentley waited at the curb, T-Mo in the driver’s seat with last night’s numbers in a sealed envelope.

Jordan Clay climbed in, closed the door, and whispered a prayer to no one in particular.

“Lord, help me hustle just a little while longer.”
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​Chapter 2: Saints and Sinners
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The clink of metal against glass echoed in the back room of Club Genesis, a sound somewhere between business and betrayal. A bottle of Rémy sat sweating on the table, untouched, next to two thick stacks of rubber-banded cash.

Pastor Jordan Clay rolled up his sleeves and leaned back in a worn leather chair, watching as T-Mo—his business partner, part-time promoter, and full-time liability—finished breaking the seal on a gym bag stuffed with bills.

“Twenty-two large at the door,” T-Mo grunted, counting fast with stained fingers. “Another six on bottle service. And the VIP girls pulled in twelve, easy.”

“Tips?” Jordan asked without looking up.

T-Mo popped his gum. “Five, maybe six. You want me to count the singles?”

Jordan smiled thinly. “Only if the Lord plans on forgiving ones with glitter on them.”

They laughed—sort of. It was always like this. Easy until it wasn’t.

Stacks of cash lay across the table like holy offerings—money from liquor, loud, and late-night sins. By the end of the week, most of it would appear on New Light’s books as “renovation donations.” The congregation thought they were funding stained glass and security cameras. In reality, they were buying silence, influence, and a preacher’s second life.

Jordan pulled a manila folder from his briefcase. Inside: forged receipts, phony invoices, and a few choice donation letters from anonymous “benefactors” with deep pockets and dirty hands. All legal on paper. All fire and brimstone in the eyes of God.

Not that Jordan was looking for God’s approval.

“IRS asked about the last transfer,” T-Mo said, pulling up a notification on his cracked phone. “Said it looked off.”

Jordan’s brow furrowed slightly. “Which one?”

“The one from GBC Holdings.”

“That’s the real estate shell. It’s clean.”

T-Mo shrugged. “Not clean enough. Might be time to burn it and build a new one.”

Jordan ran a hand down his jaw. His watch glinted under the overhead light. “We don’t torch anything until we know who’s holding the match.”

T-Mo leaned in, voice low. “You sure you can keep runnin’ both sides, J? I mean... you got CNN quoting your sermon and trap rappers quoting your Instagram.”

Jordan chuckled but there was no joy in it. “That’s the hustle. You reach the streets by walking the edge.”

“You fall, though,” T-Mo said, counting faster now. “Ain’t no altar down there to catch you.”

They sat in silence, the sound of bills flipping the only thing between them. On the wall, a security camera blinked red. Jordan glanced at it—recording everything. Or so they thought. He’d had that feed rerouted months ago. Just in case.

His phone buzzed. A text from Amara: “Lunch tomorrow? Or are you too busy laundering the Lord’s money?”

He smirked. She always knew more than she said—and said just enough to remind him he wasn’t untouchable.

“Get the rest of that cleaned and
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