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Introduction — Contact #1
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LORI’S HOUSE WAS QUIET—TOO quiet. She sat alone in her living room, staring at the wall contemplating when her phone lit up.

Ring, ring.

“Hello,” she answered.

“Hey, baby.” 

Lori recognized the voice.

“Hey?” Lori replied, unsure.

“What are you doing?”

She glanced around the empty room. “Nothing. How are you?”

“I’ve been good. You miss me?”

Lori hesitated. Do I? After everything? “Yeah... I guess,” she said, her tone flat.

“I can hear you got an attitude,” Kartier said.

Lori exhaled sharply. “Why are you not home? Where are you?”

“I’m at work. And what’s the point of coming home if you’re just going to argue with me?”

Really? A disagreement was enough for him to disappear for days. Enough to neglect his wife and child?

“Where do you stay?” Lori asked, her patience thinning.

“With my family. If you don’t believe me, ask my mom.”

Lori shook her head. He’s lying. The anger rose in her chest like heat.

“Why do you call my phone just to lie and play in my face?”

“How am I playing in your face?” he said, laughing. “See? You’re crazy. You think I want to come back home to that?”

Before she could respond, the line clicked.

He hung up.

Lori stared at the phone in disbelief—hurt, anger, and exhaustion swirling inside her.

This was only the beginning.
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LORI SAT BEHIND HER desk at work, trying to focus on the stack of files in front of her, when her phone lit up.

Kartier calling.

Her stomach tightened.

She hesitated, then answered. “Hello.”

“Hey, Lori.”

Lori blinked. Lori? Not baby. Not love. Just... Lori.

She swallowed the sting. He really got comfortable changing up on me like I’m not his wife.

“Hey, baby,” she said anyway, shaking her head. “Why you call me Lori? Any other time I’m ‘baby.’”

“What you mean? I used to call you Lori. Isn’t that your name?”

“You’re acting weird,” Lori said.

“Here you go again,” he snapped. “Now I’m acting weird because I called you Lori instead of baby? Why do I even bother calling you when I know you’re out of your mind?”

Lori sucked her teeth. He’s pitiful, she thought.

“Maybe you’re right,” she said calmly. “You’ve been gone for months. And honestly, you must enjoy staying there. Why don’t we just get a divorce?”

“Why don’t you get the divorce?” he shot back.

“Is that what you want?” Lori asked.

“No. But if that’s what you think is best, then get it.”

Lori stared at her desk, shaking her head. He didn’t care. Not enough to stand and fight for his marriage. Not enough to come home.

“Alright,” she said quietly. “Stop calling my phone.”

She hung up.

The moment the call ended, her composure cracked. Tears spilled down her cheeks as she leaned over her desk.

I don’t even know who I’m with anymore. I never thought he would just leave me. After all these years... how could he?

Her chest tightened. She opened her desk drawer and pulled out her Bible.

“Lord, I need a word,” she whispered through tears. “I need to know what to do. I can’t do this anymore. I need you to speak to me.”

Her voice trembled.

“At this point, I think it’s best we get a divorce. I know he’s been doing this longer than I’ve known. And it seems like he enjoys it. Why should I hurt being with him while he’s enjoying his second life? It’s not right.”

She wiped her face.

“I don’t even want to be with him anymore. I’ve lost all interest. For the sake of my daughter, I try... but every time I speak to him, I hate him even more. Speak to me, Lord. Lead me.”

Lori opened her Bible, letting the pages fall where they would.

Malachi 2.

She read the chapter slowly, her heart pounding as verses 11–16 gripped her.

Each line felt like a mirror. A warning. A revelation. A correction.

She understood:

	He had dealt treacherously.

	He had given himself to someone who did not serve God.

	God saw it.

	God would deal with it.

	But she, too, had dealt treacherously in her anger.

	And God hated divorce — not because He wanted her to suffer, but because it allowed wrongdoers to escape accountability.


Verse 17 pierced her:

“Ye have wearied the LORD with your words... when ye say, Where is the God of judgment?”

She froze. God knew she had wondered that very thing.

As she finished reading, her heart sank. The truth hurt. She didn’t want to receive it. But she feared disobeying God more than she feared leaving.

“Lord... speak to me again,” she whispered. “Please. I love You, and I want to do what’s right. But many people get divorces after going through what I went through. Why must I stay despite knowing the truth?”

She flipped through the pages again, guided by something deeper than thought.

Her eyes landed on Matthew 19:3–9.

The Pharisees asking Jesus about divorce. Jesus reminding them of God’s original design. Jesus saying divorce was only permitted because of hardened hearts. Jesus saying remarriage after divorce — except for fornication — was adultery.

Her breath caught.

Marriage was a covenant. A spiritual binding. Not easily broken.

She kept reading, turning to 1 Corinthians 7, absorbing every verse:

	Marriage is a safeguard against temptation.

	Husbands and wives belong to each other.

	Separation is allowed only temporarily for prayer.

	If a spouse leaves, the believer is called to peace — not bondage.

	A believing spouse can sanctify an unbelieving one.

	Marriage brings earthly challenges, but God spares His people.

	A wife is bound to her husband as long as he lives.


By the time she reached verse 40, Lori closed the Bible slowly.

Her heart was heavy. But it was clear.

God wasn’t telling her to suffer. He was telling her to stand, to wait, to trust, to let Him handle the judgment, and to stop trying to fix things in her own strength.

She wiped her tears again.

“Okay, Lord,” she whispered. “I hear You.”

But her heart still ached.
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LORI SAT IN THE LIVING room, gently parting and smoothing Aaliyah’s hair as the little girl sat between her knees. The house was quiet, peaceful—until her phone began to ring.

She glanced at the screen.

Kartier.

She rolls her eyes, then answered. “Yes?”

“Hey, what are you doing?” he asked casually.

“I’m doing our daughter’s hair,” Lori replied.

“Oh. I want to come visit and see my daughter.”

Lori blinked. Visit? Visit your own family? Really? This man is a clown. No. the whole circus. She couldn’t believe she married someone so gullible, so lost.

“Alright,” Lori said flatly. “Just let me know when you’re here.”

They ended the call.

A few minutes later—

Knock, knock, knock.

Lori walked to the door and opened it. Kartier stood there with a grin and a large paper bag in his hand.

Hmm, she thought, eyeing him.

“Hey,” Lori said.

Before anything else could be said, Aaliyah came running down the hallway.

“Daddy! Daddy!” she squealed, launching herself into his arms.

“Hey, my baby girl,” he said, scooping her up and kissing her cheeks. “Oh, how Daddy missed you so much.”

“Where did you go?” she asked, smiling as he sat down with her on his lap.

“Daddy...” he began, pausing.

“Daddy’s been busy,” Lori cut in gently, giving her daughter a reassuring look. “And that’s all you need to know.”

“How have you been, baby girl?” Kartier asked.

“I’ve been good, Daddy! I passed—I’m going to first grade!”

“You did? Aww, congratulations!” he said, tickling her sides.

She giggled loudly. “Stop, Daddy!”

Kartier looked over at Lori. “How’s things been with you, love?”

What a joke, Lori thought.

“I’ve been good,” she said simply.

“Mommy and I go to church now,” Aaliyah chimed in proudly. “Auntie Amber and Auntie B come with us.”

“Oh... well, that’s nice,” he said, glancing at Lori before looking back at their daughter. “Do you like church?”

“I do! They’re other kids there. And Auntie Amber teaches us in our class.”

“Oh, she does?” he said, surprised. “Well tell me—what have you learned so far?”

Aaliyah tapped her chin, thinking hard. “We watched a clip about faith.”

“Faith? What’s faith?” he asked, looking at Lori with confusion.

“What’s faith, Liyah?” Lori asked, kneeling beside her daughter to help her.

“Faith... faith is when you believe,” she said slowly.

“Mmhmm. Believe without...” Lori prompted.

“Without seeing it!” Aaliyah finished proudly.

“That’s right,” Lori said, smiling at her before lifting her gaze to her husband.

“Faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen,” Lori recited. “She learned about many people in the Bible who walked by faith, not by sight.”

“Aww, baby girl, I’m so proud of you,” Kartier said warmly.

“I got you something,” he added, reaching into the paper bag.

“Really?” she said, eyes wide.

He pulled out the newest Barbie












































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
NOBLE

"J GENTLEMEN |

WRITTEN BY SERENITI FITCH






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





