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Replay of the wedding of Pastor Khalil McCoy and
Eliana Hodges…

 


“Dearly beloved, we are gathered here
today….If there is anyone who objects to the union of this couple,
speak now or forever hold your peace.”

A deafening silence filled Holy Rock until a
young lady suddenly appeared in the doorway of the sanctuary.

“I object. How could you marry her when I
have your son, Khalil?” Isabella cried out, holding her three-year
old by the hand but then picked him up and placed him into her
arms. Many of the surprised guests quickly started mumbling to each
other!

From the other side of the church, another
woman stood. A round of fresh whispers and murmurs saturated the
sanctuary.

Khalil couldn’t believe his eyes. Tori? Was
it really her? He hadn’t seen or heard from her since his
twenty-first birthday party four years ago. He assumed she had
moved away. Either way, he didn’t care. She was nothing to him.
Until now. Here she was, standing up with a baby in her arms..

“And what about us, Khalil?” Tori cried
out, holding a cute little brown-haired girl in her arms who looked
around the same age as Isabella’s little boy.

Hezekiah snorted and threw his hand over his
mouth to shield his outburst.

Fancy suddenly grew nauseated. She turned
back around so she could see her son’s reaction.

Khalil looked at Tori. Eyes blazing.

Eliana swooned. Her eyes fluttered. Khalil
caught her in his arms before she hit the floor.

Omar swooped in and helped Xavier carry an
unconscious Eliana over to a cleared pew. The men stumbled and
almost fell over her long bridal train before laying her on the
pew. Her mother and other family members ran up to assist and see
about her.

The final nail in the coffin came when
Detria stood. “Both of y’all lyin’,” she yelled, looking over her
shoulder at Isabella and then back to the other side at Tori.
“Y’all ought to be ashamed of yourselves. I know y’all. And y’all
know y’all lyin’. I know your kind,” she said, pointing toward
Isabella and then turning to point at Tori.

Hand on hip, she said, “Y’all betta leave my
man—I mean, y’all betta leave Pastor K alone,” she quickly
corrected herself. “Y’all ought to know, God don’t like ugly!”
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“The only way to succeed is to make people hate
you. That way, they remember you.”

Josef von Sternberg

 


Rianna confidently paraded into Apartment 3D with
Hezekiah on her heels. Laughing loudly, she flung herself on the
oversized sofa in her living area. Lifting her legs, she kicked off
her shoes while reaching for Hezekiah.

Hezekiah fell into her arms, grabbed her
around the waist, and pulled her thin leggy frame on top of him as
he lay back on the sofa.

“Did you see the look on their faces?” she
said, raising herself up slightly so she could look into his
face.

“Did I? You bet I did.” Hezekiah laughed
too.

“That’s the best wedding I’ve been to in my
life,” Rianna said, still laughing. “You did it, baby. The look on
Pastor Khalil’s face when not one woman, but two women stood up
claiming he was their baby daddy. And all of this is during the
wedding! That was absolutely hilarious.”

“Yeah, but that wasn’t all.”

“Oh, yeah,” Rianna gloated, “Detria Graham
was the unexpected icing on the cake. Standing up in defense of her
man, oh I forgot she said he’s her pastor,” Rianna raised
air quotes, “but we know better.”

“Yeah, her pastor on Sunday and her pimp
during the week,” Hezekiah joked. “I can’t lie though, I thought
sure Eliana was going to walk out on my son, but she actually went
through with the wedding.”

“Yeah, after she woke up from fainting. Poor
girl, she probably didn’t know what hit her.” Rianna laughed and
continued her banter. “Girl just got up and resumed her place in
line.”

Hezekiah cut her laughter off by pulling her
back down to him and kissing her. Slowly, his hands moved downward,
caressing each side of her body to her thighs. He explored her
thighs, his lips never leaving hers while his hands caressed her
smooth warm skin.

Rianna signaled her pleasure by snuggling
even tighter against him.

After their heavy make out session, the
couple, now in their birthday suits, nestled in each other’s arms,
still on the sofa.

“Do you think Khalil and his First Lady are
enjoying each other like we are? I mean, they’re just hours old
into their marriage,” Hezekiah continued teasing.

“He is if he’s anything like his daddy,”
Rianna flirted, followed by rapid pecks on Hezekiah’s lips. “Cause,
you, Pastor Hezekiah McCoy, are not one to be played with. You know
how to make a girl feel special…real special…in all kinda
ways.”

This time Rianna took the lead. She drew
Hezekiah’s face to hers and pressed her open lips against his.

“Round two,” Hezekiah said hungrily.
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“Sometimes things that hurt you most, teach you
the greatest lesson in life.” Buddha

 


The four-hour flight to Montego Bay was traveled
mostly in silence. Thank God for first class travel and a
relatively short flight. This worked out in Eliana’s favor because
it made the trip less awkward. She spent most of the flight
feigning sleep or looking out the window. The glass of red wine
Khalil urged her to have helped to further relax her.

Upon arrival to their honeymoon suite, Khalil
continued his litany of apologies. He may not have been head over
heels in love with Eliana, but he cared about her. He would never
intentionally hurt her—and certainly not by doing something like
what happened today. This was supposed to have been the happiest
day of Eliana’s life. But thanks to Hezekiah McCoy, it had been
ruined. No one would make Khalil believe otherwise.

“I don’t know what else to say,” Khalil said,
pacing the floor of the exquisite king oceanfront room.

Eliana sat in the sitting area while Khalil
continued pleading.

“Can you accept my apology? Will you
accept my apology?” he asked, sighing.

“I do accept it,” Eliana answered slowly,
rising from where she was seated and going over to the king
balcony. “I know it wasn’t your fault. You would never do something
like that. It’s just that it hurt so bad, Khalil. I feel
terrible.”

Khalil walked up on her and stood behind her.
Wrapping his arms around her waist he nuzzled her neck. Between
each word, he planted butterfly kisses on her shoulders, neck, and
the side of her face. “I’m so sorry,” he whispered. “I’ll make it
up to you. I promise.’

No more words were exchanged. Eliana was
consumed by the touch of her husband. She didn’t know whether to be
furious at him or feel sorry that he had been played by more than
likely, his father. She turned toward him, putting her arms around
his neck while his hands explored her.

“I want you, First Lady McCoy,” he whispered,
his breath hot against her ear, while taking her hand and guiding
it to him.

Eliana responded with a light gasp, as every
curve of her body seemed to mesh with his. Forgetting those things
that were behind, Eliana surrendered to his hands caressing her
with unbridled passion.

The pounding oceanfront waves kissed the
sides of their balcony with the same intensity and hunger that
pounded in their bodies for one another.
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Hours later, the sensual sounds of ocean waves
stirred the sleepy newlyweds. Khalil lightly stretched and then
spooned with his bride, gingerly kissing the back and sides of her
neck.

Eliana pressed her buttocks against his front
and wiggled lightly.

“Good morning, First Lady,” he whispered.

Slowly turning toward him, she looked at him
and smiled. “I like the sound of that.” She kissed him lightly.

After making love and taking a shower and
making love again, they left their room and went downstairs to
enjoy breakfast. Sitting on the balcony of the restaurant, they
watched the waves and gloried in the bluest of skies while dining
on fresh Jamaican fruit, made to order omelets, Jamaican Blue
coffee, and custom-blended fruit smoothies.

“This food is delicious. Everything is
first-class,” she complimented Khalil.

“It’s all for you. I want to make you happy,
Eliana. I want us to enjoy life, our life. God is blessing
me and showing favor on me. I’m grateful to Him and I’m grateful to
you.”

“Grateful to me?” Eliana pressed her hand
against her chest.

“Yes, you’re my helpmeet, my rib. The one God
sent my way. And I want to tell you again, assure you, that I had
nothing to do with the fiasco that happened at our wedding.”

“And I told you, I know that, Khalil. Now I
don’t want to talk about it anymore. What’s important is not what
your father tried to do, or whoever it was, what’s important is
that you and I are husband and wife. This marriage is ordained by
God. I believe that with all of my heart and soul.”

She leaned across the table and slightly
lifted her buttocks out of her seat so she could reach his waiting
lips.

“So let’s promise each other to let it go. I
want to cherish this moment, and every moment, with you. I don’t
want any unnecessary distractions.”

“You got it, babe. I want the same thing. I
believe God brought us together. We can be the next Joel and
Victoria Osteen,” Khalil said, smiling and raising his cup of
coffee to his mouth.

“I’ll toast and agree to that.” Eliana raised
her smoothie glass to click with his cup.

The two-week honeymoon was perfect in every
way for Eliana. She was living a life she never imagined could
happen. She told herself for the rest of her life she was going to
live a life pleasing to God and her husband. On top of that, she
vowed to be the best First Lady ever to grace the doors of
Holy Rock Ministries.
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“A limit on what you will do, puts a limit on what
you can do.” Anonymous

 


Khalil and Eliana honeymooned while back in Memphis
Xavier and Ian continued playing house. The twins were growing fast
and Xavier was enjoying his role of being a father, but it was more
challenging than he thought. Maybe that was because he had double
the trouble with two babies. He figured if Pepper was completely
well things would be easier and better. Then again, if that were
the case it would mean he and Ian more than likely would no longer
be together.

Xavier knew sleeping with Ian and having the
man practically living in his house was wrong, but he loved Ian and
he couldn’t see himself apart from him. Ian made being a father to
his boys easier and took a lot of pressure off of him by helping
take care of the twins.

Now that Pepper’s physical and mental health
had improved drastically, Xavier’s attorney, Trevor Price, had
given him the green light to proceed with the divorce. Pepper
promised not to contest it and so far she had kept her word.

As soon as the divorce was final, ninety days
later, Ian and Xavier planned to exchange vows. It still felt
somewhat strange that he could marry Ian, but Xavier was elated,
nonetheless.

Sitting behind his desk at Holy Rock, Xavier
went through the annual church budget, making sure the numbers for
the Youth Department were intact. In order to continue to have a
great youth department it required money. He didn’t want to miss
out on any opportunities to provide classes, field trips, sports
and youth lock-ins. One of the perks of Khalil being senior pastor,
he was sensitive to the needs of young people. Being young himself
and having worked with the youth before he was voted to replace his
father as senior pastor, Khalil understood the importance of
pouring into the youth.

Xavier entered the final numbers into the
spreadsheet, attached it to the email, and pushed SEND. Afterwards,
he went downstairs to the onsite nursery and checked on the twins.
They were doing great, almost one year old, they were rambunctious
and quite the handful.

Sista Mavis stopped Xavier on his way back to
his office.

“Brother Xavier, how are those babies?” she
asked, appearing at the doorway.

“They’re good. I’ll bring them up here before
I leave so you can see them.”

“You make sure you do that. You know I love
to squeeze those chubby cheeks of theirs.” She laughed.

“I know.” Xavier laughed and started walking
away.

“How’s your wife?” Sista Mavis asked.

Xavier should have known Sista Mavis was not
one to be put aside easily. When she was in her talkative mood,
almost nothing or no one could quieten her. It was funny, but then
again it could be irritating. At this moment, Xavier could tolerate
her. He was in a good mood, things were going right in his life,
and he was feeling blessed and highly favored. He stood ready for
whatever she had to say. At least he hoped he was ready. Sista
Mavis could be a real live pistol.

“She’s getting better every day. Thanks for
asking, Sista Mavis.”

“I’ve been praying for her. I pray for her,
and for you, all the time. A mother needs to be with her babies.
Nothing can take the place of a mother’s love, you know.”

Xavier nodded. “I agree, but with God, all
things are possible. I’m grateful that in spite of my wife’s ill
health that the twins are flourishing. They’re happy and healthy.
And thank God too for outside help and friends.”

Sista Mavis suddenly had that what you
talking about look on her face. She put one hand on her hip and
leaned the other part of her slightly heavy physique against the
door jam. “Well, I’m glad you got help. I just hope you’re obedient
to the good Lord. You know God don’t like ugly. And everything this
world preaches about being right doesn’t mean it’s always right.
Just because we’re in the world doesn’t mean we’re supposed
to be of this world.”

“Yes, ma’am” Xavier said, reading between
Sista Mavis’ subliminal homophobic messages. Sometimes when he felt
like it or had the time, he would debate with Sista Mavis. She
seemed to enjoy those times. Today it appeared she was in the mood
for such a debate. Thing is, he wasn’t. He had other things on his
mind or should he say he had Ian on his mind.

He looked at his smartwatch. “Sista Mavis, I
have a couple more reports I need to finish and then I’m getting
out of here. I want to get the twins home early before the bad
weather rolls. They say we should expect heavy storms, possibly a
tornado or straight line winds.”

“Yeah, I know. Ok, young man. Keep them boys
safe. Tell your wife we’re praying for her. And baby, I want you to
listen to the Lord’s voice. He won’t steer you wrong. It’s these
worldly people out here who can lead you astray. Don’t let nobody
lead you away from the things of God.”

Xavier nodded and slowly walked away. “Yes,
ma’am. Thank you. And I’ll try to bring the twins up here to see
you before I leave.” He picked up his pace and headed toward his
office.

Moments after returning to his office, there
was a knock on his office door.

“Come in,” he said to whoever was on the
other side.

The door opened. Peeping around the door
frame was Stiles.

“Come on in, Uncle,” Xavier welcomed.

“Hey, there,” Stiles said, stepping into
Xavier’s tastefully designed office. “Do you have a minute?”

“Yes, for you, of course,” Xavier said,
rising from behind his rectangular desk and walking up to Stiles.
They embraced and then shook hands.

“Sit,” offered Xavier, pointing to the bright
red leather office chair which was a match to his.

Stiles sat down. “How’s everything going? How
are those great nephews of mine? I haven’t seen them in a month or
two.”

“We’re good. They’re growing like weeds.
They’re downstairs in the nursery.”

“Cool, I’ll try to go down and stick my head
in and see them. I want them to know their uncle.” Stiles
quipped.

“Of course, and they will. So what’s going
on? What’s on your mind?” Xavier asked, cutting through the small
talk.

“Well, I wanted to talk to you, let you in on
a couple of things. I actually need to talk to Khalil, but since
he’s still honeymooning, I thought I’d go ahead and let you know
what’s up. I’ll talk to him when he returns.”

“Sure.” Xavier clasped his hands, rested his
elbows on his desk, and set his gaze on his uncle.

“Well, you know your father is starting or
should I say he’s already started his own church.”

“Yeah, I know, New Holy Rock Ministries,”
Xavier responded. “Unlike my brother, I talk to my father. Not all
the time, but we do talk.”

“Good for you, Xavier. Don’t let anything
divide you from family. You know the saying. I’m sure you’ve heard
it most of your life.”

“What’s that? Hol’ up, let me guess. Blood’s
thicker than water.”

“You got it,” Stiles said, pointing a finger
at Xavier and grinning. “And I want you to remember that. Sometimes
we lose focus on the bond of family. That bond is more than just a
biological bond too. I’m talking about a bond with God the father.
The blood He shed for us is thicker than any enemy, any obstacle
that can come against us.”

“That’s understood,” Xavier agreed, hoping
Stiles wasn’t about to go into the same spiel as many others in his
family. “But, Stiles, let me stop you right now if you’re here to
talk about me and Ian. I don’t interfere with your relationship
with Pepper’s mother so I don’t want or need you or anybody trying
to tell me how to live my life.”

“Hol’ up,” Stiles said, raising his hands and
displaying both palms. “That’s not it at all. Okay, so I may not
agree with what you and Ian are doing but at the end of the day
you’re a grown man. You make your own choices. The only person you
have to answer to is that man up above.” Stiles looked up and
pointed a finger.

Xavier exhaled, “My bad, I’m just tired of
all the finger pointing and judgment. Everybody wants to tell me
what to do.”

“Right, right, and like I said, you do you.
But what I want to talk about is me doing me.” Stiles poked his
chest.

“Huh, what does that mean?”

“It means your father, my brother, asked me
to join him in ministry as Associate Pastor of New Holy Rock.”

“Whoa!” Xavier said, returning to his chair
and sitting down. “I guess the only question I have is what did you
say?”

“I told him I had to pray about it, which I
did.”

“You get an answer?”

“I did.”

“And?” said Xavier.

“You are looking at the Associate Pastor of
New Holy Rock Ministries.” Stiles jumped up from his chair and
high-fived Xavier in celebration.

“Whoa, cool. Congrats, Unc!”

“Thanks, Xavier. I wonder how your brother is
going to feel about it.”

Xavier came back from around his desk and the
men hugged.

“Oh, that’s right you haven’t told him.”

“Nah, that’s what I’m going to tell him when
he gets back.”

“You know he’s not going to be happy. You
haven’t been back at Holy Rock for that long so you know he’s going
to trip about you leaving especially when you tell him you’re going
to New Holy Rock. But you said you prayed about it so I guess that
settles it.”

“Yeah, I know he’s going to be upset, and I
hate that, but this is a blessing, you know, to be working in the
ministry next to my brother. God is good.” Stiles beamed. I’m going
to tell your mother next or I may wait and tell her after I tell
Khalil. Anyway, I’m excited about what God is doing.”

“I’m excited for you. I believe you and Dad
are going to do well in ministry. Think about it, he started as
your associate pastor and now God has blessed him with his own
church and you’re going to be right next to him. Look at God,”
Xavier said, smiling and shaking his head.
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“People will be lovers of themselves, lovers of
money…” 2 Timothy 3:2, NIV

 


Xavier sat across the table from his attorney.
Trevor Price was unfortunately not delivering news Xavier wanted to
hear.

“You’re taking a chance, but keep in mind,
she’s done everything the courts asked of her. And I know I told
you to move forward with the divorce, but things have changed.
She’s progressing with therapy, she’s keeping up with her
supervised visits; she’s mentally improving all the way around.
You’ve said it yourself that she’s acting more like the Pepper you
first met. Now, you can go through with the divorce but at this
point, I can no longer guarantee that you’ll be awarded permanent
or even full custody of the twins. If she continues on the path
she’s on, she’ll more than likely be able to regain custody of the
twins or at least share fifty-fifty custody.”

Xavier was truly frustrated. This was not
what he wanted to hear. This would change the whole trajectory of
his life, his relationship with Ian, and could ultimately affect
the relationship he had with his sons.

“Think about what you want to do. The divorce
is right around the corner. It’s your choice.”
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“I want to see my babies,”

Pepper texted Xavier.

It was minutes before midnight on a Tuesday.
This was the kind of stuff Xavier had to put up with from his wife.
Sure, Pepper’s physical condition was good, but mentally Xavier
felt she was still dealing with some issues; he didn’t care what
his attorney said. Xavier didn’t agree with Trevor especially
during times like this when Pepper was worrying the heck out of
him.

The postpartum psychosis had worked its toll
on her but every day she seemed to regain a little of her mental
fortitude. She was still unable to return to her regular job, and
she was still on medication for depression but at least she was
trying to better herself. She planned to return to work she said
once the twins got a little older.

“Ur scheduled visitation is not until
Friday. U know that, Pepper.”

“I miss my babies.”

“Call tomorrow at a decent hour,”

Xavier texted before turning back over in his bed
and scrolling through social media on his phone.

Pepper sent several more follow-up texts
until Xavier stopped responding. He knew his wife well enough to
know that as long as he replied she was going to keep sending him
one text after another.

He threw his phone to the side of him, got
out of his bed, and went to the twins’ bedroom and checked in on
them. The ten-month old babies were sound asleep.

Xavier walked over to their cribs and looked
down on his sleeping sons. His heart swelled with pride. He thanked
God each and every day for the double blessing. He thought of his
other child, the third baby who died
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