
THE BANISHED BRIDE OF CHRIST

A Novella


Table of Contents

Title Page

The banished Bride of Christ

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

By

Rose Nzima Ngomambi

Young Adults/ Adults

Love / Betrayal/ Redemption/ second chance

Copyright © 2025 Rose Nzima Ngomambi

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means. Including photocopying, recording or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of author, except for brief quotation in reviews.

This a work of fiction, Names, Characters, Places and incidents either are produced of author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual event’s, locales or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

For permissions, inquiries, or more information contact: 

ngomambirose@gmail.com

Cover Design by: Celestia

Published by: Rose Nzima

Table of contents:

––––––––
[image: image]


Contents

––––––––
[image: image]


	Acknowledgement..............................................................................................x


	Chapter 1: The Calling..........................................................................................1


	Chapter 2: A Guiding Hand or a Hidden Trap?..............................................................5


	Chapter 3: Stranded in the Dark.............................................................................8


	Chapter 4:A Guesthouse with no Escape......... .........................................................11


	Chapter 5: A Violated Soul...................................................................................15


	Chapter 6:  Shackled in Silence...............................................................................21


	Chapter 7: The Banished Bride of Christ..................................................................25


	Chapter 8:The Weight of A curse.........................................................................29


	Chapter 9: A Mother’s Burden.............................................................................33


	Chapter 10:  A New Beginning............................................................................37


	Chapter 11: Weight of a Curse.. ..........................................................................40


	Chapter 12: The Spoken Shock ...........................................................................43


	Chapter 13: Damien’s Confession.......................................................................45


	Chapter 14: The Truth Unravelling......................................................................48




	Chapter 15: A Mother’s Instinct........................................................................51


	Chapter 16: A Heavy Heart.............................................................................54


	Chapter 17: A Love Reborn ............................................................................56


	About the Author: .......................................................................................59


	Teaser....................................................................................................60


Acknowledgement

This book would not have been possible without the love and support of my readers, family and friends. A heartfelt thank you to everyone who encouraged me, inspired me, and believed in this story.

Special thanks to Celestia. Your support means the world to me.

And to my incredible readers-thank you for every page you turn, every moment you spend with my characters. This journey is for you!

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1


[image: image]


The calling

Arrival At The Convent

The scent of old parchment and burning incense filled the air as Seraphina stepped out of the cab, gripping the handle of her small worn-out suitcase. Her heart pounded against her ribs-half with excitement, half with the weight of what she was leaving behind. The grand convent stood before her, its ancient stone walls stretching toward the heavens, the towering cross at its peak casting a shadow over the courtyard. The place she had dreamed of for years.

‘’This is it,’’ she whispered to herself.  

A group of nuns, dressed in flowing black habits moved gracefully across the courtyard, their soft murmurs blending with the distant chime of church bells. The sight filled her with a strange sense of peace. She was finally here. But peace was not the only thing that waited for her within those walls.

‘’You must be Seraphina,’’ a deep voice interrupted her thoughts.

She turned and met the gaze of a young priest standing near the archway of the entrance. His robes were crisp, his presence commanding yet strangely tense.

‘’Father Damien,’’ he introduced himself, offering his hand.

She hesitated before shaking it, something about the way his eyes lingered making her uneasy. But she dismissed the feeling. He was a man of God.

‘’I am honoured to be here, Father,’’ she said softly.

‘’ You will find the convent.. life changing,’’ he replied, but something in his tone made the words feel like a warning.

Flashback- Her Struggle to Join The Convent

Before stepping through those sacred doors, Seraphina’s mind drifted to the past-to the nights she spent pleading with her mother to let her leave home and devote herself to God.

‘’Seraphina, you don’t understand what you’re asking!’’ her mother’s voice trembled with desperation.

‘’I do Mama! This is what I want. This is what I was born for!’’

Her mother’s weary eyes filled with tears. ‘’You were born to live, to love, to have a family.’’

‘’I am choosing love! A higher love, a love that does not break, does not betray!’’

Her mother grabbed her hands squeezing them tightly. ‘’Then why does it feel like I am loosing you?’’

Seraphina’s heart ached, but she stood firm. ‘’Because I was never meant to belong to this world.’’

That night, her mother cried herself to sleep. And now, standing at the gates of the convent, Seraphina wondered if she had broken the heart of the only person who had ever truly loved her.

But it was too late. She had chosen her path.

Entering Her New Life

The heavy wooden doors of the convent creaked open as Mother Lucia, the head of the convent, greeted her warmly.

‘’Welcome, sister Seraphina, from this moment on, your past life is no more.’’

Seraphina took a deep breath, stepping forward into the unknown. Behind her, Father Damien watched. And in that moment, the heavens themselves seemed to darken.

The Gifted One

Uneasy Beginnings

Seraphina knelt in the chapel, whispering her evening prayers. The dim candlelight, flickered, casting long shadows on the ancient walls. She had been at the convent for two weeks now, and though the sisters were kind, she still felt like a stranger in their world.

A presence loomed behind her.

‘’You pray with such conviction.’’

She turned sharply, father Damien stood there, watching her. His face was unreadable, his dark eyes unreadable.

‘’Forgive me father, I didn’t hear you approach,’’ she said, lowering her gaze.

‘’I have been observing you,’’ his tone was calm, but something about it sent a chill down her spine.

‘’You are different, sister Seraphina. There is something about in you... something powerful.’’

Her fingers clenched against her robe. Why did his voice feel both commanding and invasive?

‘’I don’t understand,’’ she murmured.

‘’You will,’’ he said simply, ‘’in time.’’

Then without another word, he turned and walked away, leaving her heart pounding in her chest.

His Change in Tone

Days passed, and she found herself crossing paths with him more often. Each time, he seemed to soften. He smiled more. He spoke gently, asking about her past life before the convent. He praised her devotion, telling her she had a gift.

‘’You have a way with words, Sister,’’ he told her one evening. ‘’Á voice that can touch souls.’’

A warmth bloomed in her chest. No one had ever said that to her before.

‘’Perhaps God has a greater plan for you.’’

The idea thrilled her. She had sacrificed everything to be here, and now, Father Damien-the most respected priest in the parish-was saying she was meant for something bigger.

A Warning Ignored

One night, after evening prayers, Sister Agnes, an older nun, approached her.

‘’Be careful, child.’’

Seraphina frowned. ‘’What do you mean?’’

Sister Agnes glanced toward the door where Father Damien had just exited. Her voice dropped to a whisper.

‘’The devil does not always wear horns.’’

Seraphina’s heart stilled.

‘’I don’t understand-’’

‘’You will, ‘’the old nun said, echoing Father Damien’s words. ‘’But I pray it will not be too late.’’

Seraphina brushed off the warning, surely, Sister Agnes was mistaken. Father Damien was a man of God. He believed in her.

She did not yet realize...

He had chosen her.
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A Guiding Hand or a Hidden Trap?

The candlelight flickered across the stone walls of the chapel as Seraphina knelt in prayer, her hands clasped tightly, as her lips moving in silent devotion. The soft whisper of Father Damien’s voice beside her sent a strange shiver down her spine-not of fear but something else. Something unfamiliar.

He had taken a keen interest in her since her arrival, guiding her through scripture, correcting her posture in prayer, and reminding her-constantly that she had a gift.

‘’Your voice, Seraphina... it is not meant to be hidden behind the convent walls,’’ he said one evening , his deep voice barely above a whisper. ‘’God has given you something powerful. Have you ever considered preaching?’’ 

She looked at him, startled. ‘’women do not preach, father.’’

He smiled. ‘’Not yet.’’

There was something about him-intense, magnetic, a presence that demanded attention. The other nuns spoke highly of him, how he was once considered for a higher position in the church but he refused, choosing instead to stay in their small parish. A devoted man. A good man.

So why did she feel a strange weight in his presence?

One evening after prayer, he lingered, watching her with an unreadable expression. ‘’You should come with me  to the next village.’’ he said suddenly, ‘’I want you to speak to the people. To practice what God has placed in you.’’ 

Seraphina’s heart skipped. ‘’Me?’’

‘’Yes,’’ he stepped closer, his gaze never leaving hers, ‘’I see something in you, Seraphina. Something divine. This journey... it is meant for you.’’

Her mind swirled. She had never left the convent since arriving. The idea of stepping into the world, speaking to strangers, trusting herself to be guided by faith alone... it both terrified and thrilled her. She agreed.

For the rest of the week, preparation began. She spent hours studying scriptures, rehearsing prayers, and fasting for guidance. Every night, Father Damien guided her in private prayer, sometimes sitting  too close to her, his whispers lingering in the air along after he had left. She ignored the goosebumps, she ignored the way her breath caught when his hand briefly touched hers over the prayer book.

She was just nervous. Just excited. Just... imagining things.

A week passed in a blur. The night before the journey, she stood before the mirror in her chamber, smoothing down her habit, whispering a prayer for strength. Tomorrow, her life would change.

She just didn’t know how.

Road to Destiny

The day had arrived.

Seraphina’s hands trembled as she folded her few belongings into a small bag. Three days. that’s how long they would be gone. She kept reminding herself that this was a mission-a calling. A test of faith.Still she couldn’t shake the feeling in her chest. That deep, unsettling tightness. Like a warning.

She glanced at the doorway where sister Agnes stood, her wrinkled hands gripping the rosary tightly. ‘’God be with you, child,’’ the old nun whispered. Her eyes held something-something Seraphina couldn’t quite read. Was it concern? Or was she imaging things?

Shaking off the doubt, Seraphina stepped outside where father Damien was already waiting.

His car-a sleek black vehicle that looked far too expensive for a simple priest-gleamed under the morning sun, it felt out of place, too polished, too different from the humble world of the convent.

He smiled when he saw her, ‘’Ready?’’

She hesitated for just a moment before nodding. ‘’Yes, father.’’

As soon as she settled into the passenger seat, the door shut with a quiet click. The sound sent an unexpected chill down her spine.They drove in silence for a while, the hum of the engine the only sound between them. The road stretched endlessly ahead, cutting through fields and forests, leading them deeper into unfamiliar territory.

Father Damien’s driving was slow, deliberate. His hands rested lazily on the wheel, but his eyes....his eyes flicked to her too often.

‘’You are quiet,’’ he finally said.

Seraphina forced a smile. ‘’I am just nervous.’’

‘

‘’You shouldn’t be.’’ his voice was smooth, too smooth. ‘’You have a gift, Seraphina. I wouldn’t have brought you if I didn’t believe in you.’’

She swallowed. ‘’Thank you, Father.’’

He chuckled. ‘’Damien just Damien when its just the two of us.’’

Her fingers tightened around her dress, something about that felt wrong. But she forced herself to nod. ‘’Alright Damien.’’

The way his lips curled at the sound of
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