
hell

The Pulpit Ladies

––––––––

[image: image]

“My Son’s Wife” series

––––––––

National Bestselling Author

Shelia E. Bell


Table of Contents

Title Page

The Pulpit Ladies (My Son's Wife, #14)

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

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Chapter 42

Chapter 43

Chapter 44

Chapter 45

Chapter 46

Chapter 47

Chapter 48

Chapter 49

Epilogue

Further Reading: Whom the Son Sets Free

Also By Shelia Bell

Also By Shelia E. Bell

About the Author

Copyright © 2025

The Pulpit Ladies

Shelia E. Bell, Shelia Bell

Digital License Notes

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return it and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced mechanically, electronically, or by any other means without prior consent of the publisher, except brief quotes used in reviews.

This is a work of fiction. Any references or similarities to actual events, real people living or dead, or to real locales are intended are to give the novel a sense of reality. Any similarity in other names, characters, places, and incidents is purely coincidental.

www.sheliawritebooks.com 

Aurora, Colorado

Acknowledgments

Thank you for reading my work! Plain and simple. No elaborate words. No rambling. Just a simple and humble “Thank You.”

Thank you to every reader, beta reader, editor, friend, critic, book club, social media person(s), and those who help me to live my literary dreams!

I love what I have been assigned to do. I thank God for His continued grace, unmerited favor, and mercy. I thank Him for His continued blessing of mental, physical, emotional, and financial health and wealth. Most of all, I am thankful He isn’t through with me yet!

[image: image]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


Don’t Look Back

“Don’t ruin a new day by thinking about  yesterday.” Unknown
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“Look, sweetheart, I keep telling you not to stress about things out of your control. When you do that, it means you’re not putting your total trust and faith in God,” Christian Black told his wife.

Luna looked at him like she didn’t know him. How could he tell her not to worry or stress when she was walking around every day, not knowing who had sexually assaulted her and if they would come for her again? The one thing that came out of that horrifying time sixteen months ago was Little Laiyah Rose. She looked at her sweet baby girl asleep on their bed and smiled before her face turned back into a frown. 

“Seems like we’re no closer to finding that...that monster.”

Christian stepped behind her before wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her into a gentle embrace. He pressed a soft kiss to the side of her neck. “Didn't I promise we'd do everything to find him? I meant that. We won’t give up, and we won’t let the police give up, either.”

Luna nodded and leaned her head against his chest. These past months had been stressful. Having a seven-month-old, a two-year-old, and a husband was rewarding, but it was a new level of different for Luna. She was used to the corporate, big-time senior executive lifestyle that reaped bountiful rewards for her professionally, financially, and emotionally. She and Christian had lucrative careers that allowed them to take luxury vacations if they chose or travel at a whim. But living that lifestyle was nothing compared to motherhood.

She enjoyed taking care of Laiyah Rose and Dax. Her love for her children was unexplainable. Yet, when it came to her baby girl, every time she looked at her, it was a constant reminder of how the child was conceived. The nightmares were far less, but they were still a part of her life. She was mentally tormented even more because she didn’t know who the man was. But she believed it had to be someone who knew her and that she wasn’t some random person he had abducted off the street. After hearing the man’s strange voice and smelling that distinct scent at Pastor’s repast a few months prior, she believed he was someone who traveled in their circles. He must have known Stiles or Pastor. What other reason would he be at the repast?

She felt Christian’s embrace and soft kiss pulling her from her tormenting thoughts. 

“Come on,” he said tenderly, “let’s finish getting ready.”

“You’re right,” she said, turning toward him and smiling. “I wouldn’t want my favorite, newly appointed deacon to be late.” She kissed him on his lips, turned, and walked past.

He playfully swatted her backside. 

Upon arriving at New Holy Rock, Luna went to her usual pew after taking both kids to the nursery. Taking them to the church nursery was something she’d recently started doing. She was leery about leaving them in the past, not because she didn’t think they would be watched after, but simply because she was a doting mother who trusted no one with her kids. But she had come to know and befriend many of the people at New Holy Rock. She also volunteered once a month to work in the nursery, providing her with an extra sense of mental comfort. 

As the service started, she scanned many familiar faces in the pews. With pride, she watched Christian fulfill his role. Today was what New Holy Rock called “Sacrament Sunday,” and Christian was excited to assist with the Lord's Supper. Christian had been a deacon at the church he and Luna were members of when they lived in New York, so he was equally grateful when Stiles appointed him to serve at New Holy Rock.

At the end of the service, Stiles announced, “We are presenting before God and committing their lives to the one and only Savior, these little ones whose parents and guardians are bringing to the altar. Pastor McCoy,” Stiles said, “will you please come forward and give the blessing over these little ones.”

As the congregation began singing, the parents, with their little ones, walked toward the front of the sanctuary, stopping at the altar.

As one of the men passed her row, Luna inhaled the almost medicinal scent she would never forget. Her palms grew clammy, and the edges of her vision blurred. This was the first time she could see his face because she never saw his face during the assault, but his voice and that scent were seared into her memory. Every instinct screamed to get up and run, but her legs felt anchored to the carpeted floor. 

“When I come to you,” Hezekiah said to the parents, “please introduce yourselves and your child to the congregation. The word of God says to train up a child in the way he should go, and when he is old, he will not depart from it. Today, you are standing here, making the first crucial step toward these little ones’ eternal futures. You are presenting them back to the one and only God.”

Hezekiah soon stood before the man Luna believed could be her abductor. The man stood next to a short, narrow-hipped Asian woman with flowing, coarse black hair, which Luna assumed was his wife. 

“My name is Maria Torres. This is my baby...our baby, Carmen Valentina Torres,” she said, looking at her baby and then up at the man who towered over her. 

“We are committing her life back to God,” the man said, picking up where the mother left off. “My wife and I have much to be grateful for as she has struggled to conceive for many years. God has heard our prayers,” he said in broken English. His voice was deep and demanding.

Luna suddenly felt sick. The baby looked like a replica of Laiyah Rose. She had the same thick black hair, oddly shaped eyes, and olive complexion as Laiyah Rose. Could this be the monster that ruined my life? But now, listening to him, his voice sounded different from what she remembered. And that scent may not have been exactly how her abductor smelled. Or was it? Suddenly, She was confused, with a thousand doubts running through her mind. 

Luna and the man seemed to lock gazes for a split second, causing her heart to race like she was in the Indy 500. That’s not him, she told herself. No way could someone as evil as the man who assaulted her be standing at the front of the church, professing to have a relationship with God. But if this was him, then he deserved to be roasting in hell, not in a church dedicating his kid. 

For the first time in her life, the church's familiar safety now felt like a trap, and she was once again a prisoner. She stiffened as memories of her assault and kidnapping surfaced in vivid flashes. At the same time, Hezekiah effortlessly continued the christening while Christian gloried in his newly appointed position, oblivious that his wife was falling apart on the inside.

She struggled to contain her emotions on the drive from New Holy Rock to their suburban home. 

“You good?” he asked, briefly looking away from the road at her. 

“Yes, I’m good. We’ll talk at home,” she whispered.

She didn’t want their kids to see her emotionally upset, so she put in her earbuds and turned on her playlist. 

Arriving home thirty-five minutes later, Luna put the kids in their highchairs, and she and Christian prepared lunch. 

Afterward, with a tray of sandwiches, chips, and sodas, Luna and Christian went into the family room while the kids ate. Their home's open-style layout gave them a clear view of them at all times. Laiyah Rose already had a face full of mac and cheese, and the rest was spread across her highchair like she was designing a masterpiece. Christian and Luna laughed, seeing the mess she made as she ventured into the excitement of feeding herself. 

Dax was a two-year-old with a gigantic appetite. He had already devoured his serving of mac and cheese and had started eating his second of three fish sticks. 

“It was him,” Luna insisted, putting a handful of chips into her mouth.

“I don’t know, sweetheart. I think it’s someone you think might be him. I’m not trying to downplay your feelings or what you believe you saw, but I want you to be realistic. How likely would it be for the person who abducted you to show up at New Holy Rock with his wife and kid? What would be the sense in that?” Christian said.

“I don’t know, and maybe it doesn’t make sense, but I’m telling you, he looked at me like he was letting me know it was him. I’m scared, Christian,” Luna began crying.

Christian moved next to her and held her in his arms, hoping to comfort her and bring her some sense of ease to replace the fear attacking her. He loved his wife. He wanted nothing more than to have whoever was responsible for the assault to be arrested and put behind bars for life. 

It was because of this monster that Christian still found it hard to love his daughter the way she deserved. He was still aloof with her at times, especially during times like this when Luna was having a moment, and all Christian could relive was knowing another man had gotten his wife pregnant. It wasn’t Laiyah Rose’s fault; he understood that, but he was human and beyond perfect. He could only pray that God would soften his heart and show him how to love and fully accept Laiyah Rose as his daughter, just as he loved and accepted Dax.
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Skeletons

––––––––
[image: ]


“Let today be the day you learn the grace of letting go and the power of moving on.” S. Maraboli

––––––––
[image: ]


After the Monday morning briefing, Christian went into his office and called Stiles. 

“Hey, what’s up, Black,” Stiles answered, nursing a cup of lukewarm coffee while leaning back in his office chair.

“I need your help.” Christian went on to tell him about the couple at yesterday’s christening and what Luna’s thoughts were.

“Man, that’s crazy. But to answer your question, they joined New Holy Rock a few weeks ago at midweek service. You and Luna weren’t there. I think one of the kids had a fever or something. But, yeah, anyway, he and his wife joined. If I remember, they migrated here from Venezuela. They arrived in the States a few months before the pandemic. I can’t believe you haven’t seen him around. He’s part of New Holy Rock’s housekeeping staff. We hired him a few months ago,” Stiles told him. 

“Hmmm. He legal?” Christian inquired.

“Hah, what you trying to do? Get me in some immigration trouble?”

“You know me betta than that,” replied Christian. “I’m just trying to find out as much as possible about this guy. I told you, Luna thinks he could be the kidnapper. If he is, I won’t rest until I make him pay.”

“I don’t know much about him. I rarely see him, but I’ve heard no complaints from the staff. I’ve talked to him briefly, but his English is quite limited, and it’s the same for me when it comes to Spanish—I understand very little. But I didn’t get any weird vibes. He seemed straight.”

“I heard that. Well, I’m going to look into his background a little deeper. See what I can find out. I want Luna to feel safe and secure when coming to church or going anywhere for that matter.”

“I want that for her, too,” said Stiles. “I want whoever did this to her to pay for his crimes. Hey, why don’t you check with Hezekiah too? See if he knows anything more than I do. He’s more in touch and hands-on with the daily going on of the staff.”

“Okay, I’ll do that. Well, thanks for your time.”

“No problem, my friend. God bless you and Sista Luna. Have a good one. Talk to you later.” 

After the call with Stiles, Christian followed up by calling Hezekiah.

“You’ve reached Hezekiah McCoy's voicemail. Please leave a message....”

“Hezekiah, it’s Christian. Hit me back up at your convenience. I want to talk to you about one of the employees at New Holy Rock—Nicolas Torres.”

While waiting for Hezekiah to call him back, Christian began researching Torres. He was surprised to discover that Torres previously worked as a custodian in the building where Luna worked. Christian found it even more odd that Torres now worked at New Holy Rock. Was this a coincidence, or could Torres be tracking Luna? He grabbed his phone and keys, checked his back pocket for his wallet, and dashed to his garage. This was one of those times he was glad Luna hadn’t returned to work because he was going to go to her office building and ask some questions, and he didn’t want her anywhere around when he did.

†
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Luna fed Dax a snack and breastfed Laiyah Rose, and now they were down for the first of two naps they took during the day. She moseyed into the kitchen and poured a glass of sugar-free root beer before going into the family room and propping her feet on the ottoman.

She sighed heavily. She was already tired, and it was only a little past noon, but she’d been up since the crack of dawn. Between spending most of the morning feeding, dressing, and playing with the kids, she had washed a load of clothes, put in another load, folded a load from the day before, ran the vacuum, mopped the hardwoods, and dusted the house. Christian had suggested on more than one occasion that they bring on a housekeeper to take some of the load and pressure off Luna. 

Christian would help, but that was usually on the weekends and focused more on the kids. Coming home late in the evening after a long day at the office and, most times, in and out of court was draining. Being an executive with heavy responsibilities, Luna understood the demands of his job. Whenever she returned to work, she told herself she wouldn’t think twice about hiring a housekeeper. Until then, she would continue to do it herself. She used it as a form of exercise. It was working, too, because Luna had recently lost seven pounds.

She reached for the glass and took a gulp of the refreshing beverage. 

Ding.

“Hey, sis. What’s up this morning?”

“laid back with my feet propped up.”

“L O L. Already? What time is it there? Eleven?”

“No, noon, but I have to take a break when the kids take a break.”

“They must be napping?” Lorie texted.

“Yeah, but you better believe it won’t be for long. What’s going on?”

“Not a whole lot.”

Luna picked up the phone and FaceTimed her sister. “Hey, I didn’t feel like texting back and forth. So what’s going on?”

“I was checking to see how everything was with you and the kids,” she paused, “and that husband of yours, too.”

“We’re good. Other than I think I’m beginning to get on hubby’s nerves.”

“What?” Lorie tilted her head, her brows knitting together. “Why do you say that?”

“You and I haven’t talked, other than through text, in a couple of weeks, but since then, I think I saw the man who assaulted me, Lorie. Christian thinks I’m being overly paranoid, but I know what I saw.”

“The last time you mentioned anything to me about him was when you said you saw someone who sounded like him or something at that preacher’s repast.”

“Yes, at Pastor Graham’s repast. But that was months ago. But yesterday, at the end of service, we had a baby christening. This couple was one of about five couples that came up to have their babies christened. That’s when I saw him.”

“Are you serious?” said Lorie after hearing the full recount of the incident.

“Yes. And that baby, Lorie. Lorie, I swear that baby looked like Laiyah Rose. I’m telling you.”

“Come on, now, Luna. Like Laiyah Rose? That sounds a little weird,” Lorie said. 

“It’s the truth. I’m serious, Lorie.”

“Do you really think that could have been him? And if it was, why would he be at your church? Have you seen him there before yesterday?”

“No, but I asked Christian if he knew anything about him. He said he and his wife were new members, and get this, he’s the church’s new janitor. I’m going to find out more about him. I have to know if it’s him or not.”

“I don’t know, sis. You need to be careful. If it turns out that this is the guy, then you know he’s dangerous. Please don’t do anything foolish.”

“I won’t. I have my kids to think of. But if that is him, I don’t want that monster walking around free to hurt me or anyone else ever again. You know what I mean?”

“Yeah, I do. But enough of the creepy talk. On a lighter note, I thought you’d like to know that I met a guy.”

“O M G! Lorie, that’s great. Tell me all about him.”

The sisters chatted for half an hour when Dax woke up, calling for his daddy and for food. 

“Eat. Nuggets,” he said. “Eat. Nuggets.”

Dax rarely called for Luna, but she’d learned to get past her feelings of insecurity about it. She often told Christian that God blessed them with two children, one for him and one for her. They would laugh over that.

“Look, I gotta go, Lorie. Dax is awake, and of course, he’s screaming to eat like he’s starving.”

Lorie laughed. “I hear him. That little boy is so funny. Love you, sis. Buh-bye. Oh, and kiss them for me.”

At the end of the call, Lorie held her phone while sitting at her office desk, wondering just who the man was who attacked her sister. Could it be someone from Luna’s past? It had been years since the sisters had seen each other or been in each other’s lives until six months ago. Before then, Lorie had no idea what kind of lifestyle her sister and Christian lived. Then again, they didn’t know her lifestyle either. Yes, she was a successful businesswoman in the real estate arena, but her personal love life was in a shambles.

Lorie was looking for love, the kind of love Luna and Christian appeared to have. She couldn’t help but smile when she relived those stolen nights she’d spent with Christian Black. 

“Ummm, all things happen for a reason,” Lorie mouthed, twirling in her chair and tapping the desk with her long, polished fingernail. “But I’m here to tell you, big sis, you better keep your man full because if you don’t, he might get fed somewhere else.” Lorie laughed, shook her head, and then turned to face her computer. “Time to get back to making this money.” 
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Second Chances
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“Moving on is easy.” Shelia E. Bell
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“Fancy, this is the job of a lifetime! Think about it. In two weeks, I will officially start my new position as senior account executive at one of the top ad agencies in the South. Oh, did I mention they’re starting me at seventy-five K!” Victoria squealed with excitement.

“O M G! God is good, girl. I’m telling you, it couldn’t happen to a better person, Vicky. You deserve it. You’ve worked hard, and you’ve earned it.”

“Thanks, bestie. I know this position will be one of the best jobs I’ve ever had. I mean, the salary alone is enough to change my life. No more struggling or having to rob Peter to pay Paul. You know what I mean?”

“Yes, that is amazing. When God opens doors, I tell you, he opens them wide!”

“Yes, he does. So when I receive my first check, you and I are going to hit this city running,” Victoria exclaimed. “We’ll do lunch at one of the fanciest restaurants in town. Then we’ll do some retail therapy and whatever else our little ol’ hearts desire.” 

Both ladies laughed.

“I can’t wait,” said Fancy. “Now, tell me what’s up with you and your new boo.”

“I like him. We have fun together and good conversations, and did I mention he’s a great lover.”

“I don’t get it then, so what’s your hangup?” 

Victoria shrugged. “I don’t know. I’m fifty years old, Fancy. I don’t have time for all the drama. My life is easy now, and it’s about to get even easier. At least, I hope so with this new job. But still, I don’t want to deal with someone underfoot all day and night. I used to think I wanted a man, you know, someone to spend the rest of my life with.”

“What happened, Vicky? What changed?”

“I’ve been married and been divorced. Dated around. Ran into some bums. Met some possibles. I even witnessed the downfall of your relationship. I saw how much Hezekiah and Winston hurt you. Then you meet a good man, Micah Daniels, who thought the sun rose and shined on you, and look what happened to him. Some crazy, jealous B takes his life,” Victoria said, her words filled with rage.

Fancy’s face reddened at the thought of her lost love, Micah Daniels. He was such a good man. She was falling in love with him, but for some reason or other, she felt like God said that was another no-no, and He allowed him to be taken. 

“Vicky, I’m so sorry; God knows I am. I had no idea my problems affected you like that.”

“It’s not just your problems, Fancy. That’s not what I’m saying. I’m talking about relationships. Period. Look at my daughter. Pepper is gobbling anxiety pills like Skittles because she blames herself for Xavier’s suicide. Look, I’m sorry for bringing up bad memories.”

“It’s okay. With God’s help, I’m learning to cope with his death. I feel sorry for Pepper, though. I hate she feels the way she does.“

“Me too, Fancy,” Vicky sighed.

“As for you, it’s perfectly fine to want someone in your life, Vicky.”

“Am I wrong for wanting to be content dating and having a nice male companion without all the other baggage?”

“No, you’re not wrong, but let me ask you this. What about Stiles? He was a good guy. And yes, I’ve heard your story a thousand times about you not wanting to be a first lady. But did you really give that relationship a chance, Vicky?” Fancy questioned.

“Yes, I gave it a chance. I stayed in it longer than I should have, and not because of anything bad happening. It was me. I’ve told you that and told Stiles, too, when I broke up with him. But you’re right; Stiles is a good guy. And Mya is the perfect person for him. I couldn’t be happier for them. This guy I’m seeing now is cool so far. He’s a few years older. He goes with the flow. My flow, I should say. Which means I like things just the way they are. If I want him to spend the night occasionally, or he wants me to spend the night with him occasionally, that’s fine. He travels a lot with his job, so that’s an added plus. I believe he understands that I mean it when I say I only want a casual relationship. Then again, I told him I also don’t want someone who sleeps around or still wants to be a player. I know you may say I can’t have it both ways, but this guy, I think he’s pretty much on the same page as me. He’s around Hezekiah’s age. He’s originally from Butte. His family still lives there.”

“Wait, did you say Butte? As in Butte, Montana?”

Vicky nodded.

“Are there any Black folks in Butte?” Fancy asked, looking wide-eyed in surprise and chuckling.

“Uh,” Vicky smiled and replied, “I never said he was Black, did I?”

“Well, excuse me. You mean you went and got yourself a white boy?”

“Yep. I told you, at my age, all I’m looking for is good companionship. Someone who treats me nice. Who has his own and doesn’t have a lot of drama. If he meets that criteria, who cares what color he is.”

Fancy nodded in agreement. “I heard that. Tell me about him.”

“He’s been married twice and divorced twice.”

Fancy frowned.

Vicky continued, ignoring Fancy’s scowl. “Hey, it is what it is. I can deal with that. I’ve had a ton of relationships. Thank God I only married once. He has grown kids with his second wife and three grandchildren.”

“What’s he do for a living and why is he in Memphis?”

“He’s an executive at FedEx. His main office is headquartered here, but because of his position, he gets to travel free, so he sees his family often. They live in Montana, except for his oldest son. He lives on the East Coast. Anyway, that’s the full rundown on my secret lover.” Victoria laughed out loud.

“Does this secret lover have a name?” Fancy’s expression changed from a scowl to a pleasant look.

“Uh, do you have to know ev-e-ry-thing?” Victoria asked.

“I sure do,” Fancy replied, “so what is it?”

“Wyatt.”

“Wyatt—hmmm, Wyatt,” Fancy said, smiling.

“Good. Now, enough about Wyatt and me. What’s going on with you and the man living in your backyard who just happens to be your ex-husband?”

“He just signed another six-month lease,” Fancy quickly said, almost mumbling.

“Uhh, will you repeat that?” Victoria asked, pretending she didn’t understand her.

“You heard me. His lease was up last month. He only signed a six-month lease initially. We talked the other day, and I mean, since things are going well, we don’t see any reason to change the setup we have. He said he’s in no rush to move anywhere, and honestly, I’m in no rush for him to move either. He likes the casita. He likes the privacy of Lion’s Gate. I mean, think about it. If Hezekiah wasn’t renting it, I’d be listing it again as an Airbnb with God knows who staying in the back of me. Like you told me at the beginning, he’s someone I know. He pays his rent on time. He loves to help when I have the grandkids. He even does a little handiwork around the place. I mean, it’s a win-win for both of us. And, before you even ask, I’ve told you once, if not a thousand times, that we have not messed around. Not one time. It’s the farthest thing from my mind,” Fancy said.

“You don’t have to explain anything to me. You certainly don’t have to try to convince me about whether the two of you are sharing the sheets. You’re both grown. Whatever works for you and Hezekiah works for me. I don’t want you walking around here fooling yourself.”

“What do you mean, fooling myself?” Fancy said, adjusting herself on the FaceTime screen.

“Please, you know what I mean. You still have feelings for the man. I don’t care what he’s put you through; you still love him. I’m your bestie. I know these things. And it’s obvious he still has feelings for you, too.”

“Vicky,” Fancy sighed, “let’s not go there. Not today.”

“Hey, lucky you. You just got off the hook. This is Pepper trying to call me. We’ll pick this conversation back up another time. Talk to you later.”

“Okay, see ya, Vicky.”

Fancy went into the kitchen and began washing dishes. She rarely left dirty dishes, but earlier, she had rushed out of the house to avoid being late for a meeting at Holy Rock. She usually prided herself on being prompt, but waking up to rain and thunderstorms put her behind schedule. First, she overslept. She knew she shouldn’t have taken that Tylenol, but the fierce storm caused her head to hurt, and the caplet put her out like a light. The flip side was that when it was time to wake up, she hit the snooze button twice before realizing she would definitely be late if she didn’t get up when she did. The rain was already going to slow her down. 

She managed to make it just in time for the meeting, which lasted a little less than two hours. After that, she talked to Khalil and Sista Mavis and then headed home to work on some designs for a client. She didn’t get much done because that’s when Victoria FaceTimed her, and they ended up talking for almost two hours.

With the kitchen tidied up, she looked at her Apple watch; it was 3:57 p.m. She went to her office and worked on designs for a newlywed couple from Holy Rock who had purchased a fixer-upper and hired Fancy as their interior designer. God was definitely making room for her to use her gifts.

Another huge blast of thunder followed by lightning seemed to shake the house. Fancy jumped. At the same time, the doorbell rang. 

“Who is this? The guard gate didn’t call me,” she said, feeling a little nervous.

She opened the door quickly just as another round of thunder and lightning darted across the sky. 

“Get in here,” she barked, stepping aside to a dripping-wet Hezekiah. “What happened?”

“That rain is coming down like it’s about to be a tornado. When I got to the casita, I couldn’t find my keys. I must have left them on my office desk. Of course, it didn’t take but a few seconds for me to get drenched. That storm ain’t playing. It’s not even five o’clock, and it looks like it’s ten o’clock at night,” he complained. 

“I know,” Fancy said, “But stay right there. No, wait, step over into the mudroom,” she said, pointing to her left.

Hezekiah did as he was instructed. 

“Get out of those wet clothes. There are clean towels on the shelf.”

“Hol’ up, there’s no need for all that. I just came to get the extra key. I’ll dry off when I get home,” Hezekiah insisted.

“Right, but you can still dry off a little. I don’t want you dripping water and mud all over my hardwoods,” she scolded, but not in a harsh manner.

“I know how you are. You don’t want a drop of water on your floors.” Hezekiah laughed, grabbed a hand towel off the mudroom shelf, and wiped his head and face.

“Let me get it. Oh yeah, don’t forget to take off your shoes. I’ll be right back. You can go through the kitchen so you won’t get as wet, “ Fancy said.

“Thanks, have a good night,” Hezekiah said when she returned. He reached down and petted Sebastian gently while he sat in the kitchen corner, eating his evening meal.

“Good night,” she said, “I mean good afternoon.”

Fancy watched as Hezekiah walked out the back door and along the covered, paved steps to his casita. She closed the door as another lightning bolt streaked across the darkening sky. 

Sighing heavily, almost as if she were heartbroken, Fancy retreated to her bedroom again, all alone. 
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Chapter 4
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We Can Work It Out

––––––––
[image: ]


“Just because you miss someone doesn’t mean you need them back in your life.” Unknown
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Tornado warnings and relentless thunderstorms battered the mid-south throughout the evening and into the night. 

Fancy never was one to fully embrace rain, let alone a storm like this. As a child, she was taught that whenever it stormed, God was speaking, trying to warn his children. The storms often scared her as a child, and now, as a woman about to turn fifty-two in a few months, part of her was still frightened, especially when they were fierce like they were now.

She lay in her bed, her nightstand lamp on, trying to read since she couldn’t sleep. A loud boom caused her to jump, and immediately, she was surrounded by darkness. She huddled in the bed, pulling the covers around her. Her phone rang, and she jumped when it lit up.

“Hey, Hezekiah,” she whispered, almost like a frightened kid.

“Did I wake you?”

“No, you know better than that.”

“I do, but I also know things change. I didn’t know if you still had that fear. But you good up there?” he asked.

“Not really. The lights are out. I guess you could say I should be able to sleep, but now I’m as wide awake as ever.” She screamed slightly when another round of thunder boomed.

“I’ll be up there in a second. You think you can find your way through the dark to the back door to let me in?”

“I can use the flashlight on my phone,” she said. “But are you sure you want to come and babysit a grown woman afraid of a storm?”

“Open the door. I’m on my way.”

Minutes later, Hezekiah dashed into the back door and removed his jacket and shoes.

“I can’t offer you anything with the power out,” she lamented. “Oh, I have bottled water, an open bottle of wine, and some diet root beer.”

“I don’t think so. It’s almost one o’clock in the morning. I’m not that kind of drinker of anything anymore, or else I’ll be. Never mind.” He smiled, removing his jacket and stepping out of his shoes.

The light from the phone illuminated his handsome face, and suddenly, she imagined him pulling her into his arms and taking advantage of her. 

“Come on, let’s get out of this kitchen,” he said.

“Of course.”

They walked through the house until they reached her bedroom.

“I’ll sit in the chair,” he said, using the light from his phone to lead him to it. 

“You get some sleep,” he told her, propping his feet on the matching ottoman. “I’ll be right here.”

“Wait, let me get you some cover.” With the flashlight still on, she went to the linen closet and returned with a colorful oversized throw. She grabbed one of her pillows from off her bed.

“Here you go.”

“Thanks.”

“I appreciate you doing this. It’s been a long time since we’ve had a storm like this. Sebastian won’t even come out. He’s hiding around here somewhere.”

“Look, I don’t mind, Fancy. Now, go to sleep.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, giggling and turning over onto her side. She mouthed a quick prayer and closed her eyes. Almost as soon as she did, she felt a weight on the bed behind her. 

It was Sebastian. He rubbed against her and meowed until she cuddled him in her arms. 
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The following morning, Fancy yawned, stretched, and sat up in bed. The nightstand light was on, indicating the power was back on. She’d forgotten that Hezekiah had come over during the night but quickly remembered when she looked toward her chair and saw Sebastian lying on top of folded covers instead of Hezekiah.

Taking a moment to fully awaken, she sat on the side of her bed. Sunrays peeped through the wooden plantation blinds. She exhaled deeply, relieved that the storm had passed.

Suddenly, the aroma of coffee attacked her nostrils, and like a magnet, it drew her toward the kitchen. She stopped in the hallway, turned around, and dashed to the bathroom to brush her teeth and wash her face.

“Good morning,” Hezekiah said just as she entered. 

“Good morning,” Fancy said, stifling a yawn by placing a hand over her mouth.

“Here’s your coffee,” he said. “You’ll have to add whatever you want to it.”

“Thank you. And thanks again for staying with me last night. I told you I couldn’t sleep, yet I don’t remember a thing. I think Sebastian got in the bed, and that’s it.”

“Yep, you were out like a light. You snored a little, then a lot.” He laughed.

She playfully tapped him on his back. “Liar,” she said.

“Ask Sebastian. Why do you think he was in the chair and not your bed?” Hezekiah laughed.

She placed her cup on the counter, opened the pantry, and removed a bin. “The least I can do to pay you back for your kindness is make your favorite breakfast.” She did not wait for a response. She started gathering utensils and bowls, followed by bacon and eggs from the fridge.

“I will not refuse your offer, my dear Fancy. Do you know how long I’ve dreamed about having breakfast by Fancy the Creator?” He laughed and grabbed her around her waist, kissing her on the cheek. She looked over her shoulder at him. 

He met her glare by kissing her fully on the lips. 

Stop, tell him to stop, but the words didn’t come out. She took in his caffeine-laced breath and moaned as his lips devoured hers.

As if suddenly stuck with a prod, he backed up. “I’m...I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to do that.”

“Right. We...that shouldn’t have happened,” she said softly but with little protest. “We can’t do this, Hezekiah.”

“I know,” he stumbled, “you’re right. I’m sorry, Fancy. Look, why don’t I do a raincheck on that breakfast? I have a full day and need to get started.”

“No, don’t go. I’m alright,” she said, feeling a familiar tingle in her belly like she almost always did when he was close in her presence. She quickly recovered and joked, “Just don’t let it happen again.”

They laughed together, but both of them were hiding the war going on inside. 
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Chapter 5
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Kiss Lonely Goodbye
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“Life moves forward.” Shelia E. Bell
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“Remember, The Pulpit Ladies meeting starts at two. You need me to get you?” Eliana texted.

Pepper looked at the date on her phone. “Dang, I forgot about it just that quick,” she chastised herself. She picked up her phone and called Eliana. 

“Hey, girl, I just saw your text. I forgot all about the meeting. My mind has been swamped, and my plate is beyond full. I think I’ll pass this one up.”

“Really?” questioned Eliana. 

“Yeah, I know. Anyway, I’m not a first lady or a pulpit lady,” Pepper said dryly. “Especially now that Xavier is gone. He was a vital part of New Holy Rock, but that’s in the past now.”

“It is not about being a pulpit lady, per se, Pepper. I explained that to you already. Maybe I initially envisioned The Pulpit Ladies being only for first ladies, but God quickly changed that and told me not to limit it to just first ladies. And first lady or not, you are an essential part of the ministry, Pepper. You know that. You and Luna have been my right hands in getting this ministry off the ground. You have been with me since I told you about it. I couldn’t have done it without you. ”

“I understand, but Eliana, I have too much going on right now. I’ll catch next month’s meeting. I promise. Don’t be mad,” Pepper pleaded.

“I




[image: ]

























































[image: ]
























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
MY SON'S WIFE SERIES BOOK 14

PULPIT
1 ADIES

NATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR

SHELTASE . BV





d2d_images/image001.jpg
SHE IS MORE

THAN JEWELS

“PROVERBS 31:10+





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





