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Dedication

 



For my brothers and sisters in the Kingdom whose background doesn’t consist of perfect parents, white houses with picket fences, two and a half children, a dog, and church every Sunday. To those who trudge every day through hell-like circumstances, but never give up.

 



There is therefore now no condemnation to those who are in Christ Jesus, who do not walk according to the flesh, but according to the Spirit. For the law of the Spirit of life in Christ Jesus has made me free from the law of sin and death.

Romans 8:1-2 NJV
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Who are you to judge another’s servant? To his own master he stands or falls. Indeed, he will be made to stand, for God is able to make him stand.

Romans 14:4 NKJV




Prologue

Little Matthew ran to the reception in the fellowship hall in search of his mother and grandparents. He found them standing near the Christmas tree. Perfect, he thought. Brother Stevenson couldn’t fit under the tree, but at least Matthew could give his mother her present near the tree. After receiving hugs and accolades from his family, Matthew instructed his mother to close her eyes.

“Wait right here, Mommy. I’ll be right back with your present.” Matthew smiled at his grandmother before he went off to find his mother’s present. He returned shortly thereafter and said, “Okay, Mommy, you can open your eyes now.”

Pamela assumed her son would have the present in his hand. Upon opening her eyes, she automatically looked down at her son who was wearing the biggest grin. Then she looked over at Micah standing next to him with the same grin on his face.

“Merry Christmas, Mommy!” Matthew shouted and started giggling.

“Merry Christmas, Matthew, Merry Christmas, Micah.” Pamela said, wondering what happened to her Christmas present.

“Do you like your present, Mommy?” Matthew asked with expectancy.

“I don’t know.” Pamela shrugged. “You haven’t given it to me yet.”

“Mommy, it’s right here.” Little Matthew held out Micah’s hand to his mother.

Pamela searched Micah’s eyes for an answer; he didn’t give her one, just continued grinning. Pamela then turned to her parents for an explanation. They had the same goofy grins on their faces Matthew and Micah had. It was obvious to her they knew more than she did.

Finally, Pamela knelt down to Matthew. “Sweetheart, I don’t understand.”

Matthew blew into the air in frustration. “Mommy, Brother Stevenson is your present!”

Pamela looked up at Micah who was still grinning. It wasn’t until then that she noticed the flowers in his hand and that he was wearing a blue and gray suit. Since neither her parents nor Micah were going to point out Matthew’s error to him, she took a shot.

“Sweetheart, Brother Stevenson is a person, and you can’t give a person away as a gift,” Pamela explained to her six-year-old son.

“Yes, you can, Mommy,” Matthew said, nodding his little head. “God gave us His son, and Jesus was a person.”

Pamela laughed at her son’s analogy. “Baby, that’s different. God gave us His son so that we could have a chance at eternal life.”

“That’s not different. I’m giving you Brother Stevenson so that you can have a chance at life and not be by yourself anymore.” Matthew s revelation left Pamela speechless. “Mommy, you asked me what I think you need. You need a husband like Mary had.”

Pamela looked back at her parents again. Now she understood why they were still smiling. They agreed with her son. Inwardly, so did she, which is why tears now rolled down her cheeks. Matthew, in his innocence, had reached a part of her she thought was hidden.

“Don’t cry, Mommy,” Matthew said, after he handed her the handkerchief Micah had given him. “I made sure he is right for you. His name starts with an ‘M’ like mine. He’s tall so he can reach the top shelf, and he likes vegetables and keeps his room clean. And, Mommy, he never falls asleep when Pastor Jackson preaches. I know because I’ve been watching him.”

Pamela couldn’t help but laugh along with the group at Matthew’s scale. When she finished laughing and crying, she looked over at her son and wondered when he had become so wise and insightful.

“Thank you, baby, for looking out for me,” she said while hugging him tightly.

“Does this mean you like your present?” Matthew just had to know.

On her feet again, Pamela looked over at Micah. “Are those for me?” she asked, referring to the flowers.

“That depends on if you’re going to keep me or return me,” Micah joked.

“My son didn’t pressure you into this, did he?”

“Matthew just told me his plan two days ago, but I’ve been watching you for months.” Micah was still smiling, but the sincere look in his eyes told Pamela this wasn’t a game to him. Micah was seriously interested in her. Pamela was definitely interested in him too.

“Mommy, do you like it?” Matthew pestered.

“Baby, don’t be stupid,” Pamela’s mother whispered in her ear when she hesitated.

“Yes, sweetheart, I like it,” Pamela said, finally answering her son’s question, but holding a steady gaze with Micah. “Can I have my flowers now?”

Watching his mother accept the flowers from Brother Stevenson, Matthew jumped up and down and then giggled uncontrollably when his mother said, “Micah, that suit looks good on you.”

“Thank you, Pamela. Does this mean you’re going to keep me?” Micah winked.

“Well, I’m certainly not going to send you back,” Pamela blushed.

“Once you get to know me, you won’t want to send me back.” The strength and confidence in his voice gave Pamela goose bumps.

“Confident, aren’t you? Pamela asked.

“I have to be. I come with a lifetime warranty. One hundred percent satisfaction guaranteed!”

Pamela giggled along with her son. She couldn’t wait to get acquainted with her real-life present.




Chapter 1

Pamela pressed her notary seal firmly into the document, then glanced at the clock on the wall. Almost done, she thought, looking in the direction of her clients. She loved assisting first-time home buyers the most at the title company where she worked as senior escrow officer. Pamela took pleasure in helping new homeowners purchase their piece of the American dream, particularly, single mothers like her.

At age twenty-nine and widowed, Pamela understood firsthand the pressure of making ends meet. If it weren’t for her parents’ help with a down payment after the untimely death of her husband five years ago, Pamela would still be renting a one-bedroom apartment instead of owning a threebedroom town house in Berkeley.

Today, her clients were newlyweds, married seven months and already purchasing their first home. Every so often, Pamela would look up from the pile of documents and catch a glimpse of the couples’ interaction. The husband and wife constantly touched one another and addressed each other by cute nicknames. The wife blushed constantly. Every so often, the husband kissed her cheek.

Pamela wondered what that kind of love felt like. What did it feel like to love a man and for him love her back? That question made her check the clock again. If she didn’t hurry, she may never find out.

Thirty minutes later, Pamela stood at her desk buttoning her coat, or at least trying to button her coat. Her hands trembled and her palms dripped with perspiration.

“Girl, let me help you with that.” The offer came from her best friend and fellow escrow officer, Jessica.

“Are you nervous?” Jessica asked, and then rescinded when Pamela twisted her face and at the same time rolled her eyes. “You’re right, that’s a stupid question. A blind man with two seeing-eye dogs can see that you’re nervous. You almost look petrified.” Jessica then laughed.

Pamela waited until Jessica finished buttoning her coat for her before she smacked her lips and said, “Forget you.”

“Watch it now. I’ll let you go on this date looking like John Witherspoon in Boomerang.”

Pamela couldn’t help but laugh at that scenario. “Jessica, I’m just so nervous about tonight,” she said, now serious. “I haven’t been on a real date in years. Up until yesterday, I wasn’t aware that such a thing as ‘dating etiquette’ existed. I don’t know how to dress for the occasion without sending the wrong message.” Pamela took a deep breath in an attempt to calm her nerves. “Thanks so much for helping me select a dress and shoes for tonight. I probably would have worn one of my Sunday-go-to-meeting suits if you hadn’t intervened.”

“I know,” Jessica said as she reached for her own coat. “Why are you so nervous? You and Micah have been hanging out for over a month now.”

“But this is the first time we’re going somewhere without Matthew,” Pamela explained.

Jessica shrugged her shoulders. “I still don’t get it.”

“It’s easy to talk with Matthew around. We focus our attention and conversation on him. With him gone, I don’t know if we’ll have anything to talk about.” Pamela wrapped her scarf around her neck.

Jessica shook her head. “Girl, you are really letting your nerves get the best of you. I think the two of you will have a whole lot to talk about with Matthew away with your parents for the weekend. I bet Micah is ecstatic to finally have some one-on-one time with you.”

“I hope so. I’m just so out of touch with this dating thing. I don’t know what an appropriate or safe subject is anymore. I usually limit the scope of our phone conversations to church or the Bible.”

“That won’t be the case tonight.” Jessica paused to tie the belt on her coat. “But just in case you can’t find anything to talk about, ask that fine, saved man if he has a single brother for me.”

Pamela laughed.

“Why are you laughing?”

“Jessica, you are too funny.”

“Girl, I am not playin . I need God to send my soul mate while I can still produce eggs.”

Pamela finished laughing and placed her arm around Jessica’s shoulder. The two headed for the door. “I know he doesn’t have a brother. He told me he’s an only child.”

“What about a cousin, or an uncle?” Jessica persisted.

“I’ll ask, but I believe Micah Stevenson is one of a kind. Pamela prayed and hoped he was authentic.

The cold January wind beat against Pamela’s face the moment she stepped from the building. She pulled her scarf up over her face and braved the blustery weather. By the time she’d made it across the parking lot and into the confines of her Altima, she was so cold her bones ached. That’s the only thing she disliked about the Bay Area—the traditional January winds and rainstorms.

On the drive home, she was more cautious than normal. At yellow lights she applied the brakes instead of speeding through the intersections. Pamela prayed all the way home against mechanical failures and unexpected traffic delays. Arriving late might cause her to miss her destiny.
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Micah pulled his SUV into his parking stall so fast that when he applied his brakes, they screeched. He was running behind schedule thanks to his last customer, an elderly gentleman who decided he wanted cable in his bedroom. However, the nice man didn’t bother to tell Micah the task would require him to crawl underneath the house until after Micah had agreed to do the installation. That was the one thing he hated most about his job with the local cable company—crawling underneath houses.

Micah grabbed his lunchbox, and after slamming the door, raced to his apartment on the third floor in the St. Moritz complex building. It was a good thing he climbed telephone poles on a regular basis; otherwise, he would have been winded by the time he reached the third flight of stairs. Once inside his unit, Micah tossed his lunchbox on the kitchen counter, and then headed straight for the shower.

Under the therapy of hot water pellets, Micah’s mind relaxed as he reflected on his short life in California. Two years had flown by fast, and his life had changed dramatically. It was hard to believe he was the same person. When Micah Stevenson arrived at the Oakland airport on that rainy December night, he was just a shell of a man. Back then, he compared his life to the chocolate Easter bunny, solid on the outside but hollow and empty on the inside. Self-esteem and security had vacated the premises of his spirit, along with his will to live. He loved God, but wasn’t sure God loved him anymore because he’d repeatedly done the very thing that was an abomination.

Today, with the help of his uncle, Pastor Jackson, and his new best friend, Minister Anthony Combs, Micah Stevenson was a mighty man of valor, and he knew it. He valued his relationship with God above anything material or tangible. He’d spent the past two years totally devoted to God. Micah learned to hear His voice and learned God’s plan for his life.

The only leisure activity Micah afforded himself was coaching the church’s baseball team. That was only after God had shown him how to use his past experiences to help keep the younger generation from falling into the same trap he had fallen into.

Up until six months ago, he was satisfied with his life. Church, work, and baseball brought him complete contentment. Then he met his little buddy, Matthew, and everything changed.

He’d met six-year-old Matthew Roberts one Sunday while the child played with the water fountain in the church’s vestibule. Matthew was conducting an experiment, trying to see if the water would touch the ceiling. After gently scolding the little boy, they became buddies. When Micah met Matthew’s mother on the following Sunday, Micah wanted to become her buddy also.

Pamela’s natural beauty captivated him months prior, but he was too shy to approach her, so he admired her from afar. The mocha skin and soft brown eyes drew him in, and her warm smile hooked him. Micah thought she resembled Sanaa Lathan, especially when she wore her shoulder-length hair down in loose curls. Micah never voiced his interest in Pamela Roberts, but he did learn about her from a distance and from the subtle inquiries made to his uncle. He also observed her every Sunday and Wednesday night. Although impressed, he decided not to pursue her until later. Then the unimaginable happened. Little Matthew handpicked him as a Christmas present for his mother! When he pried the plot out of his little buddy, Micah fought hard to keep a straight face. He felt like break-dancing, he was so happy. His happiness swelled when Pamela accepted him as her present and agreed to start a relationship with him. That was twenty-seven days and nineteen hours ago.

With a steady hand, Micah trimmed his goatee. The second he realized tonight was their first date without Matthew, he nicked himself. “Why am I so nervous?” he asked audibly. Normally, they went to places like Chuck E. Cheese or caught the latest animated feature so Matthew would be entertained and not feel left out. It was important to them both for Matthew not to feel neglected now that they were dating. Matthew didn’t mind at all. He was happiest walking between them with one of his hands resting safely inside theirs. What Matthew really loved was for Micah to ride him on his shoulders. Micah loved that too. He laughed just as much as his little buddy, if not more.

There will be no laughing tonight, he thought, unless she’s laughing at me. Micah quickly shook that thought away.

“You are a twenty-eight-year-old mighty man of valor,” he said, looking at his reflection in the mirror. “You can have a conversation with a woman without the aid of a six-year-old.” Micah made the statement in his deepest, most masculine voice, but deep down, he hadn’t succeeded in convincing himself. Micah continued talking audibly at his cloudy image in the steamed mirror.

“What kind of questions should I ask her? How much information should I disclose? Should I ask about Matthew’s father? Should I ask about her dreams and aspirations?” Micah looked around the bathroom as if waiting for a voice to answer back. Then he remembered what Pastor Jackson said: it was all right for him to talk to himself, just as long as he didn’t answer himself back.

Micah chuckled at the thought of him being scared to talk to a woman. But then again, this was new to him, and right now he needed reassurance he wasn’t going to make a complete fool of himself. No sooner had the thought left his mind, the phone sounded, alerting him that he had a visitor.

“Yes,” he answered, annoyed that someone would disturb him in his time of crisis.

“Man, buzz me in.”

Micah breathed a sigh of relief. It was Anthony Combs. He pressed the button for the security gate, and then quickly stepped into his pants and slipped on a turtleneck sweater. In the middle of tying his casual dress shoes, Anthony finally knocked on the door.

“Man, are you hyperventilating yet?” were the first words from Anthony’s mouth once Micah let him in.

“AC, what are you doing here?”

“Making sure you don’t stand Sister Pamela up.”

“I’m not going to stand her up. I may sweat like a pig before I get there, but I am going to show up,” Micah said, right before splashing on cologne.

Anthony’s eyes lit up. “Man, when did you start wearing Sean John?”

“The day Pamela told me she likes it.”

“You really like her, don’t you?” Anthony asked, although the smile on Micah’s face told the story.

“Yes, I really like her,” Micah answered. “Which is why tonight is so important. I need to make sure Matthew isn’t the only thing we have in common, and that outside of church we’re still compatible.”

“I understand your concern,” Anthony said as he helped himself to bottle of water from the refrigerator. “But, Micah, my man, I honestly don’t think you have anything to worry about.” Anthony closed his eyes and pretended to receive a revelation. “The Spirit is telling me she’s sprung.”

Once Micah stopped laughing, his expression turned serious. “I hope she’s also open-minded.”

Anthony nodded his understanding of Micah’s dilemma. “If she’s the one God has for you, she will be.”




Chapter 2

Pamela nervously applied the finishing touches to her makeup, then checked her hair one final time. Micah was due to arrive any second, and she didn’t want to keep him waiting too long. That might give the impression she wasn’t interested. Lord knows that was far from the truth.

“Jessica, you were right again,” she whispered at her reflection in the mirror. The long-sleeve crepe dress flattered her size twelve shape nicely and complemented her mocha skin. Perfect, she thought. Not too dressy, not too casual. She didn’t have any idea where they were going, but this dress could adapt to any environment. The doorbell sounded. She quickly stepped into her new pumps, and then dashed for the door. She hesitated before opening it. “How long are you supposed to make the guy wait?” she mumbled. “Oh, forget it. I’ve been single for five years, that’s long enough.” Pamela put on her friendliest smile and welcomed her guest.

“Good evening, Micah.” She thought he was handsome in his black slacks and leather parka. Around his neck, she could see the collar of his cream turtleneck.

Micah stood there motionless and stared at her. He held flowers in his hand, and his mouth hung wide open. His face was perplexed, like he’d forgotten what he wanted to say. Seconds later he still hadn’t returned her greeting, so she spoke again.

“Good evening, Micah.”

“Hello, Pamela.” As if suddenly remembering something, his facial muscles relaxed. “These are for you.” He extended the flowers to her.

“Thank you.” Micah watched her put the flowers in water and place the arrangement on the living-room table inside a crystal vase. Her back was turned, and her shoulders remained still. He couldn’t tell that she considered his momentary memory loss hilarious. She turned to face him. “I’m ready; I just need to grab my coat.” Her smile made him smile. He exhibited more confidence.

“Pamela, you’re beautiful. I like that dress on you, and your hairstyle is very flattering.”

The richness of his voice gave Pamela goose bumps, and she blushed uncontrollably. Yesterday’s visit to Portia over at the Top it Off hair salon for a fresh relaxer had paid off.

“You look nice too,” she replied, then reached inside the hall closet for her coat. In two long strides, he was at her side assisting with her coat. “Micah, where are we going?”

“It’s a surprise, but trust me, you’ll like it.”

“And just why should I trust you?”

He had a quick comeback. “Because your son chose me; remember?”

“I’ll be sure to thank my son later.” She offered him a smile, and he exhaled.

Riding alone with Micah in his SUV proved more awkward than Pamela had imagined. She didn’t know what to say now that she didn’t have to turn her head to the backseat to warn Matthew to be still or to answer a question from her inquisitive son. Pamela directed her attention to the red taillights in front of them as they traveled eastward down Interstate 80. She started to comment on the heavy traffic, but figured that would reveal how desperate she was for conversation.

She looked at Micah. His palms were so sweaty they kept sliding down the steering wheel. He popped in a CD, she assumed, to calm his anxiety and also to break the silence.

“I didn’t know you listen to him. He’s my favorite praise and worship artist,” Pamela said, relieved they had more in common than Matthew and church.

“Mine too.” Briefly, he grinned in her direction. “What’s your favorite song?”

“All of them. I have all of his CDs and DVDs,” Pamela answered proudly.

“I haven’t seen his DVDs, but I have all of his CDs also.”

Pamela sung and moved to the beat of the song. “I’ll let you borrow my DVDs if you want,” she offered then resumed singing.

“I’d like that.” He pumped the volume and the two continued singing and chatting about the popular gospel artist the remainder of the way.

“Micah, I didn’t know you were bringing me here. I have wanted to try this place for months,” Pamela said when they pulled into the parking lot of the Dead Fish.

“I know.” Micah smiled mischievously before he continued. “I heard you mention it to Jessica one Sunday after church.”

As she watched him walk around to the passenger door, Pamela was impressed. He’d remembered a conversation from at least a month ago. After he assisted her from the vehicle, she interlocked her arm with his, and together, they walked toward the restaurant’s double wooden doors.

“I like your cologne,” Pamela complimented before stepping inside the waterfront seafood restaurant.

“A pretty girl once told me she liked it, so I picked some up.”

Pamela didn’t have a response, she was too busy blushing.

“Micah, this is lovely,” Pamela said once they were seated at a corner table along the glass wall overlooking the Zampa and Carquinez bridges. The romantic atmosphere was complete with candlelit tables and fresh-cut roses. Soft jazz played in the background.

“You sure are. Your beauty enhances the atmosphere.”

“I was referring to the view of the lighted bridge,” she responded just as the waiter introduced himself, and then asked for their drink orders.

Micah touched her arm. “Allow me.” He looked up at the waiter. “We’ll have a bottle of nonalcoholic White Zinfandel, please.”

“How did you know I like White Zinfandel?” Pamela asked after the waiter left.

“I saw a bottle in your kitchen.”

“Micah, I’m impressed. You notice everything.”

“Thanks, but I must admit, I’ve been a nervous wreck about tonight.”

“Is that how you cut yourself?” She had noticed the fresh cut just below his lip.

“I was hoping you wouldn’t notice,” Micah admitted.

“That’s nothing; I almost put my eye out trying to put on eyeliner.”

“Why were you nervous?” he asked once he stopped laughing.

“Probably the same reason you were.”

“It’s different without him, isn’t it?” Micah referenced Matthew’s absence.

“Very. I was scared we wouldn’t have anything to talk about.”

The waiter returned to chill the wine and to take their dinner orders. Pamela chose the stuffed salmon and Micah, the blackened catfish. They agreed to share crab cakes for an appetizer.

Pamela tried not to stare, but it was hard. Micah Stevenson was by her account a handsome man: over six feet tall and milk chocolate with a goatee and a full set of lips. Every time she looked into his warm smile, she was nearly mesmerized. And his body, that was enough to make any woman thank God for creating man. But what she loved most were his eyelashes. They were so long, they almost curled.

“Micah, you said on Christmas Eve you’d been watching me for months. What exactly were you looking for?”

He took a sip of wine before answering. “At first, I don’t think I was looking for anything. When I saw Matthew sitting next to you that first day, I thought you were pretty. That’s how it started; I enjoyed looking at you. Especially when you danced in the Spirit.”

Pamela blushed again.

Micah rested his arms on the table. “I know you’re not shy, the way you dance all over the place.”

“Don’t sit there and act like you don’t get your praise on nearly every Sunday,” Pamela replied, placing her hands on her hips.

“So you were watching me also?”

She took a sip of wine. As the cold liquid lubricated her throat, she wondered why she favored the watereddown drink so much. “After I realized how fond Matthew was of you, I had to check you out.” He nodded his understanding. “Did you like anything else?” She had to know if he were sincerely attracted to her or if Micah’s purpose for being in her life was only as a role model for her son only.

“I love the way you take care of Matthew,” Micah answered sincerely. “Coming from a home without a father and an alcoholic mother who sometimes forgot I was alive, I can appreciate a woman who cares for her child as well as you do.”

Micah’s unsolicited history surprised her, but she didn’t let it show. “Thanks for the compliment. I do my best, trying to make sure he has everything without a father. I’m sorry you don’t have a close relationship with your mother. Is that why you moved here from Chicago?”

Micah pondered his answer before responding. “No. I moved here because my uncle was here, and he was willing to help me turn my life around.”

Pamela was curious just how much turning he needed to do, but decided to wait for him to disclose more of his past on his own.

“Exactly how are you related to Pastor Jackson?”

“He’s my mother’s oldest brother.”

The waiter placed the crab cakes and two small plates on the table. They savored the aroma, then dug in after Micah said grace.

“Um, this is so good,” she said, relishing the taste. Micah agreed, but Pamela discerned he was more interested in her than the crab cakes. He’d barely touched his cake.

“Pamela, tell me about your late husband, if you don’t mind.”

Pamela finished her crab cake and sipped more wine before answering him.

“While attending junior college, I worked part time as a cashier at Walgreens. Just before closing one Friday night, Marlon Roberts came running through my line. He flirted. I blushed. Three years later we were married. Then he died. That’s it in a nutshell.” Pamela shrugged her shoulders as if her marriage was no big deal. A coping mechanism to remain emotionally detached from her late husband’s memory.

“Were he and Matthew close?”

“No. Marlon was killed in a motorcycle accident when Matthew was a year old. The only thing Matthew knows about his father is what I tell him. Beyond that, he doesn’t remember him.”

Micah took a sip of wine before asking his next question. “Do you think you’ll ever marry again?”

Pamela looked him dead in the eyes. “If God sends me someone who’ll love me and love Matthew as his own, and love God, I would marry him before the ink dries on the marriage license application.”

The waiter approached the table to clear their dishes before Micah could respond to Pamela’s declaration. “How would you want this man to look?” he asked once they were alone again.

A lot like you, is what she thought. What she voiced was, “As long as he’s good to me and my son, I don’t care what he looks like.” Then with a smile, she added, “Just as long as he’s not ugly and weighs five hundred pounds.”

Micah laughed.

“What about you, Micah? Do you think you’ll ever marry?”

“Of course, I told you on Christmas Eve, I come with a lifetime warranty.”

Pamela blushed again. She was tired of blushing, but as long as Micah kept saying the right words, she had no control.

“What type of woman are you looking for?”

“The true and honest type,” Micah answered frankly and without hesitation. “The type of woman I can share my goals and dreams with and she in turn does the same. A woman I can share my heart with and trust her not to intentionally break it. A woman who will open her heart to me and trust me with her fears. Quite simply, the type of woman who will love me for me and allow me to love her back. It goes without saying, she has to love God.”

Pamela needed a sip of water after that. Micah appeared to have heard her secret prayers. The ones she whispered in the dark snuggled against her pillow. “And what does your type of woman look like?”

“If you have a mirror, I’ll show you.”

Pamela really needed some water after that statement. She finished off the entire glass. Afterward, Micah was amused as he watched her try to figure out what to do or say next. She looked from the window to the couple at the table next to theirs. Then to the front door; she even looked down at the floor. Pamela looked everywhere except in Micah’s eyes. When the waiter delivered the main course, Pamela wanted to jump up and scream, “Hallelujah!”

Micah gently touched her hand. “Don’t worry; I’m not going to propose tonight.”

“No, this man didn’t sit here and break every dating rule in the book, implying he’s going to propose,” she mumbled underneath her breath as she sprinkled salt on her vegetables.

The dinner conversation took a funny turn when they discovered they both enjoyed watching commercials. They ranted and raved about their favorites through dinner and over the hot fudge sundae they shared for dessert.

“Did you see the one where the dog barks, ‘I love you’?” Pamela asked, just before popping the maraschino cherry into her mouth.

“What about the one where granny goes flying into the air and lands doing the splits?” Micah countered.

“What about the one where the bridesmaids tumble down the hillside?”

Pamela was ecstatic; she thought she was the only person in the world who preferred commercials over sitcoms. During the ride back to her place, Micah held her hand. It seemed appropriate as they laughed and sang commercial jingles.

“Micah, I had a wonderful evening,” Pamela said when they reached the door of her town house. “I was really afraid we wouldn’t hit it off after the novelty of you being my Christmas present wore off.”

“Well, do you think we hit it off?” he asked, but he knew the answer. Pamela Roberts was everything he was looking for in a woman—saved, sweet, funny, loving, and pretty.

“I think we at least have a base hit,” she answered, but failed to prevent a satisfied grin from escaping.

“Is that all?” Micah pouted, pretending to be offended. Then he embarrassed her. “Pamela, the way you downed that glass of water back at the restaurant says I hit a home run. Maybe even a grand slam.”

“Every major-league player starts in the minors,” she said unlocking her door.

“Pamela Roberts, you are too much. It’s a good thing you have a pretty face, or I’d send you to the minors.”

She flicked the light switch and stepped into the doorway so she could face Micah. “All jokes aside, I like you, Micah Stevenson.”

“I know you do.” His smile was wider than normal. “I like you too, Pamela Roberts.”

Pamela nearly jumped when he kissed her hand. Her first thought was it had been a long time since a man was romantic and genuine toward her, then she realized this was the first time.

“I hope you don’t mind me kissing your hand,” he remarked. “Don’t worry; I won’t kiss you anywhere else without asking first.”

“I don’t mind,” she answered faintly. “Not at all.”

“Good night and sweet dreams, Pamela. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

Watching Micah disappear down the walkway, Pamela knew it was time to pray. Micah was the kind of man she could love, really love. He was God-fearing, caring, attentive, and romantic. “Maybe my son really does know what I need,” she said before closing the door.




Chapter 3

“Talk to e!” Jessica didn’t bother waiting for Pamela to say hello.

“Are you crazy calling me this early on a Saturday morning?” Pamela asked, although she’d been up for over an hour.

First she prayed, then read her Bible. Pamela needed direction from God about her new relationship. Thoughts of Micah Stevenson had invaded her mind since his departure ten hours ago. With every thought, she longed to see him again.

“Girl, stop playin . I want details now. You know you should have called me the second you got in.”

Pamela strung her along. “There’s nothing to tell. We just had a little dinner, that’s all.”

“Pamela Roberts, don’t make me come over there and beat it out of you,” Jessica warned.

“I told you, we went to dinner, that’s all.”

“I’m putting on my coat and searching for my boxing gloves.” Pamela remained quiet. “That’s it, I’m on my way.”

‘“Girl, we went to the Dead Fish!” Pamela screamed into the phone.

“No, you didn’t.”

“He overheard us talking about it. Would you believe that man chose the best table in the house?” Pamela took a breath. “Let me back up. He brought me flowers, and he was wearing Sean John. The food was good; the conversation great. We even shared a sundae for dessert.”

“This is just ridiculous. The man looks good, and he’s attentive, plus he has manners. Over here, Lord!” Jessica yelled. Pamela envisioned her waving her hands in the air to get the Lord’s attention.

“But the best part is he loves commercials just as much as I do.” Pamela was bubbling.

“Humph,” Jessica smirked. “I knew something had to be wrong. He sounded too good to be true. He’s crazy just like you are.”

“Keep making fun of me, and I won’t tell you how we ended the evening,” Pamela warned.

“Spill it!”

“He kissed my hand!” Pamela giggled. Jessica remained silent. Pamela figured her friend was too busy shaking her head to respond.

“You really like him, don’t you?”

“Yes, but I’m not rushing into anything. We’re taking the time to get to know one another.”

“One thing’s for sure. I’ve never heard you this giddy over a man before.”

“Seriously, Jess, I’m going to take my time and make sure I hear from God on this one.”

“God had better speak quickly before you find out he likes latching as much as you do. It’s a wrap if he does.”

“That depends on what the Lord has to say about it.”

“When the Lord finishes telling you what you already know, ask Him where He would like for me to stand so I can be found.” Jessica’s request had Pamela bent over with laughter.

 


 



“Good morning, Pastor Jackson.” Micah respected his uncle to the point he addressed him as pastor even when they were in private. Micah joined him at the breakfast table and helped himself to a glass of orange juice.

“Good morning to you,” Pastor Jackson said, adding emphasis to the word you. Micah suspected his uncle wanted the details from his evening with Pamela.

“Is that Micah’s voice I hear?”

“Yes, sweetheart, it’s him,” Pastor Jackson answered his wife.

“Good morning, First Lady.” Micah kissed the woman who’d taken on the role of mother in his life for the past two years.

“You tell me how good of a morning it is,” his aunt responded as she sat in the chair opposite him. “You know I was waiting for you to call me last night.”

“I’m sorry, Auntie, I was too excited to talk.” That was the truth. After leaving Pamela’s town house, Micah went home and tried to relax. It was useless, because every time Micah thought of Pamela’s smile or the touch of her hand, he’d get excited all over again. Like a CD set on auto repeat, the evening replayed continuously from start to finish in his mind until he finally fell asleep with a smile on his face.

“What about now? Can you talk now?”

Micah appreciated his aunt’s directness almost as much as he did the love and care she lavished upon him. He finished his juice to find his aunt and uncle staring at him with oversized grins.

“All right, I’ll tell you,” he surrendered. “Pamela and I had a wonderful time last night. I took her to dinner at a place she wanted to try and found out we have a lot in common; from our taste in music to our shared love for commercials.”

“I didn’t know she’s a little touched like you are,” his uncle chuckled.

“Robert, leave that child alone. It’s all right for him to like commercials, just like it’s all right for you to like pickled pig’s feet and hot sauce.” First Lady turned her attention back to Micah. “Do you think she’s the one?”

Micah’s smile was a dead giveaway to the positive answer they were seeking. “I’m praying about it real hard. So far, she seems like the one, but it’s still early.”

“I think she is the one. The mere fact that her male child picked you is enough for me.” His aunt sat back and folded her arms.

“I think she’s the one also, but there’s still a lot she doesn’t know about me.”

“I assume you are referring to your past?” his uncle questioned.

Micah nodded.

“Son,” Pastor Jackson began, “you are in Christ now, and that makes you a new creature. Your past is just that; the past. If she’s the one God has ordained for you, she won’t hold it against you.”

Micah agreed with his uncle in theory, but in many cases reality and theory didn’t match up, especially in the church.

“Son, have you talked to your mother lately?” his uncle asked.

Micah knew the unpleasant subject of his mother would eventually come up, but he still didn’t want to discuss her. What would be the point? His mother hadn’t changed. For as long as he could remember, Helen Stevenson did two things every day—drink and curse until she passed out. Some days she added eating to the list.

As a child, there were many days in which Micah was left to fend for himself. Some nights he had to find his own place to sleep because Helen was passed out and had forgotten to leave the front door unlocked, or she’d bring home a friend and needed her privacy.

“I called her last weekend, but she passed out in the middle of the conversation,” Micah said. “I did send some money to the electric company to make sure she’s not living in the dark again.”

Pastor Jackson shook his head. “I don’t know what happened to my sister. She hasn’t been the same since your father was murdered in that robbery. All I can do is keep praying for her.”

“That’s all anyone can do until she decides to stop hurting herself,” Micah surmised.

“I’m not going to stop praying for my baby sister until the day she dies,” Pastor Jackson said. “But in the meantime, I’m also praying for your new relationship. I can see great things happening for you.”

Micah refilled his glass, hoping his uncle was right.

 


 



Pamela unplugged the vacuum and placed it back inside the utility closet.

“Finished,” she said out loud to the empty apartment. It had taken her nearly the entire day, but she’d managed to clean every room in her town house. The only thing left to do now was to take a hot bubble bath. Before she reached the stairs, the telephone sounded. “This better be important,” she mumbled before answering the phone.

“Pamela, I need to talk to you. It’s very important.” The seriousness in Micah’s tone caught her off guard. What serious matter did they have to discuss?

“I’m listening,” she responded.

“What I have to say to you, I need to say it in person.”

Micah was making her nervous. Their relationship was too new for this type of urgency. “When do you want to talk?” she asked, hoping the good feeling she had about their relationship wasn’t about to end.

“Right now, I’m outside your door.”

“Okay,” she answered and wished she had more time to prepare for whatever news Micah was about to broadcast. She replaced the cordless phone on the charger and slowly walked to her front door. She took a deep breath, and then opened the door.

“Pamela, I have to tell you something.” Micah stepped inside.

“Oh God,” she mumbled. What did Micah have to say to her that would cause such a grim expression of distortion on his normally handsome face?

“What is it, Micah?” She still held the door open, thinking she might need it for support in the near future.

With a straight face, he looked her dead in the eyes and said it. “Pamela, I just saved a ton of money on my car insurance.”

It took a moment for her to realize Micah had just reenacted one of her favorite commercials. “Micah Stevenson, are you crazy?” she yelled and at the same time slammed the door. “Coming over here scaring me half to death. I thought something was really wrong with you.”

“Something was wrong,” he said once he stopped laughing. “I was missing you.”

“You missed me, so you decided to come over here and scare me?” she asked with her hands planted on her hips.

“No.” He stepped toward her and reached for her left hand. “I missed you, so I came here to hear you laugh.” He then kissed her hand and got what he wanted. Pamela giggled and blushed.

“I owe you one, Denzel,” she said, after reclaiming her hand.

“Denzel?”

“You deserve an Oscar for that performance.”

“You have to admit, that was funny.”

She thought about it and agreed. It was funny. She shared a laugh with him until she remembered she was wearing old sweats and a hair scarf. Instantly she was embarrassed. She smelled like pine and disinfectant, which only added to her sudden discomfort. Micah didn’t seem to mind at all.

“Looks like you’re in the middle of housecleaning. Would you like for me to help you?”

Pamela was taken by surprise with his offer. “Thank you, but I’ve just finished. I was about to take a bath when you pulled your little prank.”

“I won’t keep you then. Like I said before, I missed you and wanted to hear you laugh, that’s all. I’ve gotten what I came for. I’ll let you enjoy your quality time alone. I know you don’t get much of that.” Before Micah turned the doorknob, he made her an offer. “If you ever need help with Matthew, call me. I’d be more than happy to take him off your hands for a few hours so you can rest, run an errand, or whatever.”

“I appreciate that, Micah. Thank you.” She really meant that. No one but Jessica had ever made that offer. It was challenging being a single mom with a limited support system. Her parents lived forty-five minutes away, so she couldn’t rely on them to pick up Matthew from afterschool care on the days she ran late at the title company. Or take him to the park or the movies. Pamela promised Matthew she would sign him up to play T-ball in the spring, but she didn’t have any idea how she was going to keep up with the practice schedule and games. Baseball was her son’s love, and she would find away.

“If you need something fixed around the house or your car worked on, call me,” Micah added. “I’m not a handyman or mechanic, but I’ll make sure it gets fixed.”

“What if I don’t need anything? Can I still call you?”

“Pamela Roberts, you can call me anytime.” His wink caused her to blush again.

Pamela didn’t wait to lock her door before she started praying. She called on the Lord with her hand still holding the doorknob. All the way up the stairs and into her private bathroom, she sought direction.

So far, Micah was everything she desired. He was like no other man she’d met. Micah was a leader, and she liked that. He didn’t wait for her to ask for assistance, he freely made himself available to her and to her son. He respected her as an individual and even respected her space. She didn’t receive that kind of veneration from her late husband.

“God, give me some direction before I fall in love with this man,” Pamela mouthed, and then closed her eyes and succumbed to the soothing bubbles of the bath she had prepared.
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