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Chapter 1



“Dee, either you do what I asked you to do or else I’ll let your church family know all about your prostitution days,” William Trusts said, from the other end of the phone.

Delilah opened her mouth to speak but nothing came out at first. She was caught off guard by this revelation. She assumed her past was like a bad dream, long forgotten. “How did you…How did you know about that?” she stuttered.

“Why do you think I chose you to handle this important task? Money seems to rule your world, baby. Now do me a favor; hurry up and get what I want. Your life just might depend on it.”

The phone remained up to Delilah’s ear until the automated recording came on. “If you’d like to make a call, please hang up or call your operator.” William Trusts had hung up on her.

Delilah refused to go back to the life she led before she got her latest job as a project coordinator at Trusts Enterprise. She would do whatever she had to do to remain on top, and if that included deceiving people who had come to trust her—then so be it. She had done it once. She could do it again. Only thing was, she wasn’t Dee anymore. She had chosen to go by her birth name, Delilah S. Baker, when she started attending Peaceful Rest Missionary Baptist Church a few months ago.

She turned and stared at the man who had finally succumbed to her advances after numerous one-on-one counseling sessions. He was the man she hoped to marry one day, the man the members of Peaceful Rest Missionary Baptist Church called Reverend Samson Judges. His snoring was a welcomed sound after their night of passionate lovemaking.

Delilah couldn’t believe her luck. She had seen him on television and when William Trusts, her boss, asked her to find out as much as she could about Samson, she knew it was a sign for her to attend his church. She had fallen in love with the local television evangelist as soon as she saw him walk across the stage live on TV.

He had swagger like the rapper Jay-Z and good looks that mimicked Denzel Washington’s, except Samson’s skin was lighter. With his naturally wavy jet-black hair, fair skin, and thick mustache, Samson was an immediate turn on. Despite their situation, Delilah didn’t want to think the man she watched weekly had any flaws. She had met too many men who disappointed her time after time. In her mind, Samson was perfect.

William, on the other hand, believed that every man had a skeleton in his closet. He offered Delilah financial security if she took on the task of finding out Samson’s Achilles’ heel. Once she agreed to do so, she started attending Samson’s church and had quickly become part of several of the ministries, most notably the singles’ group and Pastor’s Aide committee. She originally joined Peaceful Rest for the wrong reasons, but through her interactions with other church members and learning more about God and Christ because of Samson’s teachings, she renewed her relationship with God.

God was the last thing on her mind right now, however, as Samson stirred beside her. She felt his leg brush against her. “Good morning,” Delilah said.

Samson didn’t respond right away. “I’m sorry about last night,” he said with remorse.

“Why are you apologizing? Nothing happened that we both didn’t want to happen,” she assured him.

He sat up in bed, making sure the comforter covered his lower body. “I’m not a drinker, and I should have told you so when you insisted I drink the glass of wine.”

“Like I told you, it had little alcohol in it,” Delilah lied. She knew the sweet taste of the wine masked its potent effect. She would have to thank her friend, Keisha, for the bottle later.

He rubbed his temples. “I have a lot to repent for.”

“The Good Book says it’s okay to drink in moderation,” Delilah said as she moved closer to him in the bed.

“The Lord frowns on fornication. And what we did last night, well, it just wasn’t right.” Samson pushed her away.

Delilah felt embarrassed. She slipped her naked body under the comforter. Samson reached to the side of the bed for his clothes. “I think I better get going.”

“You can wash up in there.” Delilah pointed toward the master bathroom connected to her bedroom.

He barely said thanks before she saw him walk in the bathroom and close the door.

Delilah frowned because it seemed her plan had backfired. She hoped he could look past last night. They had become so close, and she didn’t want to think about going back to a life without him. She grabbed her pink satin robe from a nearby chair and put it on before sitting back on the bed. A few minutes later, Samson walked out of the bathroom fully dressed and looking refreshed.

“In light of what happened, I think we should keep our distance,” Samson said.

“But…it was bound to happen. We have chemistry. We’re meant to be together,” Delilah responded.

Samson hung his head before looking back up. “Delilah, you’re a sweet woman, and any man would be blessed to have you in his life. But you must be forgetting—I’m already spoken for. I’m getting married in two weeks, and this shouldn’t have happened.”

Just the thought of Samson’s fiancée, Julia Rivers, put Delilah in a foul mood. “Whatever, Samson. I thought you were different. Now I see you’re just like the rest of the men out there. You got what you want—now just leave.” Delilah turned her back to him.

Samson walked up to where she sat. “Delilah, don’t be like that. What we did was wrong. You know it, and I know it. Let’s just end this as friends.” He reached out with both hands to hold her hand.

Delilah became livid and pushed his hands away. “I have enough friends.”

“I’m sorry. Let me know what I can do to make it better,” Samson said.

Delilah gave him the silent treatment and wouldn’t look him in the face. Samson stood and waited, but a minute later he said, “Just tell me what I can do to make it up to you, and I will. I’m so sorry I let it get to this. Will you forgive me?”


Delilah looked him directly in the eyes. “Ask God to forgive you, but as for me, I need you to leave now!”

Samson didn’t delay leaving after she raised her voice. It wasn’t long before she heard the front door close. Delilah ran to the bedroom window and watched Samson get in the black SUV the church had leased for him two months prior.

“Samson, you’re going to be mine one way or another. You having a fiancée don’t mean nothing to me,” Delilah said out loud.

A smile swept across Delilah’s face as she thought of how Julia would respond once she learned of Samson’s indiscretion. Delilah removed the small camera she had hidden behind the clock. She hadn’t planned on using the video; she planned on telling William the camera had malfunctioned. But now, Samson’s actions left her with no choice.








Chapter 2



“Julia’s been trying to reach you all night,” Kelly Judges, Samson’s mom, said to her son over the phone.

Samson could hardly get a word in. At times, he would hold the phone away from his ear. When he tried to say something, he was cut off again. He finally said to his mother, “I’ll call her.”

“You do that. I hope you weren’t unavailable because of Delilah. I told you there’s something about that woman I just don’t like.”

Samson wondered how his mom seemed to always know what was going on in his life. He assured her, “Mom, nothing is wrong. I’ll call Julia and all will be well. Trust me.”

“In God I trust only,” she responded. “Just make sure you straighten it out. Your wedding is two weeks away. There’s still a lot to do.”

He listened to his mom go on and on about his upcoming nuptials. One would think she was the one getting married instead of him. “I’ve waited all my life to see my only child get married. Now whatever is going on with you, deal with it before you say the words ‘I do,’” Kelly said.

“Yes, ma’am,” he responded. At least she cut off her usually long lecture before she got to the part about how long she had prayed for a child and after twenty years of marriage, the Lord blessed her and his dad with a son. His mom informed him at an early age that she had given him to God the moment she found out she was pregnant.

Because of the constant reminder of his obligations, Samson, at thirty years old, did his best to stay on the straight and narrow. Even in his teen years, when some pastors’ kids, or PKs as most people called them, were being rebellious, he did the opposite. He avoided trouble and didn’t mind spending most of his time in church right under his dad’s coattail as he learned more and more about God’s Word.

As soon as Samson hung up the phone with his mom, he reminisced about the night before. It had been obvious to him from the moment he met Delilah that she was different. He was used to putting off women’s advances, but there was something about Delilah and her model height that caused him to throw caution to the wind and give in to the desires she stirred up in him.

He knew he shouldn’t be having the carnal thoughts that crept in his mind every time she came into view. Delilah changed her hairstyle like most women changed clothes. He never knew what to expect. One thing that didn’t change was her curvaceous figure and sweet, alluring perfume. His father had warned him about what to expect as a pastor when it came to women. That was one reason why his father insisted he get married. He said a single man over a church would cause many to sin, and he was right about that. He had only been the pastor for a year, and although Peaceful Rest had seen an increase in membership, it was obvious many of the new female members were there only in hopes of snagging a husband, and not just any man—him as their golden prize.

The phone rang again. Elaine Benjamin, his secretary, would answer and let him know if he needed to pick up the call. He was lucky Elaine decided to stay and work for him when his father, Regis Judges, decided to retire at the age of seventy-six. He knew stepping into his father’s shoes as pastor would be a challenge.

Elaine, five feet even with heels on, walked into Samson’s office handing him a pink slip of paper. “William Trusts says he’ll be waiting on your call,” she said.

Samson took the paper and balled it up before aiming for the trash can as if he was shooting basketball. “I hope he’s not holding his breath.”

“Would it really hurt you to meet with him? At least one more time?” she asked as she stood in front of his mahogany wooden desk.

“It’s only a waste of time. Unless the Lord places it on my heart to give up the land that Trusts wants, I will not, nor will Peaceful Rest, have anything to do with him,” Samson said sternly. Samson and the church had agreed to use the land they had purchased on the south side of the neighborhood to build a community action center, something that in Samson’s opinion would be more beneficial than a shopping center.

“It would be something good for the community. It’ll bring jobs,” Elaine added.

“I refuse to make a deal with the devil. And Trusts should be wearing a red suit instead of those black pin-striped ones he likes to wear,” Samson said.

“Pray about it again. I have to finish up the programs for Sunday, so I’ll let you do what you do.” Elaine turned around before walking out the door. “I forgot to tell you, Julia will be here any minute.”

Before Samson could take in what Elaine had said, Julia stormed into the room almost running Elaine over. “I’ll be out here if you need anything,” Elaine said with a raised eyebrow before shutting his office door.

“Samson Judges, I’ve been calling you all night,” Julia said, sounding agitated.

“I—” he stuttered.

Julia stood in her cream-colored designer suit with her hands on her hips. Her arched eyebrows were coming together due to the frown on her face. She used her freshly manicured nails to illustrate her frustrations as she talked.

“Don’t even think about lying to me because I sat outside of your house until two in the morning and you, mister, didn’t return home.”

“What had happened was…someone called and needed prayer. It took longer than I had expected, so I just spent the night.”

Julia walked closer and stood over Samson. “Who was the person? You could have prayed for them over the phone.”

“You know I like to be sitting face-to-face with people when I can,” Samson responded.

Julia folded her arms and tapped her feet. “I’m waiting. Who was this person in desperate need of prayer?”

Samson mumbled, “Delilah,” but it sounded like he said, “David.”

“Oh, now you act like you can barely talk,” Julia said.

“It doesn’t matter. It’s done and over with. I’m here. You’re here,” Samson said as he stood up and tried to wrap his arms around Julia.

Julia resisted at first. Samson touched her chin. “Come on. Let me see those dimples. Pleeeease,” he cooed.

Julia pouted. “Samson, I don’t know if I’ll be able to deal with this as first lady—the midnight calls and not knowing when you’ll be home. I just don’t know.”

Julia turned away from Samson and walked near the large bookshelf located on the opposite side of his office. Samson went and stood beside her. He reached for her hand. “Julia, you’ll be a perfect first lady. You are my Proverbs thirty-one woman. Peaceful Rest will be blessed to have you as its first lady. Not to mention me.”

Julia’s frown turned to a smile. “I guess the wedding is stressing me out.”

“It’s going to be all right. In two weeks, we’ll both look back on this time and laugh.” Samson rubbed her hand and then pulled Julia in for a hug. He got a strange feeling that between now and their wedding, the drama was just beginning, and it’d be no laughing matter.








Chapter 3



Delilah sat in the church parking lot listening to her favorite morning show as she attempted to calm her nerves. She could slap Elaine for not putting her call through to Samson. She knew why her calls were being filtered when she pulled up on the lot and saw Julia’s green Mercedes parked next to Samson’s SUV. Delilah watched from a distance as Samson walked Julia to her car.

He’s such a gentleman, Delilah thought as she watched him hold Julia’s door open.

She waited until she was sure Julia was off the church grounds before zooming in to the parking spot Julia had just abandoned. Before Samson could re-enter the church, Delilah was on his heels. “Just the man I wanted to see,” Delilah said as she touched his shoulder.

Startled, Samson jumped before turning around. “Whew, Delilah. You almost gave me a heart attack.”

Pretending to be shy, Delilah apologized. “I hated the way you left this morning.”

Samson interrupted her. “Let’s stay outside. I don’t want anyone to hear our conversation.”

“But, Pastor, it’s eighty degrees out here, and you know brown sugar melts,” Delilah teased with her eyes.

“It is hot for April. Follow me to my office. I’ll just tell Elaine to hold all of my calls.”


Delilah smiled as she followed him to his office. She didn’t bother to speak to Elaine as they passed by her. In the past, Elaine had made it obvious that she didn’t like Delilah, and as far as Delilah was concerned the feelings were mutual.

As soon as Delilah closed and locked Samson’s office door, she pounced on him. Samson didn’t resist her as she stuck her tongue down his throat. He moaned, giving her the desired effect she wanted, and that’s when she pulled away from him. She straightened her skirt and took a seat in one of the chairs across from his desk.

It took Samson a minute to recover from the French kiss. “Delilah, we can’t keep doing this,” he said as he took a seat behind his desk.

Delilah made sure the short skirt she wore eased up even more as she crossed her legs, giving Samson a view of what he would be missing if he didn’t continue their liaison. “You still have time to call off your wedding,” she said.

“Why would I do that?” Samson asked, looking puzzled.

Delilah leaned in closer, showing her cleavage. “You could have this every night if you would tell Ms. Prissy to take a hike.”

“I love Julia,” he responded.

Delilah laughed. “Yeah, right. If you loved her so much, there’s no way you would have been in my bed.”

“That was an accident. I had too much to drink.”

Delilah enjoyed watching Samson squirm. He didn’t think she would let him get off the hook that easily, did he? She was not a piece of old clothing he could just throw away. No, she was human. She was flesh, and she was in love with him.


“Is that the excuse you’re going to give her when she finds out about us?” Delilah asked.

“There’s no need for either one of us to say anything to Julia. It happened one time, and it won’t happen again,” Samson said in a low voice.

Delilah stood up and eased her skirt up over her hips. She walked around the desk and swirled Samson’s chair around.

“What are you doing?” Samson asked, stuttering.

She sat her naked bottom on his lap. “Oh, you might be a man of God, but you know exactly what I’m doing. And if you don’t, he sure does,” Delilah said, pointing between his legs.

Samson panted, “The door. Anybody could walk in.”

“The door is locked. The only way anyone will know what we’re doing is if you make noise.”

“We can’t,” Samson said unsuccessfully as Delilah unbuttoned her shirt.

Samson’s resistance turned into participation as he played with Delilah’s chest, and they both went at it as if they were at a buffet and hadn’t eaten in months.

Less than thirty minutes later, Delilah viewed herself in the mirror and fixed her hair. She put on more lipstick so she wouldn’t raise any suspicion with Elaine. “Now what was that you were saying about us?” Delilah asked as she turned around to face Samson.

Samson scared her when he fell down on his knees and started praying. “Father God, please forgive me. Lord, I’m weak. Temptation keeps knocking at my door, and I keep answering. Please remove the desires of my loins so that I can remain faithful to you, Lord. Lord, please forgive Delilah, as she is only a pawn of the enemy. Change her heart so she too can resist the temptations of evil. In Jesus’ name I pray. Amen.”

Delilah didn’t know if she should be mad or throw in an amen herself. There was some truth in his prayer. She was being used by his enemy to get him to do something he didn’t want to do. Now, the fact that he was a willing participant in sleeping with her not once, but now twice, didn’t have anything to do with William Trusts or the devil. He slept with Delilah of his own accord. Delilah knew it, and Samson did too. Delilah wanted to tell him while he was down praying to ask God to forgive him for lying—lying about not wanting her the way she knew he did, or the way she wanted him.

“Pastor, I’m leaving you for now. This thing between us”—Delilah pointed her finger at him and then back at herself—“is just getting started.”

Delilah left Samson staring at her as she walked out of his office. Elaine rolled her eyes at her when she walked by her desk. Delilah put more bounce in her step and slung her shoulder-length hair weave as she walked toward the bathroom.

While Delilah was washing her hands, Elaine entered the bathroom. “I know what you’re doing, but it’s not going to work,” Elaine said with clenched teeth.

Delilah viewed herself and Elaine in the mirror. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Elaine stepped closer. “Look. I can see through the games. Pastor can’t, but I can. There are plenty of single men in this church. Go try to snag one of them.”

“It sounds like someone is a little jealous,” Delilah said. “What is it about me that you wish you had?”

Elaine didn’t bother to respond. She left Delilah in the bathroom with a huge grin on her face. “I don’t know who she thinks I am,” she said to her reflection in the mirror. “I don’t care if you’re short or tall, big or small, I come from the Grove, and in the Grove we’ll snatch anyone up who steps to us the wrong way.”

Elaine had Delilah reminiscing about her earlier years when she had to fight just to survive the streets. That was an era in her life she was really trying to forget, but folks like Elaine and William just wouldn’t let her.








Chapter 4



Samson did his best to concentrate on his upcoming nuptials, but thoughts of Delilah in his office a few days ago seemed to be on the forefront of his mind. He prided himself on walking in the Spirit of the Lord, but lately lust for Delilah had taken center stage. He stared out the window at the open space in his backyard. Thoughts of Delilah were soon replaced with thoughts of the family he would have with Julia—the woman he loved.

“Lord, why now? I’ve been able to control my carnal nature for years. Now that you’ve sent me the woman I’ve prayed for, why now?”

He walked away from the window and took a seat behind the desk in his study. He picked up the black leather Bible his father had given him the day he dropped Samson off on the campus of Grambling University his freshman year. He could recall the speech he’d given him also. “Son, I’ve tried to protect you as much as I could. You’re going to be faced with many temptations. Don’t try to fight them on your own. I’m giving you a new Bible to start a new stage of your life. Use it. Let God fight your battles.”

During his time at Grambling, Samson was able to resist drugs and alcohol, but he wasn’t prepared for the onset of girls who constantly hounded him. His innocence and Creole good looks, combined with his Southern charm, was an automatic attraction. He spent many nights going from one young woman to another. He barely passed his freshman year. He gave his parents the lame excuse of trying to adjust to being away from home for his lackluster grades.

The cell phone ringing brought him out of his thoughts. He hadn’t bothered to look at the caller ID. The voice of the one person he had been trying to avoid for the last few days squealed from the other end. “Why aren’t you returning any of my calls?” Delilah asked.

Samson leaned his head back in his chair and swiveled it around. “I’ve been busy.”

“We need to talk.”

“There’s nothing else we need to talk about. What happened in my office the other day was a mistake.”

Delilah seemed to purr her words. “We both know you wanted it as much as I did.”

Samson couldn’t argue with her. Delilah told the truth. He hated himself for succumbing to her, so his only recourse was to keep his distance—by any means necessary. “Let’s pretend like none of this happened. We can go back to being just friends.”

“Friends? You have got to be kidding.” Delilah laughed.

Samson’s doorbell rang. He held the phone, listening to Delilah go on and on. He was grateful for the interruption. He would thank whoever it was responsible for getting him off the phone. He opened the door, and to his surprise Delilah stood on his front porch. She closed her flip phone. “Surprise,” she said, with an evil grin, moving past him into his house without waiting for an invitation to enter.


She turned and looked around. “You have a nice home, Samson. I’ve wondered why you never invited me over before.”

Samson stood by the door, never taking his hand off the door knob. “Delilah, what are you doing here?”

She removed the dress jacket from her shoulders and threw it on the chair. “Like you don’t know.” She began to unbutton her shirt.

Samson rushed from the door and grabbed her jacket. “This has to stop.”

Delilah swayed her body from side to side. “It doesn’t have to.” She continued to unbutton her blouse.

Samson’s reflex automatically threw the jacket at Delilah, throwing her off guard. She bent down to get it, but while stooped she moved closer to Samson.

“What is going on here?” Julia asked, as she whisked through the opened door.

Samson, stunned and lost for words, couldn’t talk. Julia asked again, “Samson?”

Delilah winked at Samson as she stood up. “I lost one of my contacts on the floor, so Samson, I mean Pastor Judges, stood still until I could locate it.” Delilah plastered a fake smile on her face as she faced Julia. “And I did, so I’ll be going.” She turned around and with her back toward Julia winked at Samson again. “Pastor, thank you for the advice. I feel better now.”

Delilah held her jacket in front of her, and Samson hoped and prayed she wasn’t showing too much cleavage when she whisked past Julia. Julia slammed the door behind Delilah, missing her back by inches. “Good riddance.”

“You could have tripped her,” Samson said.


“Humph. Like I care.” Julia moved closer to him. “When we get married, these home visits by your parishioners—that’s going to stop.”

Samson didn’t know if he liked this side of Julia. “Dear, you can’t dictate how I run my ministry.”

She crossed her arms in front of her. “If you think for a minute that I’m fooled by the likes of Delilah and other women like her who come to Peaceful Rest, you have another thing coming.”

“There’s nothing going on between me and those women. I’m their pastor.”

“Uh-huh.” Julia never did uncross her arms.

Samson attempted to kiss her on the lips, but she turned her head so fast his lips landed on her cheek. She pulled away. “Samson, I’m going to give you the opportunity to change your mind if you want to. Are you sure you’re ready to marry me?”

“Yes, I’m ready to marry you,” Samson didn’t hesitate to respond. “You’re the woman I’ve prayed for. I love you, Julia.”

She sulked. “It’s hard to tell.”

Samson rubbed her back. “We’re both stressed, so just chill out, okay?”

Julia faced him. “I love you so much, Samson, but I’m not going to be like some of these first ladies in the city. I refuse to share you with anyone.”

“You’re not going to have to share me. I’m a one-woman man.” Samson hoped God wouldn’t strike him down. In his heart, he was a one-woman man. He just had to figure out a way to get Delilah out of his system. He would keep his distance from her—he had to.

He embraced Julia and blinked a few times when he glanced at one of the living room windows and saw Delilah blowing him kisses. Before he could react, she walked away. He squeezed Julia without once taking his eyes off the window. He had to think of a way to deal with Delilah or risk losing Julia—and that’s one thing he wasn’t ready to do.








Chapter 5



Delilah laughed all the way to her car. She got a rise out of watching Samson squirm around Miss Goody Two Shoes. She couldn’t wait to burst Julia’s bubble when she walked away with her man and the status of first lady. Samson wanted to play games with her emotions; she would show him how to play. Delilah thought about the video of her and Samson together. She wouldn’t give it to William, but she sure would use it to get what she wanted from Samson.

Two hours later, Delilah sat across from several other church members as they all discussed what the Pastor’s Aide committee would be doing for their pastor’s upcoming wedding.

Dorothy Neely, the president of the Pastor’s Aide committee, said, “Julia says she doesn’t need our help, but I feel we should be doing something. What do y’all think about helping out at the reception?”

Dorothy was the oldest member on the committee. She went to school with Samson’s mother and never let the other committee members forget it.

As far as Delilah was concerned, there would be no wedding. She leaned back in her chair and waited to see what the other eleven members had to say.

With arms adorned in big, red bangle bracelets, Michelle Thompson spoke first. “Ms. Dorothy, it is their wedding, so I think we should honor Julia’s wishes.” Some of the other members, including Delilah, nodded in agreement.

“Nonsense,” Dorothy responded. “I say we take a vote. All in favor of not doing anything at the reception raise your hand.”

Six hands went up. Dorothy smiled, but her smile soon faded when Delilah’s hand went up, making the number seven and sealing the majority. Dorothy huffed. “Well, we can at least take up a special collection so we can get them a nice gift.”

Delilah uncrossed her legs and leaned forward. “No disrespect, Ms. Dorothy. I don’t know about y’all, but I’m on a budget.” Delilah looked around the room. “I can’t afford to buy them an individual gift and then donate money for another gift.”

Michelle jumped into the conversation. “I say, let’s chip in for one huge gift and then sign our names to the card.”

“I’ve already gotten them something, so I’ll pass,” Delilah responded.

Lora Stampley, who was about the same age as Dorothy, said, “Dorothy, why don’t we just all get individual gifts?”

Dorothy rolled her eyes and ignored her. She looked around the room and said, “All in agreement with one big gift instead of doing individual gifts raise your hand.”

Several of the other women had bought their gifts already too. Those who hadn’t raised their hands. Dorothy said, “You ladies can still sign your name to the card.”

Lora whispered in Delilah’s ear, “I can’t stand her sometimes.”


Delilah couldn’t help but chuckle. She was glad to learn she wasn’t the only one who had her fill of Dorothy. Delilah smiled as they continued to discuss other upcoming church events. The only reason she joined the Pastor’s Aide committee was so that she could get closer to Samson. She used being part of the committee as an excuse to see him one-on-one in his office. She was sure Elaine could see past that, but Delilah didn’t care. She watched the other women in the room, and besides Ms. Dorothy and Michelle, who was happily married to a prominent Shreveport attorney, she had a feeling most of the other women were on the committee for the same reason she was. They could step back because as soon as she got rid of Julia, Samson was all hers.

Delilah heard her name being called a few times before snapping back into reality. “Just ignore Dorothy,” Lora said.

Too late. Dorothy had Delilah’s full attention. “You ladies need to start setting an example for the young women of the church. How are we to tell them how to be modest if we’re dressed any kind of way?”

Delilah rolled her eyes. “I dress for me, not everybody else,” Delilah said.

“Don’t think I’m singling you out,” Dorothy said.

“It sure sounds like it. I don’t see you saying anything to anyone else in the room.”

All eyes were on Delilah. “Ms. Dorothy, why don’t we table this discussion for another time?” Michelle asked as she pulled the top of her blouse closer together, covering her cleavage.

“That’s the problem now. Nobody ever wants to talk about things.” Dorothy pointed at one of the other women in the room who had on a very short skirt. “Dear, what you have on would be inappropriate for church. God is not pleased with you showing all of that.” She moved her hands up and down from her waist to her lower body.

The other women remained quiet. Delilah refused to sit and be insulted because of her style of dress. “Just because you’ve let your body go doesn’t mean the rest of us have to hide behind long, ugly dresses.”

Dorothy put one of her hands on her hip. “I will not be insulted by the likes of you.”

Delilah stood up but remained in front of her chair. “I was taught to respect my elders, but you have to give respect to get it. I think I better leave before we both say some things we’ll regret later.”

“Yes, you better because I might be old, but I haven’t forgotten how to throw down.”

Michelle jumped up and intervened. “Ms. Dorothy, this is so not like you.” Michelle wrapped her arm around Dorothy’s shoulders and glanced in Delilah’s direction. “Delilah, I think you leaving now would be a great idea.”

Delilah reached down and grabbed her purse. She had to pass Dorothy to get to the front door. “Let that be the last time you disrespect me. Elder or not, I have no problem kicking your behind.” Delilah heard the women murmuring as she strutted out the door.








Chapter 6



Samson said a silent prayer before leaving his office to head to the sanctuary. “Samson, we need to talk,” his mom said before he could reach the entryway to the sanctuary.

He turned around to face her. “Mom, is it life-threatening?” he asked, noticing the worried look on her face.

“No, but—” she said.

“Then it can wait until after church. Love you.” He kissed her on the cheek.

The soloist’s voice rang out the words, “So I’ll just say thank you, Lord…I won’t complain,” while the other ministers in the pulpit stood up and greeted Samson as he made his way to the center seat. There was not an empty seat in the church as people of all ages began to feel the Holy Spirit. As the song ended, Samson made his way to the podium. The music continued to play as Samson sang the words, “So I’ll just say thank you, Lord…I won’t complain.”

He paused and said, “You know, sometimes you just have to say, ‘Thank you, Lord.’ When your husband won’t act right, say, ‘Thank you, Lord.’” Shouts were heard throughout the sanctuary. “When your wife won’t act right, say, ‘Thank you, Lord.’ When the kids won’t act right,” the people in the congregation shouted along with him, “Thank you, Lord.’


“Don’t let that fire stop burning; we’re just getting started. Ushers, I’ll let you take over from here,” Samson said as he backed away from the podium and took his seat.

Assistant Pastor Michael Monroe whispered in his ear, “We took up $5,000 in Sunday School this morning.”

Samson wasn’t concerned about the money. He knew that as long as he preached the Word, the people would come, and he trusted that God would take care of all of the church’s needs. Money was the last thing on his mind as he mentally prepared for his sermon. The choir sang an A and B selection, getting the members spiritually ready to receive the Word. The pianist sang the hymn “Amazing Grace.”

Samson, with his mind on delivering God’s Word to His people, eased his way to the podium. “Turn your Bibles to the fourth chapter of James. Let’s read verses one through three together. I’m going to use the New Living Translation.”

The congregation stood and read along with him. “What is causing the quarrels and fights among you? Don’t they come from the evil desires at war within you? You want what you don’t have, so you scheme and kill to get it. You are jealous of what others have, but you can’t get it, so you fight and wage war to take it away from them. Yet you don’t have what you want because you don’t ask God for it. And even when you ask, you don’t get it because your motives are all wrong—you want only what will give you pleasure.”

Samson asked, “Do you sometimes wonder why it seems God isn’t answering your prayers?”

“Yes,” could be heard throughout the congregation.


“Well, ask yourselves, Where is God in my prayers? How does He fit in? Are we asking for things just to satisfy our earthly needs, or is what we’re asking for going to help uplift or build the Kingdom of God? Don’t go getting quiet on me now.”

Samson read more scriptures out of that chapter and said, “Thank God for His mercy because He knows what we’re going to pray for before we utter a word.”

Forty-five minutes later, Samson stepped out of the pulpit, and with his cordless microphone, walked back and forth in front of the first pews for the altar call. “God gave His only begotten Son so that none of us will perish. Accept Christ as your Lord and Savior. Don’t wait until next Sunday because today is all you have. Come now and be saved.”

Several people—men and women—accepted the invitation and walked down to the altar. Souls were saved, and the saints rejoiced. Samson and his associate ministers fellowshipped with the members after service. Samson smiled as he thought about the souls that had been saved. The smile on his face turned to a frown when Delilah, dressed in a hot pink suit, bypassed some of the other ministers to get to him.

“Pastor Judges, I really enjoyed your sermon today,” she said, extending her hand.

Samson knew if he didn’t shake her hand, it would draw attention. “Sister Delilah, I’m just God’s vessel.” He plastered on a fake smile and shook her hand. Delilah gripped his hand, and he had to pull it several times before she released it.

Before walking away, Delilah moved closer and whispered, “We need to talk.”


“We have nothing else to talk about,” he said.

“I think we do,” she insisted.

Samson watched Delilah walk away. He felt someone tugging on his sleeve then turned around. “Julia, dear. I was wondering if you were here.” He gave her a hug.

“I was running late, so I sat in the back.” Not once did Julia stop looking in the direction Delilah had walked. “I see your fan club is in full effect.”

Samson chuckled. “Now, Julia, don’t even start.”

She held out her hand, showcasing her three carat diamond engagement ring. “Some of these women forget who is wearing your ring.”

Before Samson could respond, other members walked up to him. Julia stood in the background until he greeted the rest of his church members. “See, that didn’t take too long, now did it?” Samson asked as he led them to his office.

Samson was startled to see his mom in his office when he opened the door. Standing next to her was Dorothy. “There you are. Baby, we need to talk about one of your members,” Kelly turned and said.

Before Samson could respond, Dorothy blurted out, “That Delilah girl. She had the nerve to threaten me at the last Pastor’s Aide meeting. Something needs to be done about her.”

Samson removed his black robe and hung it up as he listened to Dorothy recount the events of their meeting. Samson took a few deep breaths in an attempt to remain calm as he thought about the best way to handle the situation.

Julia stood in the corner with her arms crossed. She said, “I never did like that woman.”


“Ms. Dorothy, I’m sure Delilah didn’t go off on you for no reason,” Samson said.

Kelly was appalled at her son’s comment. “I can’t believe you’re taking up for that woman. Dorothy is like an aunt to you, and here you are siding with Delilah.”

“Mama, I’m not taking sides. As pastor, I have to look at things objectively,” Samson explained.

“This is Dorothy we’re talking about, a woman you’ve known your entire life.”

“Forget it, Kelly. I can handle Ms. Jezebel.” The sweat was popping off Dorothy’s forehead as she talked.

“Ladies, there’s no need to do any name-calling. I’ll talk to Delilah and see if she can apologize.”

Julia said, “No, you’re not going to do anything. I’ll talk to Delilah. If I’m going to be first lady, it’ll be my duty to talk to the women of the church when issues arise.”

“She’s right,” Kelly said. “She might as well start now.”

Samson had to think quickly. He didn’t want Julia anywhere near Delilah. “You’re busy with last-minute wedding details. I’m not trying to put more responsibilities on you.”

Julia walked up to Samson and gave him a tight hug. “Dear, I’ll take on this responsibility with great pleasure.”

Before Samson could protest, Julia was out the door. The satisfied look on the faces of his mom and Dorothy made him wonder if he was worrying for nothing. He prayed Delilah wouldn’t tell Julia about their indiscretions.








Chapter 7



Delilah’s house was located in the Eden Garden neighborhood, not too far from the church. Delilah hadn’t been home long enough to change clothes when her doorbell rang. She looked out the peephole and chuckled. Delilah opened the door. “Well hello there,” she said.

“No need for pleasantries,” Julia responded.

Delilah started to say, “In that case, we can hold this conversation on the porch,” but instead she said, “Come in and have a seat.”

She wanted Julia to see that she too was living large. No, she didn’t have the big house, but her home was filled with nice furniture, and Black art covered the walls. Each room was color coordinated to fit a certain theme. “Would you like something to drink?” she asked as she took a seat across from Julia.

“No. I doubt if I’ll be here that long.”

“Whatever.” Delilah turned and looked Julia directly in the eyes. “So why are you here?” Delilah watched Julia squirm in her seat. Not too cocky now are you?

“Ms. Dorothy told Pastor Judges about your altercation.”

“First of all, if you’re going to come to me with some mess, get your story straight.”


“All I know is what she told Pastor Judges.”

“Did Samson send you over here?”

“As the future first lady, it will be my job to diffuse situations like this, so I wanted to squash this before it got out of hand.”

“There’s nothing to squash. We had a meeting. She said a few things I didn’t like, and I said a few things she didn’t like. End of story.”

“Well, Ms. Dorothy said you attacked her.”

Delilah didn’t allow Julia to finish. “Ms. Dorothy is a bitter old woman who y’all let get away with talking to folks crazy. I respect my elders, but when she questioned how I dressed, that was it for me.”

Julia cleared her throat after looking Delilah up and down. “You have to admit, you do dress provocatively.”

Delilah stood up. She pressed her hands down on her knee-length skirt. “Am I to be ashamed of the body that God blessed me with? Unlike you, I don’t have a problem flaunting my body.”

“You can choose to wear something else.”

Delilah laughed. “Julia, if I wore a sack, your man, the good reverend, would still notice the body hidden underneath it, so stop hating.”

Julia turned beet red. “You have no shame do you?”

“I haven’t done anything.”

“God is not the author of confusion.”

Delilah placed her hand on her hip. “Are you calling me a devil?”

“I’m just saying you could have handled that situation with Ms. Dorothy better.”

“Maybe so, but I didn’t grow up at Peaceful Rest and will not let her or you disrespect me.”


Julia stood up. “I should have known coming over here wouldn’t do any good.”

“Then why did you come?” Delilah asked.

“Let’s drop it. It’s probably best that you resign from the Pastor’s Aide committee,” Julia said before walking toward the door.

“Ohhh. Now I see what this is about. You don’t care about Ms. Dorothy; you’re just concerned about Samson.” Delilah, with a pout on her lips, said, “Until Samson kicks me off the committee, regardless of what you or Ms. Dorothy want, I will remain on the Pastor’s Aide committee. Now if there’s nothing else, I have things to do.”

Julia turned around when she got to the door. “Dee—Isn’t that what your friends call you?—Samson and I are getting married next weekend, so if I were you, I would give it up, honey. The best woman has won.”

Delilah gritted her teeth. “You’re the she-devil. Get out of my house now.”

“Gladly,” Julia said.

Delilah slammed the door behind her. The wall shook. Delilah rushed to locate her cordless phone and dialed Samson’s number. “Samson, I need to see you tonight,” she shouted.

“I have plans,” he responded.

“I suggest you break them or your future bride will find out all about us?”

“Delilah, I’m tired of you threatening me with this. Julia’s meeting me for dinner. Afterward, I’m telling her myself. Are you happy now?”

That was not the response she expected to get from Samson. Delilah hung the phone up. She had to think and think fast. Thoughts raced in Delilah’s head as she imagined how Julia would respond once she found out about her and Samson. Delilah was confident there would be no wedding. Samson wouldn’t have to worry because Delilah planned on being there to console him.

“Samson, yes, tell her. That means you’ll be mine sooner than later,” Delilah smiled.
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