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Epigraph (Scripture Verse)


“I remember the days of old;

I meditate on all Your doings;

I muse on the work of Your hands.”

— Psalm 143 : 5





​📖 Books by Momi Robins-Makaila



​The Second Chances, Triangles, and Happy Endings Series


BY MOMI ROBINS-MAKAILA

Book One — Lost Then Found

When first love meets divine timing, hearts are healed, faith is restored, and broken souls remember how to hope again.

A story about redemption, reunion, and the kind of love only God can orchestrate.

​Book Two — Finally Ever After


SOMETIMES, LOVE DOESN’T arrive when you expect it — but when you’re finally ready to receive it.

A story of grace, forgiveness, and the courage to love again after loss.

​Book Three — Destiny Chasing


WHEN GOD WRITES YOUR story, every heartbreak leads you home.

A story about divine purpose, surrender, and the faith to believe that true love never dies — it’s reborn.

​Book Four — Betray Me Twice


WHEN LOVE IS TESTED beyond what the heart can bear, forgiveness becomes the only path to freedom.

A story of second chances, sacred promises, and the unbreakable bond between faith and forgiveness.

✨ A series about love redeemed by grace, hearts rewritten by faith, and the God who turns every ending into a beginning.



More stories of faith, healing, and second chances coming soon.

www.exceptional-kid.com
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​Dedication
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For every woman who has ever felt broken, unseen, or forgotten —

and for every soul who dared to hope again.

May you find courage in your valleys, grace in your stumbles,

and faith strong enough to carry you home.

With love,

Momi
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​Preface
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There comes a moment in every journey when the noise quiets, the striving stops, and all that remains is faith.

Faith that what was broken can still be healed.

Faith that love, when anchored in God, endures every test.

Faith that destiny is not what we find — but what we become when we trust Him completely.

This book was born from that quiet space — from the lessons that follow heartbreak and the peace that only comes after surrender.

Rebecca’s story continues as a reflection of what happens when a woman learns that God’s promises are not bound by time, loss, or circumstance.

And that true love — the kind written in Heaven — cannot be destroyed by anything on earth.

If Lost Then Found was the beginning, and Finally Ever After the return, then Destiny Chasing is the becoming —

a story of grace that heals, love that endures, and a God who never lets go of His own.

With love,

Momi
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​Introduction
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Sometimes life doesn’t give us a straight road — it gives us winding paths, unexpected turns, and moments that test everything we believe in.

But through it all, God is still there — writing, weaving, and holding the pieces together, even when we can’t.

Destiny Chasing is not just a story about love found and lost. It’s a story about faith in motion — about learning to trust God’s timing when His plan doesn’t look like ours.

It’s about believing that every ending still has purpose, and that love, when blessed by God, never truly ends.

Rebecca’s journey is one of surrender — of discovering that destiny is not something we chase, but something we walk into when we trust the One who already knows the way.

As you read this book, may you be reminded that God’s hand is still on your story. That He hasn’t forgotten your prayers, your hopes, or your heart.

Because even when you can’t see what’s next, He’s already written it — beautifully, intentionally, and with love.

For everyone still waiting on their miracle, still praying for healing, still holding onto hope — this book is for you.



​
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​Chapter 1 – Between Doubt and Destiny
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In the few months that had passed, the corner at the foot of Rebecca’s bed had become her sanctuary. Hunched over, fingers clenched, knees pressed into the floorboards—this was where she spent most nights and most mornings. She had chosen, of her own free will, to end her relationship with Michael, and that choice left her angry, bitter, and hollow more often than she cared to admit.

Yet, the loss also strengthened her relationship with God.

She consulted Him about everything now.

Long drives with Him became frequent.

Quiet conversations with Him before she closed her eyes and when she awoke became her saving grace.

She no longer depended on her actions alone to keep her upright.

She depended on Him to soothe the sharp spasms that pinched her neck and shoulders; to silence the incessant worry that crippled her mind with random, incoherent thoughts; to calm the debilitating doubt that stole her joy at the most unpredictable times.

And still—despite the recurring anger, despite the bitterness still clinging like stubborn ivy—she intentionally thanked God for every blessing in her life, even on days she couldn’t list a single one.

Prayer had become muscle memory: fingers intertwined, forehead bowed to the mattress, breath steadying against the fabric. The rhythm was comforting, familiar. But Rebecca’s tendency to swing—faithful one moment, fearful the next—frustrated her deeply.

Why couldn’t trusting God be as simple as checking off a task?

Write proposal. Sign documents. Buy groceries. Trust God.

Why couldn’t it be done once and done forever?

Her spiritual immaturity, she believed, was the barrier between her and the destiny God had for her. She wasn’t a ship without an anchor—she was a ship constantly turning back toward the storm.

And this morning, she felt it more than ever.

Rebecca lifted her head slowly and inhaled deeply.

“Good morning, God,” she whispered. “I love You. And thank You—for protecting my family, for blessing us, for staying with us.”

But her voice trembled.

“God... I’m fighting my own will again. I’m trying to trust Yours, I really am. But this morning...it’s hard.”

Her throat tightened.

“I dreamed about Michael. And I miss him.”

She paused, forcing back the tears that threatened to spill.

“And Emma...God, please help her. She was devastated after not making that competitive soccer team. She wanted it so badly.”

Rebecca wiped her cheeks with the collar of her pajamas, shifting her weight to ease the pressure on her knees.

“God, I feel defeated today. Afraid. Uneasy. It seems like no matter how hard we work, no matter how much good we try to do, we just keep getting knocked down. I want to hear Your messages instead of getting caught up in everything happening in the world—but the world feels heavier every day.”

Her voice dropped to a whisper.

“And sometimes...I feel sorry for myself. It sneaks up on me, and I don’t even notice it until I’m already spiraling. But You always pull me out. You always dust me off.”

Her lips curved sadly.

“But does it always have to be this exhausting?”

She let out a soft, humorless laugh.

“All I want—really—is a living room filled with love. Me, the girls, Michael and his girls. A movie or two. Laughter. A family that enjoys being a family. I can’t think of anything that would make me happier.”

She shook her head as if scolding herself.

“I love my family. I love my career. You’ve blessed me so much. I’m trying not to be a cry baby. God—I’m almost at my goal of being a million-dollar earner. Net income.”

A tiny laugh escaped her.

“See? I do know You’re taking care of me. But sometimes I just hate these weak moments.”

She pressed her forehead to the bed.

“But then again...when I’m weak, I come to You. That’s something to celebrate, right?”

Her phone buzzed on the mattress.

A notification.

Michael’s Facebook post.

Rebecca flipped the phone over, facedown, and set it to vibrate.

“Sorry, God. I got distracted.”

She rolled her eyes at herself.

“There it is—the back and forth. I’m sorry.”

Her voice softened.

“I know I have a wonderful life. But I’m afraid. Afraid I’ll infect Michael with my issues. Afraid we’ll never find our way back to each other, even though I prayed that we would.”

She exhaled hard.

“I feel like my life is on a moratorium. Professionally, I’m in overdrive. I work late nights. I care for my girls. I clean everything until it shines. I meet Amy for coffee. I try so hard to make the right choices. I love You. I do my best to trust You. And when Hawaii pursued the case against Gerald...almost everything fell apart.”

Her voice tightened again.

“He got three years probation and a thousand hours of service. And Michael—oh God—Michael prayed for him. He even wrote a letter asking for leniency. And...I did too. Because I am trying to be a good person.”

She nodded, as if reassuring herself.

“Gerald let go of his control after all that. He learned a lesson, I think. But the whole thing destroyed everything for me. So I avoid relationships. All of them. At any cost.”

She threw her hands up.

“I read. I study. I learn about relationships. And then I avoid them anyway. God, this is ridiculous.”

Her joints ached. She shifted again, stretching her tingling legs before bowing her head.

“And God—Amy and Kevin got back together. They’re doing counseling. She says passion never really died—it just went dormant for a while.”

A small smile touched her lips.

“Thank You for that. Really. But now Gerald is fine. Amy is fine. And I’m the one alone.”

She inhaled deeply.

“Help me be okay alone...or help me find the relationship You destined for me. I’ll trust You. I’ll try. I’ll keep trying.”

Another breath.

“Oh—and I’m flying to Colorado this morning. Please bless my work. Protect my girls. Bless my mom for always helping. And my brother, too.”

She stood up slowly.

“I guess I better get started, huh? Thank You for listening. I love You, God.”

Another pause.

“Oh—Amen. Sorry, forgot.”

She chuckled softly.



At the drive-through, Heidi greeted her with a warm smile.

“Morning, Rebecca!”

“Morning,” Rebecca smiled back.

Heidi handed her the iced coffee. “$4.38.”

Rebecca passed over her card. “Thanks, Heidi. You have a great day.”

As she pulled away, she reflected on her business—her mission to respect, serve, and elevate others. Two pillars she never compromised.

She merged onto the highway, letting the song on the radio wash over her. When the music faded, she slipped into one of her favorite daydreams—winning an award for her work with at-risk youth.

“Yes, thank you. This award belongs to God,” she announced dramatically to the imaginary audience. “He is the giver of every good thing.”

She laughed aloud in the cab of her truck.

“Nothing wrong with visualizing,” she told herself.



Traffic at the airport tested her patience, as did the parking garage. By the time she circled the fourth floor twice, her anxiety was climbing. Dragging two suitcases and a carry-on across the loading zone left her breathless—and dangerously close to missing her flight.

Lines were long. People moved slowly. Security felt endless.

When she reached her gate, she collapsed into the first empty seat near her team. Their flight—55—from Hawaii to Colorado—reminded her of Michael. Just seeing “55” tightened her chest.

She didn’t let herself dwell.

Not this time.

She boarded, walked past first class, and found her seat. As the plane ascended through the clouds, she let exhaustion take her.

When she woke the second—or third—time, the peaks of Nevada rested far below, sunlight bouncing off the ridges. She couldn’t stop the tear that escaped. But she refused to let herself sink into memory.

Instead, she grabbed her iPad and drowned her heart in work.

The rest of the flight was a tug-of-war between duty and longing.

And somewhere between Hawaii and Colorado, Rebecca reaffirmed her vow:

She would focus on the task ahead.

She would trust that God held her future.

She would not let obsession steal her peace.

Not today.

Not anymore.

​
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​Chapter 2 – The Weight of Love
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Michael carried Rebecca’s luggage into the house while she followed a few steps behind. His home—half packed, half lived-in—mirrored a man preparing to move a few thousand miles away, yet still clinging to the pieces of a life he’d built in Nevada. Furniture remained where it had always been, but the walls felt strangely empty. Rebecca’s eyes swept the space, confusion flickering across her face. Michael caught it instantly.

“Baby, take your things to the room. I’ll make us a drink before bed. Rum and diet, right?”

She smiled and nodded before turning toward the bedroom. The familiarity of his home—the scent, the soft lamp glow, the creak of the hallway floor—pulled at her heart. After a quick shower, she slipped into her pajamas and returned to find Michael sitting at the edge of the bed, two drinks waiting on the nightstand.

“Thank you, honey,” she said softly, taking hers.

She sipped a few delicate tastes of the cold rum and diet, set the glass aside, and curled against him. Within a minute she was asleep. Michael kissed her temple gently. She stirred, rolled to her side like a child settling into comfort, and he tucked himself behind her. With a whispered prayer of gratitude for her, he drifted into sleep.



Rebecca’s phone alarm pierced the morning stillness. She scrambled across the sheets to silence it before it startled Michael—but her scramble woke him anyway. Before she could reach the phone, he hooked an arm around her waist and pulled her back into him, kissing the back of her neck and shoulder.

“Michael!” she squealed, escaping his grasp as she bolted toward the bathroom.

He laughed, half chasing her, nearly tripping over the comforter before catching her at the doorway long enough to sneak one triumphant kiss.

“There—that makes one,” he teased.

Flustered, she yanked her pajama top down. “Michael Kingston, you are a mess,” she huffed, stomping toward the sink. “You know I can’t kiss you before brushing my teeth.”

“Then hurry up. Your little mess of a man is making breakfast,” he called after her.

“Yes, sir!” she shot back.

While brushing her teeth, she caught her reflection in the mirror and paused. Even with morning hair and wrinkled pajamas, she felt...content. At ease. Happy. She whispered a quiet thank you to God—for second chances, for peace, for laughter.

She hurried back toward him. Being on the opposite side of the house from him felt too far.



Still in pajamas, her hair bundled in a messy scrunchie, Rebecca sat at the dining table with one foot tucked onto the chair. She held a buttered bagel in one hand and watched Michael fold laundry on the couch.

Without warning, she plucked a pair of his boxers from the unfolded pile and tossed it onto his head.

He gasped theatrically. “Oh, you’re asking for it.”

One quick chase around the couch and he caught her, lifting her over the back of it before gently depositing her onto the cushions.

“Michael! I’m going to fall.”

“You won’t.” He steadied her, pressing playful kisses across her cheek before setting her upright.

“What time are the movers coming?” she asked, eyeing the living room that would soon be reduced to boxes and empty echoes.

“They’ll be here in an hour. I need to separate what I’m taking on the plane from what goes with the movers.” He kissed her nose. “If you stop distracting me, I might actually get it done.”

She smirked.

He continued, “While they finish packing, I’m going to see the girls again before we leave. Then we’ll drop my car at the dock.”

Rebecca froze. Her expression shifted—slowly, but unmistakably.

“Michael... when were you planning on telling me you were going to their mom’s house?” she asked quietly. “And why would you plan to go alone? You said, ‘I’m going, then we’re going to the dock.’ Don’t you think I should at least get a say in whether I go with you or not? Am I supposed to be included only in the parts you want me for?”

Her voice shook—not with anger—but with hurt.

Michael’s jaw slackened. He stood stunned, unsure whether to apologize or defend himself, so he did neither. He simply continued packing, hoping the moment might soften.

“Can you hand me that pile of shirts?” he asked, gently.

She handed them to him—reluctant, stiff.

“Well?” she asked after a beat. “How long do you plan to stay there?”

He blinked, thrown by her sharp tone.

“Rebecca, what’s going on?”

“What’s going on? You. You’re what’s going on.” Her voice cracked. “It would’ve been nice to know you planned one last emotional goodbye at your ex-wife’s house. It would’ve been courteous to let me know you wanted to see her again. You already saw them last night.”

“Yes, but—”

She shook her head. “Forget it.”

Frustrated, she shoved her things into her bag without the slightest care. Her carry-on slid across the floor, bumping the wall. She suddenly felt trapped—no car of her own, nowhere to escape to, forced to sit in feelings she didn’t want.

The doorbell rang. Movers.

Rebecca breathed deeply, forcing herself into composure as Michael let them in.



The 20-minute drive to the girls’ mother’s home was smothered in tense silence. Rebecca stared out the window, arms folded tightly. Michael tapped his thumb anxiously against the steering wheel.

When they arrived, the girls came outside immediately. Rebecca stepped out, even though every instinct begged her to stay in the car.

The girls were polite—barely. Their eyes flicked toward her with resentment they weren’t mature enough to hide. Rebecca forced a small smile.

She tried not to listen to their conversation on the bench, but she couldn’t ignore the words that carried across the yard.

“Does she have to be here?”

“Do we have to see her in Hawaii too?”

“She doesn’t have to come all the time, right?”

And Michael—sweet, kind, conflict-avoiding Michael—answered softly, “I’m...not sure.”

The words pierced deeply.

In that instant, Rebecca knew she wanted to be his wife—but she wasn’t sure she could be a stepmother to children who weren’t ready to have one. She wanted to hug them. She also wanted to run. And scream. And disappear.

The goodbye was short. Michael returned to the car with red, wet eyes. He cleared his throat quietly and stared out the window as they drove.

Rebecca watched him, and guilt knotted with anger inside her.

God, why let me feel this turmoil? Why let my heart twist like this?

She didn’t want to feel bitterness. She didn’t want to feel fear. But both flooded her until they spilled over.

“Can you turn the radio down?” she snapped suddenly. “And stop pretending everything’s fine? I don’t know what’s giving me a headache—the music, your singing, or the way you act like nothing’s wrong.”

He pulled his hand back from the dial, startled.

“What’s wrong with you, Rebecca?”

“What’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with you?”

Her voice cracked under the pressure.

“You don’t think. You don’t feel. You pretend.”

She shoved at her seatbelt. “Pull over.”

He hesitated.

“Pull the car over!” she screamed.

He braked hard, and the car jerked. Rebecca threw the door open and walked into the dry Nevada heat, shaking.

Michael hurried after her. “Rebecca—stop.”

He grabbed her arm gently but firmly and turned her toward him.

“What is going on? What is this really about?”

The fight dissolved instantly. Her shoulders dropped. Tears rose.

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “I just...can’t.”

“Can’t what?”

“I can’t do this goodbye. And the next one. And the next.”

She pressed her fists to her temples.

“I can’t be the woman who takes their dad away. I can’t handle feeling like this every time. I’m not built for it.”

He pulled her into him.

“It’s going to be okay,” he murmured.

She didn’t trust her voice enough to respond.

He guided her gently back into the car. They drove in silence.



The movers finished packing the 40-foot container—neatly, efficiently, leaving space only for Michael’s beloved ’69 Mustang. When he rolled the pristine car into the remaining space, the movers admired it like a prized jewel.

Rebecca watched from the doorway, arms crossed, expression unreadable.

He signed paperwork. Took a photo of the moving truck hauling away the life he’d built here. Motioned for her to join him. She stepped beside him, but her thoughts spiraled.

That car was a gift from his ex-wife. Every time he talked about it, that memory would surface. Every car show, every mention, every Saturday waxing session—she’d be reminded she wasn’t the first wife.

Was she ready for that kind of shadow?

Or for the girls’ resentment?

Or for his parents’ quiet disapproval?

Or for the pressure of blending a family with no roadmap?

Her heart was overwhelmed. Prayer had steadied her before—but today, even prayer felt too small against the fear.



Halfway to the dock, Rebecca finally broke the silence.

“Michael?”

“Yes?”

She took a breath. “Let’s take this slow. No rushing. I know you’re serious—you proved that by moving home. But I need space to transition into this life. Everything you brush off as nothing, I feel as everything. I need to go slow.”

He nodded. He took her hand without hesitation. “We can go slow. As slow as you need.”

She turned her head toward the window. The Nevada hills rolled past—dry, golden, windswept. The tall grass bent in hypnotic waves, swaying under the hot sunlight. She watched the rhythmic sway until her breathing eased, and the anger finally loosened its grip.
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​Chapter 3 – Unravelling the Truth
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Michael had been in Hawaiʻi for barely a week when Kim suddenly decided she and the girls “needed a vacation” there—a place she’d never once been interested in visiting when she and Michael were married. Late-night calls started coming in almost daily: parent-teacher conferences Michael would miss, school events he “should know about,” casual mentions of flights and schedules.

It was too much for Rebecca to take.

Kim was the typical first wife—entitled, strategic, and far too comfortable in Michael’s life. Rebecca tried to be understanding, but the sly woman who had once worn his ring had too many devious bones in her body to underestimate what she was capable of.
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