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Heart’s Desire




Chapter 1 — A Heart After God
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Chapter 2 – Sunday Encounters
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Chapter 3 – Friend Request




Chapter 4 – Whispers and Warnings




Chapter 5 – The Confession




Chapter 6 – Silent Battles




Chapter 7 – Unseen Eyes




Chapter 8 – Seeds of Doubt




Chapter 9 – Breaking Silence



To everyone who is stuck in a toxic relationship that is draining you, may you receive the grace to walk away.
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Chapter 1 — A Heart After God 

[image: ]




Sunday morning arrived soft and golden. Sunlight filtered through the lace curtains of the Mandelson home, and the smell of butter and rising bread drifted from the kitchen.

Gregory sat at the table with his coffee and newspaper, scanning the headlines. He paused at a story about the school board meeting, his lips moving in silent prayer. Knowing what happened in his community wasn't just habit—it was how he loved his neighbors.

In the living room, Kim curled into her corner by the window. Her worn Bible lay open beside her journal, margins crowded with months of notes. She picked up her pencil and wrote: Lord, teach me to serve You with a clean heart. Guard my yes. Guard my no. Keep me steady.

The house hummed with morning sounds. Rosita's footsteps in the kitchen. Ashley's voice rising and falling as she debated what to wear. Gregory's deliberate cough—the signal that breakfast was ready.

"Breakfast, mi estrella!" Rosita called.

Kim tucked her pencil behind her ear and closed her journal. The conversation with God would continue later.

The family gathered at the table. Gregory blessed the meal. "Thank You, Lord, for this food, for each person here, and for wisdom to make right choices today."

Ashley built a lopsided pancake tower, grinning as she tried to sneak extra Nutella onto her plate. Kim pretended not to notice. Rosita poured orange juice with a flourish, her movements as familiar as prayer. The world outside might be uncertain, but here in the Mandelson kitchen, peace reigned.

After breakfast, Kim packed her bag—tablet, sketchbook, charger, spare cable. In their home, preparation wasn't anxiety. It was respect for the work and the day ahead.

Her phone buzzed. Marianne from Children's Ministry: Will you have time to fix the slides after church? Want to grab boba tea after?

Kim smiled as she typed back. Yes, I'll bring the special brush for your artwork. The angels I drew look too serious.

Marianne's reply came immediately: Tell Ashley her Nutella habit isn't a spiritual gift.

Kim added a note to her list—"Bring Marianne's art supplies"—and zipped her bag.

The walk to Living Water Chapel followed the same route as always. Gregory reminded Ashley not to run in her church shoes. Rosita waved at Mrs. Alvarez across the street. Kim tucked her chin into her scarf against the cool air.

The chapel's white stone façade rose above the neighborhood, its doors open in welcome. Stained glass caught the morning sun and threw jewel tones across the entryway. Inside, the building buzzed with preparation—ushers at their posts, choir members warming up, children darting between pews.

Marianne was already there, her blue Children's Ministry lanyard bouncing as she set up craft supplies. "I'll pop by the tech loft before class," she called, waving a roll of tape. She had gentle hands and unwavering patience, the kind that kept the classroom running smooth every week.

Kim slipped through the side door to the media desk. The equipment was old but reliable, switches worn smooth by years of service. She powered up the system and checked the lyric slides—each line verified, a stray comma corrected here, a line break adjusted there. The worship setlist was familiar, but she scanned for trouble spots anyway. Preparedness was an act of care.

Dwayne appeared from the sound booth with two cups. "You ready?" His easy grin steadied her nerves. "The color on the new animation looks amazing. Our rendering times are way down with the new software—I think we'll be ready to submit our short film this week."

Kim took the cup, warmth seeping into her fingers. "That's wonderful news. I can't wait to see how the digital character moves now. It's like they're really breathing. Can you show me the updates after service?"

"Deal. And I exported a frame for Marianne—the kids can use it for coloring sheets."

She laughed.

Behind her, the sanctuary filled. Ushers greeted. The choir harmonized. Anticipation thickened the air.

Pastor Harry paused by the desk. "Thank you for your faithfulness, Kim. Your work makes a difference here."

"It's a privilege to serve." She meant it. She believed in the quiet work, the details no one else saw but that made worship possible.

The service began. Organ chords rose. Voices blended in the first hymn. Kim advanced the slides, words appearing as the congregation lifted their voices. She worked seamlessly, focus unwavering, glancing only occasionally at the crowd.

During the second song, the chapel door opened. A young man entered and took a seat near the aisle—pressed jeans, simple shirt, posture respectful. His attention fixed on the altar; hands folded in his lap.

Kim returned her attention to the slides. Her role was to serve, not to watch.

After the benediction, the sanctuary's energy shifted. Children spilled into the aisles. Adults clustered in conversation. Kim gathered cables and stacked equipment, letting the activity swirl around her.

The newcomer waited until the crowd thinned, then approached. "Hello, my name is Derrick." His voice was sincere. "This is my first time here. The way your team presented the lyrics made it easy for me to join the worship."

"Thank you. It's all for God's glory."

"What's your name, miss?"

"I'm Kim. I help with the media team. We're glad you came. I hope you felt comfortable today."

He nodded—a small, careful gesture—and slipped away as quietly as he'd entered.

Kim made a quiet note to keep any future conversation in public and in daylight.

Marianne appeared beside her, Children's Ministry badge tucked into her pocket, holding two cups of tea. "Did everything go smoothly?"

"Yes, everything went well." Marianne's presence was a comfort—steady and supportive.

"Awesome. Do you have any plans after church?"

"I need to head to the college studio to finish the animation project. You know I have a deadline Monday."

"Oh, that's right! You told me Thursday." Marianne smiled. "I'll leave you to it. Talk later?"

"Definitely."

Kim's phone rang as Marianne walked away. "Hello?"

"Kim, it's Dwayne. You still at church?"

"Just finished packing."

"Meet me outside. We need to get to the studio."

"I'll be there in two minutes."

"Great. See you."

The walk to campus was brisk, autumn air sharpening their focus. The college was quieter on Sundays—the usual buzz of students replaced by the hum of vending machines and echoing footsteps. Inside the studio, monitors glowed in the half-light, casting blue halos on their faces.

Kim and Dwayne settled in, reviewing their short film frame by frame. Their digital animation project had grown from scattered tablet sketches to a living, breathing story rendered in color and light.
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