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    To Pastor Classy Preston,

With heartfelt gratitude for your unwavering love, guidance, and spiritual mentorship. Your wisdom and faith have been a beacon in my life, and your example has inspired every page of this story. Thank you for showing me the power of faith, hope, and love in all seasons.



    


AFTER THE AMEN

Author: RANDOLPH BOOTH 

Prelude: Love’s Second Dawn

Some hearts bear the weight of silence, of empty rooms and whispered memories. They have loved once and felt the sting of loss, the ache of dreams that slipped like sand through trembling fingers. Yet, even in the shadow of sorrow, hope quietly waits, patient and unwavering.

This is a story of hearts that have known heartbreak, of souls who have walked through storms and emerged scarred but not broken. It is the story of discovering that true love does not always come once, that the heart is vast enough to heal and to open again.

For some, love arrives like a familiar song, unexpected and tender, awakening parts of us thought lost. And when it does, it teaches us that sorrow is not the end of our story but the soil from which deeper, more resilient love can grow.

This is a journey of second chances, of laughter after tears, of hearts meeting once more in a world that once seemed too cruel to hope. It is a reminder that love, in all its forms, is worth waiting for, worth fighting for, and worth embracing even after the shadows of yesterday.

I promise before God and our family and friends to love you, honor you, and walk with you all the days of my life. I will be faithful to you, support you, and grow with you in Christ, rejoicing in joy and comforting you in sorrow.

“I promise to be your partner, your best friend, and your home. I will celebrate your successes, lift you in your struggles, and love you without hesitation, as we journey together through this life.”
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Part I: Before the Vows
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Keith Burns noticed Keisha Willis the way people notice something important without realizing it at first.

She was sitting near the back of the fellowship hall during a midweek gathering, sleeves rolled up, listening more than speaking. When she did speak, it wasn’t to be heard—it was to understand. Keith was setting up chairs when she asked if he needed help, already reaching for one before he answered.

They worked side by side in comfortable silence.

Later, as the group settled in, Keith led a short devotion. He stumbled once over his words, pausing longer than he meant to. When he finished, Keisha smiled—not politely, but knowingly, as if she recognized the effort it took just to stand there.

Afterward, she approached him with a paper cup of coffee.

“You don’t rush the hard parts,” she said. “I like that.”

He laughed softly. “Most people don’t.”

“I’m not most people,” she replied.

They talked until the hall emptied. About faith that didn’t always feel steady. About growing up learning to trust God before learning to trust people. About how purpose can feel like a weight before it feels like a gift.

Their first few weeks were unspoken curiosity. Shared glances across rooms. Brief conversations that lingered long after they ended. Keith found himself replaying her questions in his mind during prayer. Keisha caught herself smiling at his name in the church bulletin.

Their first official outing wasn’t a date—at least, not in name. Keith invited her to join him for dinner after an evening service, careful with his words, as if saying too much might scare the moment away.

They went to Momma Grace Soul Food, a small neighborhood place where the windows fogged from the warmth inside and the scent of fried chicken and collard greens lingered in the air. The walls were covered with framed photographs of famous customers who had eaten there over the years—musicians, athletes, politicians—all smiling, plates half-empty in front of them. The hum of conversation wrapped around Keith and Keisha like a familiar song.

They sat in a corner booth, passing cornbread back and forth, laughing quietly when Keith admitted he’d never learned how to cook anything that didn’t come from a box.

Between bites and stories, the conversation deepened.

“You ever worry,” Keisha asked, “that you’ll give so much of yourself to your calling there won’t be anything left for a family?”

Keith rested his hands around his glass, considering her question carefully.

“Yes,” he said. “But I worry more about building a life without letting anyone really know me.”

Keisha nodded slowly. “I don’t want to be admired,” she said. “I want to be known.”

That was the night Keith realized he wasn’t just interested in her—he was being invited into something sacred.

Their relationship unfolded gently. Walks after church. Long conversations on the phone when neither wanted to be the one to hang up. Keith learned the sound of her laughter. Keisha learned when silence meant he was thinking, not withdrawing.

There were no grand gestures. Just presence.

One evening, sitting on the church steps beneath a sky just beginning to darken, Keith said quietly, “I don’t know where this leads.”

Keisha smiled, resting her hands in her lap. “I don’t need to know yet. I just need to know you’re walking honestly.”

He was.

And before either of them spoke of marriage or future or vows, they had already begun building something deeper—a love rooted not in certainty, but in trust.

A love that felt less like falling

and more like being found.

Part II: The First Yes

By the time Keith realized he was falling in love with Keisha Willis, it was already too late to pretend otherwise.

He noticed it in small ways. In how her absence felt louder than any crowd. In how he caught himself wanting to call her first with news that had nothing to do with church. In how prayer began to include her without effort.

It was Keisha who suggested the beach.

“Just for the day,” she said over the phone. “No agendas. No sermons. Just air and water.”

Keith hesitated. Sundays were sacred. His schedule was full. But something in her voice—hopeful, certain—cut through the excuses he was ready to make.

They drove early, the sky still pale with morning. The radio played softly as miles slipped by. Conversation came easily, then not at all, settling into a comfortable quiet that felt earned.

The beach was nearly empty when they arrived. The tide moved in slow rhythms, steady and patient. Keisha kicked off her shoes and stepped into the sand, laughing as the cool water reached her ankles.

“You’re thinking again,” she said, glancing back at him.

“I always am,” Keith replied.

“That’s okay,” she said. “Just don’t disappear into it.”

They walked along the shoreline, letting waves brush their feet. Keisha talked about childhood summers, about dreams she hadn’t said out loud before. Keith listened, the way he always did—fully, reverently.

They sat on a blanket as the sun climbed higher, sharing food and stories. At one point, Keith confessed his fear of loving someone while carrying a calling that never slept.

“I don’t want to offer half a heart,” he said.

Keisha turned toward him. “Then don’t,” she replied. “Offer the heart you have. I’m not asking for perfection. I’m asking for honesty.”

Later, as the afternoon softened into gold, they stood at the water’s edge, the breeze lifting strands of Keisha’s hair across her face. Keith reached out without thinking, brushing it back gently.

The moment lingered.

The sound of the waves faded. The world narrowed to the space between them.

Keisha looked at him—not waiting, not rushing.

Keith leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull away.

She didn’t.

Their first kiss was gentle, unclaimed by urgency. A quiet promise rather than a declaration. When they pulled back, Keisha rested her forehead against his.

“That felt like a yes,” she whispered.

Keith smiled, heart full in a way that both terrified and steadied him.

“It was,” he said. “To you. To us.”

They stayed until the sun began its descent, hands intertwined, speaking less and meaning more.

On the drive home, Keith realized something with a clarity that surprised him:

Love didn’t distract him from his calling.

It clarified it.

And somewhere between the tide and the horizon, Keith Burns stopped wondering where the road led—

Because he knew who he wanted to walk it with.

Part III: Building a Life Together

After that day at the beach, something shifted between Keith and Keisha Willis.

It wasn’t dramatic—there were no fireworks, no proclamations of love in front of the world. It was quieter than that, like the tide itself: steady, persistent, and inevitable.

Keith found himself looking forward to the small things—morning coffee with Keisha before church, walking her to her car after evening Bible study, the way her laughter could pull him out of a sermon rehearsal gone wrong.

Keisha, in turn, noticed how he tried to carve space for her in the chaos of ministry. When he brought her notes of encouragement, or paused in the middle of paperwork just to ask about her day, she saw the depth of his care—and the way he made her a priority without even trying.

One Saturday, they spent the day volunteering at a local food bank. Keisha worked with families, sorting donations and helping children pick out fresh produce, her hands busy but her eyes always attentive. Keith watched her as she knelt to help a young girl carry a box of canned goods. At that moment, he realized he didn’t just admire her faith—he admired the way she lived it.

Later, as the sun dipped behind the warehouse, they sat on the steps outside. Keith reached for her hand, and she didn’t pull away.

“I keep thinking about the future,” Keith admitted softly. “Not just the church... but us. I—” He paused, unsure of how much to say.

Keisha turned to him, her gaze steady. “You don’t have to have all the answers yet,” she said gently. “I just need to know you mean it.”

“I do,” he whispered, squeezing her hand. “More than I’ve ever meant anything in my life.”

She smiled, the kind of smile that made the world feel quieter, safer. “Then we’ll figure it out... together.”

And in that moment, Keith realized that love wasn’t just a feeling. It was a choice, one he wanted to make every single day—with Keisha by his side.

Part IV: Keisha’s Heart

Keisha Willis leaned against the counter in the hospital break room, sipping her coffee as she chatted with her co-workers. The morning rush had finally slowed, and for a few quiet moments, she could breathe.

“You’ve got that look again,” her colleague, Jasmine, said, raising an eyebrow. “The one that makes everyone ask, ‘Who’s she thinking about?’”

Keisha laughed, a little embarrassed. “I guess I do have someone on my mind.”

“Oh, spill it!” Jasmine leaned closer, lowering her voice. “This isn’t one of your usual patients, is it?”

Keisha shook her head, smiling. “No... it’s not that. It’s... someone at church.”

Her co-workers leaned in, curious. Keisha felt warmth spread through her chest, remembering the quiet strength of Keith Burns—how he listened without judgment, how he laughed softly, how his hand fit perfectly in hers.

“He’s the pastor, right?” another nurse, Carla, asked. “Isn’t that... complicated?”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
RANDOLPH BOOTH





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





