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  For everything that belongs to the world – the lust of the flesh, the lust of the eyes and the pride in one’s lifestyle is not from the Father, but is from the world.


  


  1 John 2:16




  
 Prologue





  True Deliverance Divine Ministries




  “Kindly turn with me in your bibles to Genesis 39,” the old preacher announced in a commanding voice, “beginning at the sixth verse. I will be reading from the NLT version because it leaves little room for mindless interpretation. The word of God reads as thus: So Potiphar gave Joseph complete administrative responsibility over everything he owned. With Joseph there, he didn’t worry about a thing – except what kind of food to eat.




  “Joseph was a very handsome and well-built young man, and Potiphar’s wife soon began to look at him lustfully. ‘Come and sleep with me,’ she demanded. Let us drop down to the tenth verse: She kept putting pressure on Joseph day after day, but he refused to sleep with her. I will pause here, for I’ll extract my message from here. Turn to your neighbor and look them dead in the eyes. Make sure your expression is stern when you ask them this question: What in the world are you lusting after? That is my topic for this blessed Sunday morning, which will be part of a series over the next six weeks. It’s high time the people of God are properly taught on the three areas of temptation.”




  I squirmed in my seat, along with about ninety percent of the congregation. I was certain many of them were thinking the same thing I was thinking: This sermon could be viewed as a blatant invasion of privacy and I surely didn’t want the elderly lady sitting next to me asking such a personal question – even if it was designed to be rhetorical. So I stared straight ahead, pretending as if I didn’t hear the old preacher.




  But then the preacher roared, “Don’t you be afraid of anyone in this church! Ask them! Because half of you in here are guilty as charged. Every day we see things that are pleasing to ours eyes and if we aren’t careful, our desires could become contaminated. In John 2:16, the Apostle of Jesus called it the lust of the eyes – the first area I will focus on this morning. Then we’ll go in depth about the lust of the flesh, concluding with the pride of life…”




  While the preacher was speaking, I felt a firm grip on my arm. I heard the gentleness of the elderly woman’s voice before I turned to face her.




  “My dear,” she said with a smile so pleasant that I was sorry to have ignored her. “What in the world are you lusting after?” She then patted my knees. “But tell it to Jesus, honey, because your secret will always be safe with Him.”




  I gave the elderly woman a tight smile and turned my attention back to the preacher. If this was how it was going to be over the next six weeks – me sitting in a straitjacket – I may consider taking a brief sabbatical until the old preacher moved on to something else.




  “Yes, my brothers and my sisters, the eyes find many things appealing,” he shouted. “Maybe a beautiful home will get your attention, or an expensive car. Maybe a custom-designed yacht or a mouth-watering piece of cheesecake. Then, let us not forget about the appeal of the opposite sex – and for some, it is the appeal of the same sex. However, I dare say that human attraction is one of the greatest avenues Satan uses to tempt.




  “In fact, many of God’s people struggle in this area of temptation – in particular, the young and the impressionable. I always say that God is not going to stop creating beautiful people. The problem comes when we allow our hearts to become set on obtaining these desires using illegal means, as we see here in our text. The bible said that Potiphar’s wife longed to sleep with Joseph. But she didn’t just stop there; she pressured him every day to commit a grave sin against God and against her husband.




  “‘Lie with me, Joseph,’ she desperately pleads. A married woman, a woman who had everything going for her. She was not satisfied, but rather became consumed with Joseph’s good looks and his muscular build. So much so until one day she eventually tore his coat off of his body. What desperation! That is what unbridled lust will do to an individual. Lust in the dictionary is described as having a strong desire, to crave, to covet or to yearn. And in the case of Potiphar’s wife, I would say that she thirsted for, or panted after Joseph with such a potent sexual desire that it made her behave indecorously. Have you ever found yourself in such an ungodly position?”




  From the moment the preacher raised the question, I was wary of his intentions. I have been attending this church for well over two years, but I’ve never heard the preacher make such bold attempts in his messages. Had someone gossiped to him or had he truly received a divine impartation from God? You see, about a week ago, my best friend, Jennifer Dangerfield introduced me to Taj Brooks, her dashing fiancé. And ever since then I couldn’t get his striking features out of my mind. But let me digress to pose my own question because I may be perceived as being duplicitous, when in fact, at the core of my soul my aim was to do the right thing.




  But have you ever experienced a stare from a fine-looking stranger so powerful that it pulled you completely out of your element? And even if you did regain some measure of composure, you’re left grappling with shameless fantasies too ungodly to share with anyone. That kind of magnetic pull doesn’t happen with just anybody. Well, that was how my initial encounter was with Taj Brooks. The instant our gazes connected, my body began to express itself in some very uncomfortable ways. My heart palpitated and acute nervousness kept my tongue glued to the roof of my mouth. But maybe I had allowed my gaze to linger a little too long and received a jolt of envy over the fact that my best friend had been able to secure a man so gorgeously handsome – if I could use that as a description.




  So if that constituted me as having a strong desire for my best friend’s man, then I guess the preacher had every right to expose my sins. However, I didn’t see how the scripture about Potiphar’s wife applied to me, because I wasn’t longing to have intimate relations with Taj. I had merely admired his attractiveness and hoped that one day God would bless me with my own husband. I was very careful not to let my emotions run away with me. Taj belonged to my best friend and I had accepted that – even though I didn’t agree with the way they connected.




  Relaxing my shoulders, I kept my focus on the old preacher as he continued to build steam in his authoritative voice. Admittedly, it was a very interesting message, which thankfully reminded me to be on the lookout for those evil little traps. But I knew my boundaries and I knew that I would never hurt my best friend by going after her man. That was just not a part of my genetics. So truly, this message was not really for me.




  THREE MONTHS LATER




  
 Chapter One





  It had now been about three months since Taj Brooks migrated from Florida – about as long as he and Jennifer had been engaged. Like I said, I was okay with that until she revealed that they’d met on Facebook and had decided to streamline the relationship process after having communicated for less than a month. Taj moved in with Jennifer and before long she was repetitively bragging about their bedroom antics. I hadn’t any other choice but to assume that they were doing stuff only a married couple should be doing. And that was a big no no in my book.




  Not only had Jennifer gone against her spiritual conviction as a new convert to Christianity, but she showed little regard for my lectures about purity and abstaining from the pleasures of the flesh. Her philosophy was that a person only has one life to live and must strive to live it without regrets, which included taking a risk on marrying someone she barely knew. And then she had the audacity to add, ‘it is better to marry than to burn.’




  Problem was, Jennifer wasn’t burning. As long as she continued to let Taj stay in her bed, freely giving in to his seductive charms, she was only nourishing her carnal desires. I feared nothing would be left for their honeymoon – or of her spiritual conviction. But Jennifer had always been an adventurous devil and downright stubborn, even as far back as when I’d first met her in the eight grade. Her bold, sassy approach to life was the flip side to my reserved, introverted self. But by the same token, I, Sierra Lloyd had vowed to persist as a devout Christian.




  That being said, I would not be a hypocrite and say that my admiration for Taj Brooks had diminished. In fact, within three short months it may have blossomed into something else I was too ashamed to admit. Do I dare categorize it as lust, as that old preacher had so ably conveyed for those six weeks? I wouldn’t know because I’d purposely stayed away to protect my pride. Maybe it was lust, and if so, I certainly did not picture myself becoming a victim. Overall, I’d kept my distance and my vow to God that I would not allow whatever I was feeling for Taj to interfere with my friendship with Jennifer.




  However, though I found these unwanted feelings extremely burdensome, because the more I sought to get rid of them the more they persisted, there were times I fully indulged them –especially when Taj was in my presence. I would appraise his every feature before I would suddenly become aware of it. I loved how his refined looks and effortless allure, complemented his lean physique, which was usually ornamented in a black suit he wore for his profession as a private limo driver.




  When he laughed his dimples became pronounced and mesmerizing. Jennifer told me that Taj was of Indonesian descent, pleasantly mixed with a dose of Peruvian blood. I was not sure if Jennifer had been exaggerating at that point; however, I could certainly understand why she would want to swipe Taj off the market as soon as she could. He was unquestionably an incredible catch.




  Being a second-generation Canadian-Bahamian by heritage, I had a strong propensity for well-put-together men. Men like Taj Brooks, were the quintessential models of my taste in looks, personality, height, and overall swagger. That was probably one of the main reasons why my feelings persisted. I desired a man who possessed similar traits. But if I allowed my errant thoughts to have their way, I knew it could land me in hot water. Because something as simple as Jennifer telling me that Taj was planning to show up this evening at our usual Friday night games, caused my heart to leap with excitement.




  I felt horrible basking in Taj’s visits, but it was difficult not to. Believe me, I was studying every scripture on temptation to help thwart giving in to these feelings. But it seemed like the more I studied the word of God, the greater my fight became. Maybe I should have sat under that old preacher for those six weeks and listened to what he had to say. Back then, I simply thought I could have handled those unwanted feelings on my own. Now here I was waiting on God to bless me with my Boaz, but at the same time I was jealous that my best friend’s marital status was about to be changed by a man I wished was mine. Talk about misery!




  So picture this: When my door buzzed, I almost fell on my face trying to answer it. I invited Taj and Jennifer into my one-bedroom flat on Paradise Island – which was considered the premier of real estate properties in the Bahamas. As a licensed real estate professional with the renowned Smith, Robinson and Bradshaw Realty, I got to live like the privileged lived – an exclusive lifestyle that was the envy of many. But I was not like the spoiled rich kids who turned their noses up at people less fortunate than them. Though my deceased parents had left me enough money to open up a minimart, I decided to follow my dreams by enrolling myself into college, working hard and then establishing a ceiling on how extravagantly I would live my life.
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