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SAMSON





CHAPTER 1

The first Sunday in June was a perfect day for the installation ceremony of a new pastor.

Samson Taylor admired his reflection in the mirror adorning a wall in his uncle’s office. His suit, made just for this occasion, was tailored to complement his athletic build. He deliberately chose navy because it represented knowledge, power, and integrity.

Women loved his creamy, smooth peanut-colored complexion, his greenish gray eyes, and his neatly trimmed wavy hair. Samson’s six-four height and muscular body had carried him through four years of college basketball at Duke University, from where he graduated at the top of his class, earning a bachelor degree in sociology, and on to the Duke Divinity School, where he earned a master’s of divinity degree.

In a few minutes Samson would be preaching his first sermon after his installation as assistant pastor of Hillside Baptist Church in Raleigh, North Carolina.

There was a soft knock on the door. Before he could utter a word, a young woman stuck her head inside, gave him a quick once-over, and then said, “You look real handsome, Samson. I just wanted to be the first to congratulate you.”

He broke into a grin. “Thank you, Pamela.”

She met his gaze, then flashed a seductive smile. “I was thinking that maybe we can celebrate later.”

“Maybe,” he responded.

“I guess I’ll see you in the sanctuary.” She disappeared as quietly as she’d come.

He and Pamela had dated during their college days at Duke. She was attending law school now and had made it quite clear that she wanted to renew their relationship. Samson found her attractive, but he knew he had to watch himself now.

He returned his attention to his reflection in the mirror and checked his teeth. Samson had gone to the dentist on Friday to have them cleaned and whitened. His aunt had arranged to have a photographer take a formal picture of him, which would be placed in the lobby beside the one of his uncle Zachariah, the senior pastor of Hillside. Smaller photographs of his father, grandfather, and great-grandfather—the man who had founded the original church—graced another wall in the foyer.

Over the years, Hillside had grown from a small congregation of eight to a membership of nearly two thousand. Samson would be the fifth family member installed as a pastor there, following his father, who was now deceased.

The Spirit of the Lord stirred in him, and Samson sensed that something great was about to happen. As far back as he could remember, his father had always told him he was set apart for service to God. After his dad’s death, his uncle Zachariah continued raising him in the knowledge of his calling.

“Your parents would be so proud of you,” said a voice behind Samson.

He turned around to face his aunt. “I really wish they could be here to see me—hear me preach this morning.”

“You are a lot like your father. Elijah was an eloquent speaker, and that man knew the Word,” Hazel told him. Her voice changed as she added, “He had a weakness for beauty, you know. I know that you think I need to mind my own business, but I worry about you. I see the way those fast-tail girls are always up in your face. If you’re not careful, Samson, a woman can ruin everything you’ve worked so hard to accomplish.”

Samson realized she must have seen Pamela pop in before. He walked over to his aunt and gave her a hug. “Aunt Hazel, you don’t have to worry about me. I’m not letting anyone distract me from what I’ve been called to do. I already tried to run from my calling while I was in college, but I couldn’t escape.” He held her by both shoulders. “Aunt Hazel, I give you my word. No one will come between me and God. I won’t let that happen.”

She glanced up at him. “I pray for you daily.”

“Trust me. I have everything under control,” he reaffirmed with a smile. “I admit that I love the attention, but I won’t let that control me or take my focus off the Lord. You’ll see.”

“Famous last words. I don’t know why I bother to tell you men anything. You think you know everything, but you don’t. Mark my words . . .”

“Honey, what are you all afire over this morning?” Zachariah asked as he walked in on them talking in his office.

“Uncle, she was just warning me not to walk the same path as my father.”

Zachariah slipped on his blazer. “Well, I have those same worries, Samson. Elijah was a good man, but he let those women ruin him. It bothered me greatly when he was forced out of the church, but there really wasn’t much I could do.”

Samson nodded, the memory putting a slight damper on his mood. “I don’t think I ever saw my mother cry as much as she did that day. When we got home, she told him that we were leaving. My mom packed us up and we left for the train station.” He became quieter, lost in the awful memory. “Dad followed us. I remember they were standing outside the train station talking. My mom was still upset and standing close to the street. That truck was coming so fast—I had a feeling something was about to happen. So did my dad, because he put his arms around my mom as if to protect her just as it jumped the curb. I heard him tell her that he loved her, and then he asked God to forgive him. Those were the last words I ever heard my dad say.”

Hazel wrapped an arm around him. “It was a sad day.”

Samson’s parents were killed on impact by a PET Milk truck. After it was discovered that the driver had been drinking, Samson’s aunt and uncle sued the company and were awarded over two million dollars, which they placed in a trust for Samson. The trust had come under Samson’s control on his twenty-fifth birthday, and the only luxuries he allowed himself were a couple of nice suits, the down payment on a brand-new town house, and the purchase of a Lexus SUV.

“You really think my dad would be proud of me?” Samson asked.

Zachariah nodded. “My brother and Ruby would both be thrilled to see the man you’ve become, son. And you know that Hazel and I couldn’t be any more pleased than we are right now.”

One of the ushers passing by the office paused briefly to remind them that the service was about to start. Samson and his aunt followed Zachariah out of the office and quickly made their way to the sanctuary.

After the praise and worship services, the moment had come for Samson to deliver his sermon. Confident, he walked up to the podium, carrying the Bible that had once belonged to his father in his hands. He flashed his aunt a bright smile, then said, “Good morning, Church.”

“Good morning,” the congregation responded in unison.

“The scripture references today will come from Hebrews chapter ten, verses thirty through thirty-one. The King James Version reads like this: ‘I will recompense, saith the Lord. And again, The Lord shall judge his people. It is a fearful thing to fall into the hands of the living God.’”

He paused to let them consider these words. “There was a man sitting at his dying wife’s bedside. ‘Honey,’ she breathed, her voice little more than a whisper, ‘I’ve got a confession to make before I go. I’m the one who took the ten thousand dollars from your safe and spent it on a fling with your best friend. And I was the one who forced your mistress to leave the city. Also, I’m the one who reported your income tax evasion to the government.’

“This was his response: ‘That’s all right; don’t give it a second thought. I’m the one who poisoned you.’”

Laughter rang out around the sanctuary.

Samson’s uncle gave a slight nod of approval.

“My message this morning is about what happens when you sin. The first thing you should know is that there is a price to pay. Now here are two interesting facts: Our sinful nature is inherited. Ephesians chapter two, verse three, tells us, ‘Among whom also we all had our conversation in times past in the lusts of our flesh, fulfilling the desires of the flesh and of the mind; and were by nature the children of wrath, even as others.’

“The other fact is that sin is the result of a human choice. Now, make sure you catch this in the spirit. Romans chapter one, verses eighteen through twenty, says, ‘For the wrath of God is revealed from heaven against all ungodliness and unrighteousness of men, who hold the truth in unrighteousness; Because that which may be known of God is manifest in them; for God hath showed it unto them. For the invisible things of him from the creation of the world are clearly seen, being understood by the things that are made, even his eternal power and Godhead; so that they are without excuse.’”

Samson’s eyes darted around the sanctuary, noting the expressions on the members’ faces. Pleased that they appeared engaged, he gave a brief overview of what sin does before moving on to the consequences.

“Man becomes a slave to sin, and sin places a barrier between God and man,” Samson explained. “Sin ruins relationships. Sin brings guilt, it brings death, and more importantly, it is eternal separation from God.”

He finished his speech to a rousing standing ovation. Several members approached him afterward, offering congratulations and words of support and encouragement.

“Man, you even had me interested today,” his best friend Trey said, joining him. Trey and Samson had been friends since third grade. They were similar in features, only Trey’s complexion was the color of a new penny and he had shaved his head bald. Trey’s muscular build served him well as a physical therapist. “You did an awesome job. Congrats.”

Trey’s words meant a lot to Samson, especially since Trey was virtually a stranger to church. “Thanks for coming to support me. I really wasn’t expecting to see you here.”

“That’s what friends are for. Right, Pastor?”

Samson laughed. “Pastor. Trey, can you believe it?”

“I’m still working my head around it,” he admitted. “I always thought you were doing all this to please your aunt and uncle. To be honest, I never really thought you’d go all the way. Not Mr. Oh-so-smooth Samson Taylor.”

“I’ll always be smooth. That will never change,” Samson responded with a chuckle. “It’s just who I am.” Trey was referring to his love for women. He and Trey shared a lot of the same interests, even when it came to women. They were both drawn to the same type of woman. Only, Samson always seemed to get to them first.

“I hear you, bro,” Trey said. He lowered his voice to a whisper and added, “You know you have to change your ways now. You are a man of the cloth.”

“I am still a man, Trey,” Samson countered. “There’s no denying that I love women, and that won’t ever end, but I’m not going to do anything that will taint my ministry or stain my uncle’s sterling reputation.” For a second, Samson thought about his father.

A couple of women strolled by, smiling like the sun was shining down on them.

Samson and Trey both smiled back.

“Lord, deliver me from temptation,” Samson muttered.

Trey laughed. “Look at you . . .”

Samson held his hands up in innocence. “Hey, I never said it was going to be easy, Trey, but I will overcome. I don’t want to stand up in the pulpit and be a hypocrite.” I have no intention of being like my father.

“You’re making it hard for yourself by becoming a pastor,” Trey responded. “You could have just stayed a regular old sinner like me.”

Surprised, Samson burst into laughter. “I wish it were that simple, Trey. The truth is, this isn’t about my family or what they want for me. This is the call that God placed in my heart and there’s no running from it. I already tried that, remember?”

Trey scanned his friend’s face, noting the subtle lift of Samson’s chin. “You’re really serious about this, aren’t you?”

“Yeah, I am. This is what I was born to do. By the way, I’m hoping to see more of you in church from now on.”

Trey shook his head. “Samson, you know me,” he said seriously. “I’m still searching for something, but when I find it, I’ll know.”

“The only thing missing from your life is God,” Samson told him.

“We’ve had these discussions before, bro. I’m not knocking what God means to you, but I’m just not where you are. I might get there one day, but for right now, I’ll just keep searching.”

“I’ll keep you lifted in prayer, Trey.”

“Hey, we should be celebrating,” he told Samson, changing the subject. “Let me take you to lunch.”

“Sounds like a plan.” He knew that Pamela was expecting to spend time with him, but Samson wasn’t in the mood for her whining. She was clingy at times, a quality that Samson found unattractive. That and her constant whining.

Hazel walked up, stopping the two men before they could make their escape. “Oh, no you don’t,” she said, wagging a finger. “We have all this food prepared in Samson’s honor. You and Trey just march yourself over to the banquet hall. You’re eating here.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Trey towered over her, and he wrapped an arm around her tiny frame. “It was your nephew’s idea. You know that, right?”

She glared sharply at Samson, who said, “Why do you always believe everything Trey tells you? Aunt Hazel, he’s the real culprit.”

She looked from one to the other. “See, that’s why I used to punish you both.”

“Man, I remember those days,” Trey said. “And then when I went home, I was punished again.”

“When you went home,” Hazel echoed. “Boy, you practically lived at our house. You went home on the weekends.”

“That’s because my mom worked nights at the hospital and she didn’t want to leave me home by myself.”

“Honey, I know,” Hazel said as she gave his hand a little squeeze. “Trey, you know that we loved having you around. In fact, I wish you’d start coming around more—seems like the only time we see you these days is when you’re picking up my nephew.”

Trey pretended to be solemn. “I’ll be better about that from now on, Miss Hazel.”

“See that you are,” she responded.

“Some things never change, huh?” Samson muttered when his aunt went off to find her husband.

A young woman sashayed past them, swinging her hips. She glanced over her shoulder to make sure they were watching her.

“Bro, you sho’ right about that—some things never change,” Trey said. “You just stepped out of the pulpit and look at you. I saw the way you were looking at that girl.”

“I’m human, Trey. Not blind.”

They laughed as they made their way toward the church cafeteria.

“Mr. Preacher Man, the ladies sure are checking you out,” Trey said in a low voice. “You better make sure the only thing you’re doing up in this place is preaching, Samson. I hope you can stay focused with all this attention.” He took another glance around. “Bro, I don’t envy you one bit. I don’t know if I could handle all this temptation.”

Samson shrugged nonchalantly. “Trey, I got this. Don’t worry, I’m the one in control.”



CHAPTER 2

The next day, Samson was still flying high from his installation ceremony. The first thing he did when he got up that morning was settle down on the patio. It was his favorite place to spend time with the Lord. Samson loved breathing in the fresh air and admiring God’s handiwork while he read from the Bible, prayed, or just kept quiet as God spoke to his heart.

Then Samson strolled into the backyard, where he performed a series of kicks and punches and performed karate movements and techniques called kata. Samson was a black belt and had won four tournaments. He even taught classes from time to time.

After Samson completed his workout, he sat out on the patio for almost an hour, before going inside to make scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast. While he cooked, his gaze traveled to the photo of his parents, sitting on the counter.

“I wish you two could be here to see me,” he said. “To see the man I’ve become. I think you’d be proud.”

Samson ate his breakfast, and then went upstairs to shower and get dressed. He was scheduled to meet his uncle at the church at ten.

He spent most of the morning with his uncle and in meetings with members of his advisory board. Samson had enough money in trust to support his lifestyle, so he decided to work full-time in the ministry alongside Zachariah without taking a salary. He was excited about being able to do the Lord’s work.

Samson left Hillside Baptist Church shortly after noon. He was having lunch with his uncle and Aunt Hazel, but needed to make a quick stop along the way, so he drove separately.

Twenty minutes later, he got out of his car and headed into Captain Marc’s Seafood Restaurant, located in the heart of downtown Raleigh. He glanced around, his eyes searching his surroundings.

“Hello, handsome,” a feminine voice cooed from behind him.

He turned around, a smile tugging at his lips. “Teà, how are you?”

“Much better, now that I see you,” she murmured seductively. “Samson, I hope you didn’t just come here to have lunch. Hopefully, you’re here because you couldn’t bear to go another minute without seeing me.”

He broke into a grin. “Actually, I am here just to see you, but I won’t be staying for lunch. I’m meeting my aunt and uncle at another restaurant.”

Teà flipped her hair over her shoulder. “So, what can I do for you?”

Samson lowered his voice to a whisper. “Are you busy later on tonight?”

She shook her head. “I don’t have anything on my calendar. What’s up?”

“Will you have dinner with me? I haven’t seen you in a while and I thought we could catch up.”

Teà edged a little closer to him. “What time should I be ready?”

“I’ll pick you up around seven.”

Samson did not linger. He was running behind and needed to be on his way.

The other restaurant was on the corner of the next block. He parked his car and went inside.

“I’m sorry I’m late,” Samson said as soon as he sat down across from his uncle. “I got caught in some traffic.”

“There was a car accident on Interstate 540,” Hazel announced as she scanned her menu. “They were talking about it on the radio as we drove into the parking lot. Samson, I ordered you a sweet tea.”

“Thanks for ordering the tea for me. I’m thirsty,” Samson said. “I saw the police cars, but nothing else.” He picked up a menu. “Uncle, I’m coming by the house next Saturday to mow the lawn. I want to have it done by eleven.”

“Samson, we can get one of the boys from church to cut it,” Zachariah said.

“I don’t think you want to hear Aunt Hazel’s mouth if he cuts down her flowers.”

“I know that’s right,” she muttered. She studied her menu a while longer and then put it down. “Honey, how are things going with you and Cynthia? I haven’t seen her in a couple of weeks and she wasn’t at church on Sunday. She usually comes by the office to have lunch with me.”

His aunt worked at the Social Security office three days a week.

“Auntie, I think she’s a little upset with me right now,” Samson replied. “She’s ready to settle down and I’m nowhere near there yet.” The truth was they’d had a nasty fight a week ago and he hadn’t spoken to her since.

He caught the way his aunt looked over at Zachariah. “Auntie, I know that you think I should get married, but I’m not going to even consider it until I find the right girl.”

She nodded. “I certainly do understand that, but I think more members would take you seriously if you had a wife.”

He knew that some of the older members were opposed to him becoming the assistant pastor not only because they thought him too young and inexperienced, but also because he was single.

Samson shrugged nonchalantly. “Auntie, I’m not worried about those folks. I’m not going to marry the first person I date. Cynthia is a nice girl but she’s very needy. She already has a problem with me being in the ministry. For me that’s a big red flag.”

His uncle agreed.

Hazel laid down her menu. “Why would she have a problem with that? It’s an honorable job.”

“Cynthia believes that most pastors are married to their churches. I tried to explain to her that I’m an assistant pastor, but she didn’t want any part of it. She also said she didn’t want to be a first lady.”

“Okay, she’s a little nuts, then,” Hazel replied offended. “I had high hopes for her, but you did the right thing, hon. You needed to let her go. So, Samson, it’s not that you don’t want to get married—you’re just waiting on the right girl. I want to be clear.”

Samson laughed. “Yes, ma’am. Oh, and, Auntie, I don’t need any help finding her.”

Zachariah leaned forward and said in a dry tone, “Now, you know that your aunt gonna go carry that back to the ladies in the church. She’s the ringleader behind the plot to get you married.”

The waiter came to take their orders. When he left, Hazel asked, “How in the world are you going to reach the married couples when you’re a single man? I know that I wouldn’t listen to a man who’s never been married. What can he tell me?”

Samson knew better than to debate this issue with her. Hazel wasn’t a fan of single pastors. She felt they were more vulnerable to worldly temptations.

Despite his earlier plea, Hazel said, “There’s a nice young lady that just joined the church. Her grandmother died last week, so she’s in California, but she’ll be back at the end of the week. I’ll have to introduce you two.”

“Are you talking about Tina?”

Hazel grinned. “Oh, you’ve met her, then?”

He nodded. “She’s nice looking, but she dresses like she’s as old as you.”

Hazel’s lips turned downward. “Humph, I would’ve thought you’d appreciate the fact that she’s not trying to reveal her mysteries to the entire world.”

Samson and his uncle chuckled. Hazel had never been one to hold her tongue, and he didn’t expect her to be any different now.

Just then their meals arrived.

Samson blessed the food, then said, “While you’re over there trying to find a wife for me, I hope you have time to enjoy your salmon.”

“All right, fresh mouth,” Hazel said. “I have my bat in the car. You ain’t too big for me to whup you up some.”

The smile on her face gave away that she was only teasing with him, but Samson didn’t doubt she had a bat. Hazel kept one near her at all times for protection.

As they ate, a couple of women sitting nearby kept eyeing Samson and whispering.

He smiled and gave a slight nod in greeting.

“All these fast-tail girls running around.” Hazel was clearly disgusted by the women’s behavior. “Samson, they don’t mean you any good. You should be the one doing the chasing.” She glanced over her shoulder in their direction, then turned back to face him. “If a girl is running behind you—you need to run away as fast as you can. Run for the hills, as my mama would say.”

The waiter checked on them. When he left, they resumed their conversation.

“Times have changed, Aunt Hazel,” Samson said. He wiped his mouth on the edge of his napkin. “There’s nothing wrong with a woman letting a man know she’s interested. It doesn’t turn me off.”

“Hazel’s right,” his uncle put in. “Women today are too aggressive.”

“You two are just old-fashioned. I admit that there are women who will practically stalk you, but I try to stay away from those types. To be honest, I like a woman who plays a little hard-to-catch.”

Hazel nodded in approval, then took a sip of her iced tea.

“Why don’t you come by the house tonight and have dinner with us?” Zachariah suggested. “I’m sure you’re tired of eating your own cooking, if you can call it that.”

Samson chuckled. “My cooking skills have greatly improved, just so you know. Thanks for the invitation, but I’m going out to dinner with Teà. You remember her, don’t you?”

Hazel’s mouth tightened, but she did not comment.

Samson laughed. “You might as well say whatever you’re holding on to, Aunt Hazel.”

Samson’s aunt didn’t care for Teà. She thought Teà dressed much too provocatively and was too aggressive. Teà was one of Samson’s former lovers, but they were friends as well. They always had a great time together and she didn’t make demands on him.

“You’re a grown man, Samson. You already know the kind of woman Teà is—I don’t need to say a word.”

Samson waited for her to continue. He’d be surprised if she stopped at this point.

Hazel wagged her finger at him. “But I will say this to you: If you aren’t careful, women will be the ruin of you. Find yourself a nice girl and settle down.”

“I’m trying, Auntie.”

“You’re too picky,” she responded, laying her fork down. “You’re trying to find a woman with all this”—she pointed to her chest—“out so far that you see them before you see her face. And junk in her trunk. All that don’t make a good wife. I know you want someone you’re physically attracted to, but she should be have more than that if you’re looking to build a relationship.”

“Auntie, I agree with you. We’re on the same page.”

“I certainly hope so. Some of the girls I’ve seen you with really make me wonder.”

He laughed. “Auntie, tell the truth. No woman on earth is good enough for me as far as you’re concerned, and you know it.”

She allowed him a smile. “Maybe if you’d let me pick—”

Samson cut her off by saying, “I don’t think so. Auntie, you know I love you, but I don’t want you picking out a woman for me. That’s just wrong on so many levels.”

“I don’t see anything wrong with it,” she said. “You’re focusing on the outside too much. Hon, you have to look at the heart.”

“Do you really think I just look at physical attributes?”

Hazel didn’t miss a beat. “Yes, I do. Practically every girl I’ve seen you with possesses D cups, hair down their back, a small waist, and wide hips. Looks like a trend to me.”

Samson glanced over at Zachariah. “Do you agree with Aunt Hazel?”

His uncle calmly finished off his chicken before answering, “I don’t look at other women, so I won’t be any help to you.”

“C’mon, Uncle. You’re supposed to have my back.”

Zachariah smiled. “Son, I do. But you know your aunt, and she’s got some pretty strong opinions. Usually she’s right, too.”

“Teà is a nice girl, Auntie, and we’re just friends. She knows it and she doesn’t press for more,” Samson said, ending the discussion.

He signaled for the waiter to bring their check. “This is on me.”

Zachariah opened his mouth to refuse, but Samson shook his head. “It’s already settled. I’m taking care of this bill. It doesn’t come close to repaying all you and Auntie have done for me, so just let me show some appreciation. Okay?”

• • •

Back at the church Samson sat in his office, behind the huge mahogany desk that once belonged to his father. He was enjoying the feel of the soft leather chair and looking out his window at the manicured landscape when his aunt stopped by.

“You look good in here,” she told Samson. “And one day you’ll occupy the office down the hall. Zachariah is grooming you to take his place, you know.”

“I used to play in there while my dad was working,” he said, before another memory darkened his brow. “It was never the same for me after he was gone.”

“You will lead this church one day,” Hazel said.

Samson smiled. “I believe that’s what I was born to do, Auntie.”

They talked for a few minutes more, and then Hazel said, “I’ll see you later. I need to get back to the office.”

Shortly after four, Samson left Hillside and drove to the gym, where he worked out for an hour before going home to prepare for his date.

At home, Samson showered, then sat down to read the Bible. He enjoyed studying early in the morning, and then again in the evening.

After forty-five minutes of Bible study, he left to pick up Teà for their date.

Teà lived a short fifteen minutes away, and when she opened the door to Samson, he admired her strapless black dress, which fit as if it were made just for her body. “Teà, you look beautiful.”

“So do you,” she said with a giggle.

He escorted her to the car, and then opened the door to the passenger side.

She climbed inside the SUV. “I love this car, Samson. I’m still waiting on my insurance check so I can get me another one. I’m going to buy an SUV, but it won’t be a Lexus.” Teà had had a car accident a few weeks earlier that totaled her automobile.

He walked around to the driver side and got in. “I’ve been wanting one for a while, but figured I’d wait until I finished school and everything.”

They were eating at a nice Italian place that specialized in grilled entrees. Once they were seated, Teà ordered an apple martini while he decided on a glass of iced tea.

When she finished that one, she ordered another.

“We haven’t even had dinner yet,” Samson said. “Maybe you should slow it down a bit.”

She smirked at him like he was crazy. “Honey, I’m fine.”

He wasn’t so sure. Teà liked to drink. There were many nights he’d had to drive her home because she’d had too many drinks for her to drive herself.

When their food arrived, Teà ordered another apple martini. Samson opened his mouth to say something, but she gave him a cross look. “Don’t . . . I just want to enjoy the evening. I want to have a good time.”

She sampled her grilled chicken, ignoring his frown. “This is delicious.”

Samson sliced off a piece of his steak and stuck it in his mouth.

“How is it?” she asked.

“Good.” Samson took a sip of his iced tea while Teà downed her third drink.

After dinner, Teà ordered another martini. Samson, who had remained sober, noticed how she laughed at every stupid thing.

“I think you had a little too much to drink at dinner,” Samson said to her in the car.

She dismissed his words with a wave of her hand. “I’m not drunk, but I do have a buzz going on.” Teà flashed him a lopsided grin. “I feel so good right now. Let’s go to your place. I want to see your new town house.”

“I still have some decorating to do,” Samson warned her when they arrived. “I’ve only been in it for almost a month so there’s really not a lot to see.”

“You showed me the floor plan,” Teà said. “It looks huge.”

Samson acknowledged it was big. “It gives me all the room I need and some to grow if necessary.”

He started to give her a tour of the town house. Upstairs, Teà asked, “So what are you going to do with four bedrooms?”

“I’m thinking about turning one of them into a gym. The others are going to be guest rooms.” Samson had all sorts of ideas, which he told her about.

“Aren’t you going to have an office at home?”

Samson nodded. “Instead of a formal living room, I opted for a home office.”

“Oh yeah,” she muttered. “I did see a desk in that room downstairs.”

When they entered the master bedroom, Teà turned around to face Samson. She drew him in for a kiss, her curves molding to the contours of his body. He savored the warmth of her lips, leaving him burning with fire.

Yet when she began to slip out of her dress, Samson stopped her. “Teà, wait. I’m a preacher now. We can’t do this.”

“Why not?” she asked, looking puzzled. “God created sex, so why shouldn’t we enjoy it? Besides, it’s not like we haven’t done this before. We used to do it a lot.”

“That was before I made this commitment to the Lord,” he tried to explain. “Things have to change now, Teà.”

“They don’t have to change at all, handsome.”

She kissed him hungrily.

“Teà . . .” His resolve was weakening and she knew it.

Samson wasn’t strong enough to keep pushing her voluptuous body away. Giving into temptation, he picked her up and carried her over to the bed.



CHAPTER 3

The next morning, Samson was filled with remorse. This was not the way a pastor should be acting. Silently, he cursed himself for being so weak.

Samson glanced over at the sleeping body next to him. “Teà,” he said gently. “Wake up.”

She moaned softly, her eyelids fluttered, and she turned on her side, but she didn’t open her eyes.

Getting impatient, Samson called her name once more.

Teà opened one eye, then the other. Smiling, she said, “Morning, baby.”

“Good morning,” he responded tersely. “C’mon, it’s time to get up.”

She reached for him. “Not yet . . .”

Samson pushed her hands away. “Teà, last night was wonderful, but it shouldn’t have happened. When I was installed as a pastor, I vowed to make some changes in my life and that includes no more of this.”

She sat up in bed, not bothering to hide her naked body. “Are you serious? No sex?”

Samson nodded. “I should practice what I’m preaching, don’t you think?”

“I don’t think you need to worry about that. Samson, I’m not going to tell anyone what we do—it’s nobody’s business.”

He was trying hard to keep his frustration under control. “Teà, you need to get dressed. I have to leave in an hour.”

“Come back to bed, Grumpy,” she pleaded. “I’ll make you feel all better.”

Samson refused. “I’m serious. Now, I need you to get out of bed and get dressed.”

When she realized how serious he was, her smile disappeared. “You don’t have to be rude about it, Samson.” She swung her legs out of the bed.

“I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be rude to you, but, Teà, you don’t seem to be listening to me. Last night was a mistake—one I can’t make again.”

“Well, that’s certainly a first,” she huffed. “I’ve never been called a mistake.”

“What we did was a mistake, Teà,” he clarified. “You know what I mean. Look, don’t make this difficult. I told you that my life has a calling, and I answered that call. I have to take this seriously.”

She gave him a scornful look. “So, now since you’ve officially become a pastor you’re going to be celibate? That’s what you’re telling me, right?”

He nodded.

Teà burst into laughter. “You? Samson, you won’t make it past a week. Baby, I know you.”

“I can do all things through Christ, who strengthens me,” he responded, but deep down, he worried that she was right. He loved sex, and it had been one of the reasons he hadn’t wanted to become a pastor. He couldn’t be a pastor and succumb to worldly desires. In answering his call to the pulpit, Samson had vowed to lead by example. But inside of a week he had already broken that promise.

“Last night, I had you in bed as soon as we got here,” Teà bragged. “If I did it then, I can do it again. I know you, honey. You love getting it on.”

Samson tried to curb his frustration. “It won’t happen again.”

She strutted in front of him, giving him an up-close view of her naked body. “Are you sure?”

He vowed not to let the sight of her gorgeous body get to him, and closed his eyes. “Positive,” he said with a gulp. Feeling overwhelmed, he quickly got out of bed and walked to the door. “I’ll be downstairs in my office.”

“Whatever,” she muttered.

Samson was furious with himself. He did not want to start off his ministry in this manner. How could I have been so weak?

When she finally made her way downstairs, Samson told her, “Teà, I don’t think we should see each other anymore.”

She raised her eyes to meet his gaze. “Excuse me? What did you just say?”

Samson leaned back in his chair. “You heard me.”

Anger flashed in her eyes. “What? I’m not good enough to be your girlfriend now that you’re a preacher?”

“Girlfriend? You were never my girlfriend. Teà, I’ve always been honest with you about our relationship. Besides, you’re not exactly looking to be tied down to one man.”

“That’s beside the point,” she muttered. “I’m a good woman, and if you can’t appreciate me, then it’s your loss, Samson.”

“God bless you too.”

Teà rolled her eyes. “Before this month is out, you’ll be calling my number.”

“I don’t think so. C’mon, I need to drop you off before I head to my meeting.”

They walked to the door. The whole way Samson kept a safe distance away.

“Seriously, Samson . . . are you really telling me that you don’t want to see me anymore?”

He turned to her. “Teà, you know that I like you a lot, but I can’t do this and call myself a man of God. I hope you’ll respect that.”

She shook her head in disbelief and said, “Wow. I can’t believe I’ve been dumped by my nonboyfriend.”

“It’s not like that.”

“Yes it is,” she interjected. “Samson, if this is what you want, I’m not going to beg. I’m fine and I can get another man.”

She sashayed out of the house. Samson followed her.

Teà didn’t say a word in the car.

When he pulled into her driveway, Samson opened his mouth to speak, but she held up a hand to stop him.

“Don’t bother. You’ve already said too much.” She opened the door. “Lose my number, you hear?”

Samson couldn’t expect her to be happy about being rejected. It was probably better this way, he decided.

As he neared the church, guilt came over him.

“Lord, I know what I did last night was wrong, I wasn’t strong enough to refuse Teà. I’m not trying to lay blame on her,” he whispered. “I was wrong, but I want to do better. I am committed to serving You, Father God. Please give me the strength to fight temptation. I do not want to be a hypocrite or become the man that my father was. I really need Your help.”

Samson’s voice died as he eyed the woman in the car next to his. She was beautiful, with huge bedroom eyes and sexy full lips. She grinned and winked at him, prompting Samson to mutter, “Lord, I really need You.”



CHAPTER 4

On the following Saturday, Samson and Trey entered the Midnight Ballroom at the downtown Radisson Hotel, where a charity event was being held to raise awareness for domestic violence.

“I don’t know why we always come to these things,” Samson muttered, pulling at his bowtie.

“We come because of the women,” Trey responded with a chuckle. “And to do our part for charity, of course.”

“Of course,” Samson repeated, a big grin plastered on his face. Being in a room surrounded by a bevy of beautiful women challenged him, and for a second he regretted his decision to become a pastor.

Trey accepted a glass of wine from a passing waiter. “There is a sea of gorgeous women here tonight,” he said. “I don’t know if I’ve ever seen so many in one place before. There weren’t this many people here last year.”
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