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CHAPTER 1

I’m surrounded by idiots and apparently they’re professionals. Cadence looked at her computer screen in awe and frustration. The screen clearly warned that her user name and password combination were incorrect. This was the same user name and password that she had not changed in over a year. 

She had read the initial news account of the Washington D.C. pastor who’d stalked a female member by the name of Sidney Lyons not three weeks ago. She read the entire article and every one that had come out since then and she was convinced the same thing was happening to her. She even had half a mind to go to the FBI and report what she knew. The problem was, she didn’t know much. Every piece of “evidence” she had was circumstantial and could easily be explained away. 

How do you read that someone doing exactly what you’re doing gets put away for the next twenty years and you still continue to do the same thing? She shook her head at what appeared to be pure recklessness. It was almost as if they couldn’t discern that God was giving them a warning but for all she knew, they couldn’t. She had lived long enough to know that you shouldn’t assume anything about anyone based on a title. 

Men who were in the ministry could just as easily behave like drug dealers on the corner, thinking that everyone but them could get caught and put away. I guess the jails and prisons are full of people like that. 

She knew someone had hacked into her email account because of the message that initially popped up on her smart phone. The notification alerted her to the fact that her password was no longer working. The same password had worked just fine earlier in the day. If her phone didn’t check her account automatically, she never would have known the password had been changed. When she tried to log in on her computer, she saw the same message.

That message had been showing up randomly on her cell phone for over a year. She knew it wasn’t a ‘glitch’ like her stepfather had claimed. She also knew the voice of God, and the Holy Spirit was clearly indicating that she was being targeted. There were no pointy-eared devils with tails in red costumes to pick out of a line up though. Instead, she joined men with nice suits and bibles under their arms as they all made their way into the same worship service on Sunday mornings.

She let out a long sigh after shutting down her computer and reached for the small pink taser tucked into her waistband. There was no need to pull it out but knowing it was there made her feel better. With everything going on around her, she didn’t trust most of the men that she attended church with. If they wanted to 
jump ship and work for the devil that was their business but she was determined to stay on the Lord’s side. If that meant she had to stun a few defectors with a few volts of electricity to protect herself, she was more than happy to do that. 

She walked over to where the scrapbooked articles were kept and pulled them out to study them again. The Washington Post newspaper had gone to great lengths to provide details of the story on Canaan Styles, the church pastor who had been stalking a certain female congregant with the intent of kidnapping her. But, Cadence rationalized, if God had exposed Sidney Lyons’ situation, surely He was in her neighborhood. She had to believe that because that hope was the only thing getting her through this ordeal.

*
*    *

Justice West closed the file on his laptop as his plane made its’ final descent into Houston airspace. The peaceful scene of fluffy white clouds floating by in a clear blue sky did little to calm his mind. He still couldn’t believe what was going on. 

There were stacks of files sitting on his desk at the FBI field office. Thousands of victims, most of whom were labeled missing or dead, were waiting for their stories to be heard or simply validated but he couldn’t get to them because he was chasing down a bunch of thug preachers. 

Two weeks ago he’d wrapped a case involving his sister-in-law, Sidney. Her former pastor was apprehended days before his plan to abduct her was carried out. The man sang like a canary when he was caught, which was why Justice was on his way back home to Texas and on his way to meet Cadence Miller. The ousted pastor had known nothing about the case that the FBI had apparently been following for some time. Sidney’s former pastor became connected with the group being followed for only a short while before he was exposed. Sidney just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time.

In order to negotiate less prison time Pastor Canaan Styles described in detail how several churches all around the country were keeping tabs on certain members. If his practices were standard among the group, stalking the members was a better description of what was going on. All of these members had exhibited ‘unusual giftings’. God supposedly handed out these ‘gifts’ to new believers when they converted to Christianity. Justice didn’t want to believe it but the evidence was irrefutable. 


He knew some of the people involved too well not to trust what they were telling him. His sister-in-law knew things before they happened. His brother claimed to see visions. His own friend and colleague Terrence, another FBI agent, had taken a ‘spiritual gifts’ test online after he accepted Christ into his life several weeks ago. The test determined that he had the gift of faith. Justice found this 
particularly amusing because if the story of his conversion was true, God went out of His way to speak to Terrence purely because of his lack of faith. 

Something strange also occurred the last Sunday before he left. Terrence, Sidney and the entire family decided to go to church together that Sunday morning. Justice joined them since there were no games coming on TV that he wanted to see. 


During the church service, a minister in the pulpit blurted out something in another language before he started preaching. Terrence looked up in surprise and whispered, “He just said ‘glory to the King’.” When Justice questioned him later, Terrence didn’t know what language it was. Justice found that odd since Terrence was considered a lingual expert but couldn’t tell where the language originated. Justice didn’t recognize it all. He didn’t buy Terrence’s explanation of “I don’t think it was a human language.”


“What do you mean you don’t think it was human?” he’d asked his friend.


“There’s a scripture in the bible that refers to an unknown tongue and another that refers to the tongue of angels. I’ve never heard that language before or anything close to it so I’m thinking it wasn’t human.” 

Justice simply stared at his friend waiting for him to laugh or even crack a smile. Anything would have been better than that answer but Terrence never blinked. “Then how did you know what he said?”

“I’m not sure. I mean, I don’t know, I just kind of knew.”

Terrence didn’t smile when he said it so Justice figured his friend must have thought what he was saying was true.


He didn’t know what was going on with all the supernatural occurrences and didn’t care to know. It all seemed a little spooky to him anyway. His mission was a simple one. Get to know Cadence Miller and her ‘church family’, report on any findings and then get the heck out of dodge. 

He didn’t plan to stick around for anything else. The only reason he was assigned to Cadence is because he’d just come off the case with Sidney. That and he lived near Houston. It was decided that his cover would look stronger since he was already familiar with the area. He lived almost an hour away from Cadence and hadn’t set foot in a church in more than thirty years so there was no worry that he would run into people he knew.


The life that he would soon step into, had been constructed by his FBI colleagues over the past week. For the next few months he would no longer be Justice West, FBI agent. He was now Justin Carter, financial planner to Houston’s rich and famous or those who wanted to be. An office space had been rented in one of the better areas downtown. He was now the sole proprietor of Carter Financial Services, LLC. A house was also rented for him near the church he would soon ‘join.’

He was still deep in thought when the plane touched down and began moving toward the terminal. The cell phone he’d reached for vibrated just after it was 
turned on to let him know he had a message. The text was from his boss and said that there were new developments to discuss regarding this upcoming case.  He was scheduled for a 2:00pm appointment, which meant he had enough time to drop his things off at home and get some errands done before heading into the office. After a six-hour flight delay he was thankful for the extra time.

A few hours later, he arrived at his office thirty minutes before his scheduled appointment with his unit-chief. He needed to make sure he didn’t have any outstanding work remaining on his desk. He wouldn’t be able come back to this office as long as he was on this assignment and he only had a few days left before he had to give up his identity.

Justin, his alter ego, was to start attending The Holy Rock Community Church this Tuesday for their bible study service and then again on Sunday and twice a week every week until this assignment ended. He could think of a thousand other things he’d rather be doing than attending church with a bunch of wanna-be thugs but a job was a job and this was his for the next few months.

After he cleared his desk he moved across the hall to the windowed office of his unit-chief, Hamilton Gill. He considered the man, whom he called Ham, a friend as well as a colleague. He had just sat down when the door opened and a young man was ushered into the airy space.

Hamilton stood up and shook the man’s hand before making introductions.

“Anthony Graham, this is Justice West, He’ll be going undercover at your church for the next few months.”

Justice looked up in surprise at the young man who was on the hefty side and appeared to him to be a bit uncomfortable. Ham invited the other man to sit down and turned to his friend.

“Just, Anthony has been attending Holy Rock for most of his life. He came to us a few days after the story about Canaan Styles broke in the Washington Post. Apparently his pastor has been making some rather interesting requests as of late.”

Justice turned to the young man and shook his hand. Before speaking. “What kind of requests?”

Tony cleared his throat and grabbed a handkerchief out of his front pocket to pat his brow dry making Justice’s right eyebrow raise somewhat. Is this guy for real? He hadn’t seen a real handkerchief since his grandfather passed away.

Tony tucked the cloth back in his front pocket and tried to square his shoulders but the quiver in his voice gave away his nervousness. “Well, er…uh, he’s been asking a few of us to follow a church member of ours. And I after I saw that story about the pastor in D.C., I figured I had better come forward because, well I mean, I’m not going to jail for nobody.”

Justice simply nodded at the man. “And after the story broke did your pastor continue to request the same things of you?”

“Naw, I mean he had us shut down all the surveillance equipment and took a break for a few days, but when the end of the week rolled around he looked like a crack addict, you know what I mean?”

Hamilton pushed a bottle of water across his desk to the young man, who was sweating profusely now. “Could you elaborate Mr. Graham?”

“I mean, after not knowing Cadence’s every move for a couple of days, he looked like he needed a fix. His eyes were all wild and glassy and he was real jumpy, like he’d been living on the pipe for a week. He looked all sorts of crazy and by the end of the week we were back to business as usual. It’s just that I’ve known Cade my whole life, we grew up together and she’s good people. She may have a mouth on her but what he’s doing, it’s just not right.”

Ham nodded in agreement. “Doesn’t Cadence live alone?”

“Yeah, but her father gave us the key to her place. He’s the one that gets her out of the house when we need to get in there.”

Justice leaned closer to him. “Anthony, how long have you been following Cadence?”

“Well, I was brought in just over a year ago but I got the feeling that it had been going on for a while before that. I’m not sure exactly how long though.”

“And were you the only one ‘brought in’?”

Tony shook his head and took down a gulp of water at the same time. “No, there are two other armor-bearers who do it also, Gabe and Mason. But Gabe was in it first and then me and Mason were pulled in.”

Justice looked at Ham with a question in his eyes. Ham knew what he was asking but didn’t have an answer for him. Justice spoke slowly to make sure he hadn’t missed something.

“I’m sorry, Anthony, but you said other armor-bearers?”

“Right.”

“As in a person who bears armor for another?”

“Oh, that’s just church lingo for… you know, the pastor’s assistants.”

Justice nodded at the man again. “I see” but he really didn’t. He would have to get his brother on the phone to prep him for this assignment later.

“And was there anything that precipitated your involvement?”

Anthony took another swig of water. “I’m sorry, I’m not sure what that means.”

Justice tried to rephrase the question. “Did anything happen with Cadence to make your pastor want to follow her?’

Anthony looked relieved when he sat up a little straighter and bobbed his head up and down. “Oh, yeah, I mean, just the miracle.”

Ham and Justice spoke at the same time. “Miracle?”

“Yeah, see we were having a service one Sunday night and people came up to the altar to pray. Cadence said she heard God tell her to go pray for this lady and her young son. He was in a wheelchair and had like cerebral palsy or something. He was blind too.”

Anthony suddenly stopped talking like they were supposed to figure out what had occurred, Justice moved closer to the edge of his chair.

“So what happened?”

“Oh, well the boy could see before he left the service that night. His hand that was sort of bent backwards had straightened out too.”

Justice studied the man’s face and noticed he had the same look that Terrence gave him last week when he explained ‘heavenly languages’.

“You’re serious.”

“Yes sir, I am.”

Justice continued staring at the man, waiting for him to crack a smile or smirk or anything but he never did. “How is it that this… miracle didn’t make the nightly news?”

“Well, Pastor Evanston rushed over there like the child was on fire. He escorted the lady, her son and Cadence to the back office of the church and no one has said a word about it since.”

Ham was the one in disbelief now. “You mean to tell me that a bona-fide miracle occurred in front of everyone and nobody talks about it?”

“To each other we do but not around Cadence and not around Pastor Evanston for sure. He gets that crazy look in his eyes when he hears anybody mention it.”

Justice didn’t believe it. He made a mental note to find the so-called miracle boy and discover what really happened. If Evanston, or even Cadence, was playing mind games and messing with people’s heads that would have to be stopped. Justice knew that the good reverend was likely up to no good but now hearing Tony’s story made him wonder about Cadence Miller and what benefit she could possibly be getting from trying to sway feeble minds into believing that an actual miracle had occurred.  

Hamilton stood as he reached for Tony’s hand.

“Mr. Graham, thanks so much for coming in. You’ve helped us out a lot.”

Tony looked relieved when stood and took the man’s hand. “So, that’s it? I can go?”

Ham smiled. “Yes Anthony, you’re free to leave. Take care.”

“Thank you and I go by Tony.” He turned to his right and stuck his hand out. “What did you say your name was again?”

“Justin. Justin Carter. I’ll see you next week.”

*    *    *

“Hi, can I speak with Sidney please?”

Her heart actually fluttered when she heard his voice. “This is Sidney.”

“Oh. This is Chase. Chase Simmons.”

She stopped herself from giggling. There were a handful of men on the planet who didn’t need to introduce themselves. This was one of them. He was one of the most well known actors on TV. He had set up several charitable foundations. He had also starred in a few films and had legions of adoring female fans following his every move.

“Yeah, I recognized your voice. How are you?”

He paused. “I’m good, really good. I just wanted to let you know that I really enjoyed meeting you the other day.”

“I enjoyed meeting you too. It’s too bad you couldn’t stay for a little while longer.”

He grunted. “Trust me when I tell you I wanted to but the shooting schedule for the show wouldn’t let me.”

“Aw.” The tone in her voice let on to her dissatisfaction.  “Maybe you can come out later for a longer time?”

“I’d like that. And maybe you could visit California some time?”

She laughed lightly. “I’d like that too but not too soon.”

“You’ve got plans to be away for a while?”

“Just a short while, not even two weeks.”

“Can I ask you a personal question?”

“Yes, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to answer you.”

He laughed. “Understood. I just wanted to know if you were seeing anyone.”

She smiled. “No, I’m not.”

Relief spread all through him. “So, when I come out there again, maybe we can go out on a real date? I mean to get to know each other better?

“That sounds great. I’ll be looking forward to it.
Chase was more excited to hear her say that than anything he’d heard in a long time. “Me too, so when can’t I come?”

“Well, I’ll be in Dubai for the first half of next month.”

“Dubai? What’s in Dubai?”

“Not what but who. Apparently the news reports of my situation have made it around to the other side of the world. When he’d heard that I could interpret dreams, a local ruler sent me a message asking that I pay him a visit. He’s taking care of everything for the whole trip.”

 I bet he is. Chase knew he would have to move fast. He didn’t want Sidney walking into some palace in the Middle East with her choice of rich and powerful men at her beck and call. He knew they would lavish gifts on her as soon as she arrived. The only man he wanted her to focus on was him. He would be the one to give her everything she needed and wanted.

“Um, sweetheart do you think that’s safe?”

She sat up taller. She hadn’t done a lot of traveling outside the U.S. so she wasn’t sure what to expect. The fact that he slipped the word ‘sweetheart’ into the conversation didn’t escape her either.

“What do you mean?

“I mean you’re traveling to a foreign country where you don’t know anyone. You’re going to be in a place where this guy has control over every thing and everyone. I don’t know, it seems like you’d want to take someone with you.”

When she didn’t say anything for a while he felt bad. He knew she must be feeling nervous by now.

 “Look, Sidney I didn’t mean to scare you. I just want you to be careful alright?”

“Now I don’t know if I should go.” She sounded dejected.

He was kicking himself. The last thing he wanted to do was make her feel bad. “Sidney, I can go with you if it will make you feel better. I’ll stay at a hotel nearby and we can tour the area when you’re not doing your thing.”

“Really? You would do that?”

He relaxed again. “Absolutely. I meant what I said. I want to get to know you better, a lot better.”

