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Introduction
Jasmine Alana Brooks clutched the faded love letters, their inked promises long expired. So many words, so many disappointments. With a steadying breath, she flung them into the trash, watching the past crumple beneath the weight of her new beginning. “Goodbye, old mistakes,” she whispered, forcing a smile—the first in days. A few months ago, she ended her relationship with Wayne, a man who refused to follow God’s principles, realizing it was going nowhere. It wasn’t just the letters—everything about her old life needed a reset.
Half-packed boxes and yet-unmade decisions cluttered her apartment. Quitting her job as a principal had been bittersweet—she loved working with students, but clashing with the parents over her innovative teaching methods had drained her. Leaving seemed like failure, but also like freedom. Especially when it meant walking away from a dead-end relationship. Absolutely freeing. Sure, things were uncertain, but wasn’t that the perfect setup for something new?
A golden glow from the setting sun poured through her window, and something flickered within Jasmine—hope, perhaps? Taking a deep breath, she whispered a prayer. “Lord, I don’t know what comes next, but I’m trusting You. Lead me where I need to go.”
As the words left her lips, a weight she hadn’t realized she was carrying began to lift. Maybe, just maybe, this was the first step toward something new. Her phone buzzed, interrupting her thoughts. It was Monique: Hey, don’t forget—cruise in one week! Adventure awaits! Jasmine grinned, her pulse quickening. Maybe this cruise was God’s answer—a break from it all, a chance to heal and rediscover joy with her sister.
Set-Up Scene with Jasmine and Monique
A few days later, Jasmine sat at her kitchen table, travel brochures scattered around her. Her half-packed suitcase leaned precariously against the wall. Across from her was her sister Monique Harris. She looked weary but hopeful, her fingers absently tracing the edges of a colorful cruise pamphlet.
“You know, Solomon and I had planned to take this cruise together,” Monique whispered, her voice breaking slightly. “It was supposed to be our anniversary trip… a chance to reconnect. Now, it’s just me.”
Jasmine reached across the table, clasping her sister’s hand. “I can’t imagine how hard this is for you, Monique. But maybe this trip can still be a blessing—a time for you to find peace, even if it’s not the way you envisioned it.”
Monique nodded, her eyes misting over. “I’m scared, Jasmine. Some days, it feels like I can’t even breathe without Solomon. But I don’t want to lose the money I spent on this cruise… and maybe—just maybe—it’s what I need to start moving forward.”
“I think I need this trip as much as you do,” Jasmine replied, her voice steady. “God’s been putting it on my heart to let go of my baggage—Wayne, the job, all of it. This cruise could be part of His answer, a step forward for both of us.”
The two sisters shared a quiet moment, their hands intertwined. The weight of grief and uncertainty hung between them, but so did a fragile sense of hope.
Journey to San Juan
A month after resigning from her job, Jasmine found herself in an Uber with Monique, bound for John F. Kennedy Airport. Their destination? San Juan, Puerto Rico, where they would board the Harmony Serenity—the newest ship in the Harmony Ocean Line fleet.
The drive was filled with a mix of small talk and reflective silence. Jasmine watched Monique, who stared quietly out the window, lost in thought.
At the airport, they navigated security and found their gate, settling into the waiting area. “It feels real now,” Monique murmured as she clutched her boarding pass. Jasmine squeezed her hand in reassurance. “It’s real—and it’s going to be good.”
The flight to San Juan was smooth, the hum of the engines a steady backdrop to Jasmine’s swirling thoughts. She spent most of the trip flipping through a devotional on her phone, pausing occasionally to glance at Monique, who had dozed off with her head against the window.
When they landed, warm air and the scent of salt and plantains greeted them the moment they stepped outside. Jasmine inhaled deeply, letting the island’s energy seep into her bones. The tropical breeze wrapped around them like a warm embrace, and the vibrant pulse of the city ignited her anticipation.
Their hotel near the port offered a breathtaking view of the harbor. From their window, they admired the ships docked in the glowing evening light, their massive hulls gleaming against the backdrop of the ocean.
Standing on the balcony, Jasmine let the salty breeze kiss her skin as she gazed out at the endless expanse of the ocean. The waves stretched beyond the horizon, an untamed world of mystery and possibility. It was both exhilarating and unsettling—so much unknown, yet so much promise. She closed her eyes, breathing in the scent of the sea, and whispered a quiet prayer. “Lord, I don’t know what’s ahead, but I trust You. Let this journey be more than an escape—let it be a new beginning.” As the water shimmered beneath the evening sun, she felt a stirring deep within her soul. Perhaps, like the ocean, her life was meant to expand beyond the borders of fear and hesitation. Perhaps this voyage wasn’t just about leaving the past behind, but about embracing the future with open arms.
“This is it,” Jasmine exclaimed, her voice brimming with optimism. “Tomorrow, we board a big cruise ship. A fresh start.”
The Night Before the Cruise
That evening, they wandered the cobblestone streets of Old San Juan, soaking in the lively atmosphere. The colorful buildings and cheerful music provided a welcome distraction from their worries. At dinner, over plates of mofongo and grilled fish, they shared childhood memories and tentative hopes for the future.
“This city is amazing,” Jasmine remarked, her wide eyes reflecting the warm glow of the restaurant’s lanterns.
Monique smiled, her spirits lifting for the first time in months. “It is. I’m glad we came a day early.”
Back at their hotel, Monique stood by the window, gazing out at the quiet harbor bathed in moonlight. The absence of the ship left the scene serene yet charged with expectation. She exhaled slowly, her thoughts drifting to the morning ahead when the Harmony Serenity would finally arrive to take them on their journey.
“Do you think this trip will help?” she asked.
Jasmine placed an arm around her sister’s shoulders. “I know it will. God has a plan for us, Monique. We may not see it now, but God is always working behind the scenes.
“Minor Conflict: Morning of Embarkation
The morning of the cruise began with a flurry of excitement as Jasmine eagerly got ready. She dressed quickly, anticipating the new adventures that awaited them. But when she glanced over at Monique, her sister was still seated by the window, staring out at the harbor.
“Monique, are you okay?” Jasmine asked gently.
Monique sighed and turned to face her. “I’m fine. Just… taking it all in.”
“We need to leave soon,” Jasmine reminded her, trying to keep her tone light. She wanted to be patient, but a part of her worried they’d be late for their early check-in time. Monique’s pace was slow as she began to pack her final items and prepare for the day.
By the time they checked out of the hotel and made their way to the pier, Jasmine’s nervous energy was palpable. The bustling crowd around the Harmony Serenity cruise ship lifted Monique’s spirits slightly, but Jasmine couldn’t help but feel a twinge of frustration. They had missed their early check-in time slot and the chance to be among the first to board.
Monique noticed her sister’s glance and touched her arm. “I’m sorry for making us late. I… I’m trying, Jasmine.”
Jasmine took a deep breath, her initial frustration melting away. “It’s okay. I know this isn’t easy for you. We’re here now, and that’s what matters.”
As they walked up the ramp to the check-in area in the cruise ship terminal, the weight of their pasts seemed to lift. This journey wasn’t just about travel—it was about transformation, faith, and the promise of new beginnings.
Embarking on the Journey
While in the check-in area for embarkation and going through the security bag line, Jasmine and Monique found themselves amidst a lively group of passengers. Near them, the trio of friends from Atlanta—Tonia, Rachel, and Michaela—chatted animatedly. Their energy was infectious.
Tonia, a middle school teacher with an easy smile, caught sight of Jasmine and waved. “Hey there, ladies! Ready for this adventure?”
Jasmine smiled back, nudging Monique gently. “Absolutely! We’ve been looking forward to this for weeks.”
Rachel, the pediatric nurse, stepped forward. “It’s our first time on a cruise together. We’ve planned everything down to the minute, but we’re still just here to relax and enjoy.”
Michaela, the Minister of Music, added with a playful grin, “And don’t forget—the best part of this cruise is the worship services. The Baxter Singers? They’re going to bring the house down!”
Monique offered a small smile, her voice soft but sincere. “That sounds wonderful. I’m looking forward to the fellowship.”
Tonia laughed lightly. “Well, stick with us, and we’ll make sure you have a great time. And don’t worry—there’s something about the ocean that just melts the stress away.”
The process of check-in and the security bag check was smooth, and the sight of the grand vessel up close left them in awe. The friendly crew greeted them and guided them to their muster station for the lifeboat drill in case of an emergency. The Atlanta girls were in their group too, which allowed the conversation to continue seamlessly.
“So,” Michaela said as they waited for the drill to start, “what’s the first thing you want to do when we get on board?”
Jasmine glanced at Monique, who shrugged lightly. “Maybe a tour of the ship?” Jasmine suggested. “Get our bearings before we dive into all the activities.”
“That’s a solid plan,” Rachel agreed. “But first, food. I’ve heard the buffet is next level.”
After the safety drill, all the ladies went to the buffet to get something to eat. The lively chatter and delicious smells made it clear this was the heart of the ship’s social life. Plates piled high with an array of options, they found a large table and sat together, continuing to swap stories and laughter.
After the announcement that the rooms were ready, the ladies left for their cabins. Joy and excitement filled the cruise ship, a stark contrast to Monique’s sadness. Jasmine and Monique settled into their cabin, a cozy space with a balcony that offered a stunning view of the ocean.
Jasmine unpacked her things from her carry-on, arranging them neatly.
“Let’s make a pact,” she proposed, turning to Monique. “Let’s promise to let go of the past and embrace whatever this trip brings.”
Monique hesitated, but finally agreed, a small smile forming. “Alright. A fresh start.”
With their bags unpacked and a new sense of anticipation building, the sisters set out to explore the ship. The vibrant energy on board was infectious, and they quickly found themselves drawn into the lively atmosphere of the Harmony Serenity. The weight of grief still lingered, but so did the promise of new beginnings.


Chapter 1 - Day 1 – Thursday -depart -San Juan, Puerto Rico 4:00 pm
Morning of the Cruise
The next morning, Jasmine and Monique woke up to the sight of two of the ships from the Harmony Ocean Line gleaming in the early sunlight. Their ship The Harmony Serenity was the closest in view. It is the newest ship of their fleet of five cruise ships, Harmony Bliss, Harmony Tranquility, Harmony Grace, and Harmony Radiance.
 
The view from their window was breathtaking, with the ships ready to embark on their voyages. The excitement in the air was palpable, and it filled them with a renewed sense of anticipation.
They enjoyed a leisurely breakfast at the hotel, discussing their plans for the day and the activities they were looking forward to on the cruise.

“Minor Conflict: Morning of Embarkation
The next morning, Jasmine and Monique woke up to the sight of two Harmony Ocean Line ships gleaming in the early sunlight. Their ship, The Harmony Serenity, stood closest in view, its sleek design a testament to being the newest in the fleet.
From their window, the vast blue ocean stretched beyond, shimmering under the morning light. Excitement stirred in Jasmine’s chest. This wasn’t just another vacation. This was a chance to reset, to embrace whatever came next.
They enjoyed a leisurely breakfast at the hotel, discussing their plans for the day.
Minor Conflict: Morning of Embarkation
After breakfast, Jasmine zipped up her suitcase, practically bouncing with excitement. But when she turned to Monique, her sister sat by the window, staring out at the harbor, her fingers idly tracing the condensation on the glass.
“I can’t wait to explore the islands, meet new people, and experience worship services with Darryl Langston Ministries,” Jasmine said, trying to draw Monique into her enthusiasm.
Monique didn’t respond immediately. Her expression was distant, as if she were seeing something beyond the waves. “I’m fine. Just… thinking about Solomon. This was supposed to be our trip.”
Jasmine’s heart clenched. She moved closer, resting a hand on Monique’s shoulder. “It’s okay to feel that way. But let’s make this about new memories—for both of us.”
Monique nodded, but her movements remained slow, hesitant.
Jasmine glanced at the time. We should’ve left by now. She took a calming breath, swallowing her impatience. “Whenever you’re ready,” she said gently.
By the time they checked out and arrived at the pier, Jasmine’s nerves buzzed. They had missed their early check-in slot. She sighed, but before frustration could take root, Monique touched her arm.
“I’m sorry for slowing us down. I… I’m trying, Jasmine.”
Jasmine exhaled. Patience. This isn’t just my journey—it’s hers too. “It’s okay. We’re here now, and that’s what matters.”
As they ascended the ramp toward check-in, a large banner caught Jasmine’s eye: Darryl Ministries Faith & Fellowship Cruise. Beneath it, another sign read, Expect a Blessing!
Jasmine’s heart softened. She took a deep breath, squeezing Monique’s hand. “We’re here now. Let’s trust God with this journey—He has joy waiting for us.” 
“This is the day which the LORD hath made; we will rejoice and be glad in it,” Jasmine said, quoting Psalm 118:24 with a gentle smile. “This is a time for healing.”
She squeezed her sister’s hand reassuringly. “This is exactly what we need—a chance to trust God, to heal, and to embrace the joy He has waiting for us.” 
The sisters embraced, feeling a renewed bond and a shared sense of hope for the future. 
At the cruise terminal, a large banner reading Darryl Ministries Faith & Fellowship Cruise fluttered in the breeze. Beneath it, another sign proclaimed, Expect a Blessing!
As they walked up the ramp to the check-in area in the cruise ship terminal, the weight of their pasts seemed to lift. This journey wasn’t just about travel—it was about transformation, faith, and the promise of new beginnings
Embarking on the Journey
The check-in process moved smoothly, and soon, the sisters found themselves amidst a lively group of passengers. Nearby, a trio of women from Atlanta—Tonia, Rachel, and Michaela—chatted animatedly. Their joy was contagious.
Tonia, a middle school teacher with an easy smile, caught sight of Jasmine and waved. “Hey there, ladies! Ready for this adventure?”
Jasmine smiled back, nudging Monique gently. “Absolutely! We’ve been looking forward to this for weeks.”
Rachel, the pediatric nurse, stepped forward. “It’s our first time on a cruise together. We’ve planned everything down to the minute, but we’re still just here to relax and enjoy.”
Michaela, the Minister of Music at her church, added with a playful grin, “And don’t forget—one of the best parts of this cruise is the worship services. The Baxter Singers? They’re going to bring the house down!”
Monique offered a small smile, her voice soft but sincere. “That sounds wonderful. I’m looking forward to the fellowship.”
Tonia linked arms with Rachel. “Well, stick with us, and we’ll make sure you have a great time.”
The warm interaction lightened the mood as the group proceeded to the safety drill.
“So,” Michaela said as they waited for the drill to start, “what’s the first thing you want to do after this safety drill?”
Jasmine glanced at Monique, who shrugged lightly. “Maybe a tour of the ship?” Jasmine suggested. “Get our bearings before we dive into all the activities.”
“That’s a solid plan,” Rachel agreed. “But first, food. I’ve heard the buffet is next level.”
With the safety drill complete, the sisters exhaled, relieved that the formalities were behind them. The scent of fresh bread and sizzling seafood drifted through the air, guiding them toward the buffet. The moment felt lighter now—a first taste of relaxation.
The lively chatter and delicious smells made it clear this was the heart of the ship’s social life. Plates piled high with an array of options, they found a large table and sat together, continuing to swap stories and laughter.
After the announcement that the rooms were ready, the ladies left for their cabins. Joy and excitement filled the cruise ship, starkly contrasting Monique’s sadness. Jasmine and Monique settled into their cabin, a cozy space with a balcony that offered a stunning view of the ocean.
Jasmine unpacked her things from her carry-on, arranging them neatly.
“Let’s make a pact,” she proposed, turning to Monique. “Let’s promise to let go of the past and embrace whatever this trip brings.”
Monique hesitated but eventually nodded, a small smile forming. “Alright. A fresh start.”
With their bags unpacked and a new sense of anticipation building, the sisters set out to explore the ship. The vibrant energy on board was infectious, and they quickly found themselves drawn into the lively atmosphere of the Harmony Serenity. The weight of grief still lingered, but so did the promise of new beginnings.
As they walked around the ship, they bumped into Tonia, Rachel, and Michaela again. The women sat for a while and re-introduced themselves more thoroughly.
“Hi there again! I’m Tonia,” the middle school teacher greeted with a warm smile. “These are my friends, Rachel and Michaela. Let’s sit here on these lounge chairs before the ship leaves.”
Jasmine introduced herself and Monique. “It’s so nice to meet you all. We were hoping to meet some new friends on this trip.”
Rachel, the pediatric nurse, nodded. “Absolutely! It’s always great to meet fellow believers. We’re here to relax and enjoy, too.”
As the women chatted, Rachel shared a lighthearted memory. “You know, the last time I went on a cruise, I spent more time praying for strength than enjoying myself. A little boy on board kept running into every table in the dining hall, and I ended up being the unofficial ship nurse for the whole week. God sure taught me patience on that one!”
The group laughed, the anecdote adding a moment of levity to their conversation. Tonia followed up by sharing her struggles balancing faith and her teaching career, while Michaela talked about how leading worship brought her closer to God.
Monique experienced a warmth from the group that she hadn’t encountered in a long time. Despite her recent loss, she smiled and laughed, experiencing a glimmer of hope for the days ahead.
“Nice meeting you, ladies, but we are going to check out this ship,” Monique announced.
“Okay, my queens,” Tonia replied. “See you around.”
The women chatted and laughed, quickly forming a bond. They shared stories about their lives and their faith, finding common ground in their love for God and their hopes for the future. Tonia shared her struggles with balancing her faith and her job as a teacher. Rachel spoke about the challenges of working in a hospital and how her faith guided her through tough times. Michaela, the Minister of Music, shared her passion for leading worship and how it brought her closer to God.
Monique experienced a warmth from the group that she hadn’t encountered in a long time. Despite her recent loss, she smiled and laughed, experiencing a glimmer of hope for the days ahead.
“Nice meeting you, ladies, but we are going to check out this ship,” Monique announced.
“Okay, my queens,” Tonia replied. “See you around.”
Then they toured the ship, marveling at the amenities available to them. The ship featured multiple pools, a high-tech gym, gourmet dining options, and a grand theatre for nightly entertainment and worship services. Jasmine was particularly excited about the various seminars and workshops listed in the Darryl Langston welcome booklet, including the 10-day itinerary and sessions on healthy eating, financial planning, and spiritual growth.
“Look, Monique,” Jasmine pointed out a notice on a bulletin board. “There’s a ‘Singles and Relationship’ seminar tomorrow morning. This could be interesting.”
Monique glanced at the notice and nodded. “It could be. Jasmine, check it out.”
Jasmine smiled. “Maybe I’ll give it a look.”
The sisters continued their walk around the ship, enjoying the sights and sounds of excited passengers and bustling crew members. 
Sail Away Party
Later, on the Lido Deck, the celebratory atmosphere was in full swing. Children splashed in the pool, couples lounged on deck chairs, and the energy of new possibilities filled the air.
Jasmine and Monique found themselves back on the Lido Deck for the sail-away party. They joined Tonia, Rachel, and Michaela, reclining on pool lounge chairs.
A friendly server approached with a tray of drinks. “Would you ladies care for a tropical fruit punch?”
They all accepted.
“Here’s to new beginnings,” Michaela toasted, raising her vibrant plastic glass.
Each woman clinked their glass against one another. “To new beginnings.”
Jasmine clinked hers against Monique’s, whispering, Yes, Lord. New beginnings.
The ship’s horn sounded. The ship was departing. All kinds of drinks—lemonade, tropical punch, and iced tea—were flowing in pretty take-home glasses with Harmony Cruise Line printed on them.
“We are on our way,” Jasmine exclaimed, her voice filled with excitement.
4:00PM
 After some time, relaxing on the deck, Jasmine turned to Monique.
“You know, I’m going to take a nap before dinner. It’s already been a long day.”
Monique nodded. “Good idea. We want to be well-rested for tonight. Let’s head back to the cabin.”
Monique and Jasmine returned to their cabin, the gentle rocking of the ship already bringing a calming ease. Jasmine lay down on her bed, the day’s exhaustion catching up with her. Meanwhile, Monique sat by the balcony, watching the endless ocean stretch out before her.
6:00PM – Dinner
Later that evening, in the Serenity Dining Hall, Jasmine and Monique were seated with four men—Wesley, Quinton, Darius, and Xavier. They were college friends from Howard University, celebrating their unofficial 10-year reunion.
Seated next to Jasmine, Wesley greeted her with a warm smile.
“So, what do you hope to gain from this cruise?” Wesley asked.
Jasmine hesitated. “I guess... a fresh start. I lost my job recently. It was tough, but I’m trying to see it as an opportunity. What about you?”
Wesley nodded, his eyes softening. “Sometimes life’s biggest challenges lead us to our greatest growth. I’m just here to relax and connect. Maybe even learn something new.”
Jasmine smiled. “That sounds nice. And, honestly, I could use some rest too.”
“Well, you’ve come to the right place,” Wesley replied with a grin. “Here’s to new beginnings.”
Jasmine clinked her glass with his, sensing a connection beginning to form.
Quinton, Wesley’s brother and a graphic arts designer, was equally friendly. He loved the Lord and enjoyed teaching Sunday School. Darius, an accountant from Boston, and Xavier, a lawyer from Baltimore, rounded out the group with their humorous and engaging personalities.
As they ate, Monique and Quinton struck up a conversation. Quinton was interested in learning more about Monique’s work as a school psychologist. He admired her resilience in dealing with her husband’s death and her dedication to her career impressed him.
“I can only begin to imagine how hard that must have been for you,” Quinton murmured, his voice filled with empathy. “But it’s inspiring to see you here, finding strength and hope. God doesn’t put on us more than we can bear. I believe you’re going to have a great cruise experience!”
Monique smiled softly. “Thank you, Quinton. It’s been a tough journey, but I’m grateful for my sister’s support and for opportunities like this cruise to help me heal. I have 10 days and 9 nights to be still and let God speak to me and heal my heart as I grieve.”
“I think this cruise is just what we need,” Quinton said, his bright brown eyes shining with sincerity. “It’s a chance to meet new people and grow in faith together.”
His enthusiasm was infectious, lifting Monique’s spirits as she considered the possibilities ahead.
Seated across from Jasmine, Darius leaned in, his warm brown eyes observing the interactions.
“You know,” he interjected with a friendly smile, “sometimes stepping out of your comfort zone is exactly what we need. This cruise could be a great way to find clarity amidst the chaos.”
His analytical nature shone through, providing a balanced perspective.
Xavier, ever the engaging conversationalist, nodded in agreement.
“Absolutely. And the connections you make can be transformative. I believe God has a plan for each of us, and this cruise might just be part of it.”
His beautiful brown eyes sparkled with conviction as he spoke, drawing everyone into the discussion. Darius and Xavier rounded out the group with their humorous and engaging personalities.
As conversations swirled around, Jasmine and Monique embraced a newfound sense of belonging and hope for what lay ahead. This cruise felt like the opportunity they needed to heal, connect, and perhaps discover new beginnings. Choosing shared dining for their welcome dinner had proven to be a great decision, and Jasmine was especially pleased she had persuaded Monique to give it a try for their first sit-down meal.
As the meal continued, the group grew more comfortable with each other. Laughter and stories flowed, building a bond of camaraderie. The live band played a mix of classic and contemporary Gospel Christian songs, adding to the uplifting atmosphere.
7:30PM - Worship Service
 After the meal, the ship’s announcement system invited all passengers to an inspiring worship service in the Harmony Grand Theatre on the Celestial Deck (Deck 9). 
As Jasmine and Monique entered the theater, the Baxter Singers led the congregation in praise and worship with a stirring rendition of How Great Is Our God. Jasmine closed her eyes, letting the music wash over her. This is what she needed—to be in God’s presence, to release the burdens she hadn’t even realized she was carrying.
Beside her, Monique stood frozen, tears streaming down her face. The weight she had been holding onto for months—maybe even years—seemed to loosen with each note of praise.

“Lord, you’re greater than anything,” Angela Baxter proclaimed between verses, her voice trembling with emotion. “Whatever burdens we carry, we leave them at Your feet tonight. You are our healer, our strength, and our refuge.”
The next song, “Total Praise,” brought the congregation to their feet. Hands lifted high, voices rose in unison, proclaiming God’s sovereignty and faithfulness. The music swelled as the Baxter’s harmonized effortlessly, their passion and authenticity drawing everyone deeper into worship. The words reminded Jasmine of a scripture her grandmother often recited when she felt help was needed from the Lord: 
“I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence cometh my help. My help cometh from the Lord, which made heaven and earth.”
Jasmine stole a glance at Monique, who hesitated for only a moment before slowly raising her hands—a surrender she hadn’t made in months.
God was here. Moving in ways only He could.
As the final song ended, a hush fell over the theater. Pastor Darryl stepped forward.
“Some of you came on this cruise with burdens so heavy you weren’t sure you could keep carrying them,” he began. His voice was steady, yet full of emotion. “You’ve been searching for reassurance that God hasn’t forgotten you.”
Jasmine’s breath caught as he continued.
“If you hear nothing else tonight, hear this: ‘For I know the plans I have for you,’ declares the Lord. ‘Plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future.’”
Jeremiah 29:11.
The words settled in her chest, warm and steady. Hope and a future. It wasn’t just a scripture. It was an invitation to trust again.
Pastor Darryl’s gaze swept the room. “God is still writing your story.”
A quiet murmur of agreement rippled through the crowd.
Jasmine leaned forward, hanging onto every word. Pastor Darryl’s message was a balm to her spirit, a reminder that she wasn’t walking this journey alone. The music, the scripture, and Pastor Darryl’s heartfelt words reignited her hope and determination. This cruise gave her the opportunity to rediscover herself and possibly open her heart to new beginnings.
She felt a renewed determination to trust God’s plan and embrace the opportunities ahead.
He ended his sermon with “So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen you and help you; I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.”
As the service ended, people lingered, sharing their thoughts and reflections. Some whispered prayers, others embraced old friends, and a few—like Monique—simply sat in silence, absorbing the moment.
Jasmine reached for her sister’s hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. “Are you okay?”
Monique let out a shaky breath but nodded. “I think… I think I’m finally ready to let go.”
For the first time in months, she felt something shift inside—a weight she hadn’t realized she was still carrying began to lift.
Jasmine smiled, squeezing her hand again. “Me too.”


021025 Chapter 2  - Day 2 – Friday - Sea Day – Spinning Class Encounter & VBS Sign-Up 
Morning Reflections and New Beginnings
Sunlight slipped through the curtains, nudging Jasmine awake with the gentle sway of the ship. She exhaled, stretching before stepping onto the balcony. A crisp sea breeze brushed against her skin, carrying the scent of salt and endless adventure.
Jasmine prayed and read Day Two of the cruise devotional booklet from the 10-day guide included in the Darryl Langston Ministries welcome packet. The words settled deep, a quiet reminder that she was here for more than just relaxation—she was here to heal.
This morning felt like a gift. A fresh start. The kind of day she hadn’t had in a long time. She traced her fingers along the devotional’s edge, pausing as a verse struck her heart. Behold, I am doing a new thing; now it springs forth, do you not perceive it? A slow smile formed as she glanced toward the horizon, where the golden sun kissed the water’s surface. Maybe this was her new thing. Maybe, just maybe, this was the beginning of something different.
After a quick shower, she pulled on her purple and white workout gear and headed for the gym. The rhythmic energy of exercise had always been her escape—a way to clear the mental clutter. To reset. Today, a spinning class was on the schedule, and she was ready to sweat it out.
6:30 AM – Spinning Class Conflict
Jasmine stepped into the gym, immediately greeted by the pulsing beat of upbeat gospel music and the rhythmic clatter of bikes being adjusted. The scent of fresh towels and disinfectant lingered in the air—a familiar promise of routine.
She pulled her braids into a ponytail with an elastic band, the quick motion grounding her.
Wesley, already wiping down his bike, glanced up and nodded in greeting. “Morning.”
Jasmine returned the nod, offering a polite smile as she found an open bike. “Morning.”
She took the open bike next to him and adjusted the seat.
“No holding back.”
The instructor, Kim—a full-figured athletic powerhouse bursting with energy—stepped onto the platform. “Let’s start with a warm-up. Wake up those legs. Set your resistance low and find your rhythm.”
Jasmine settled in, legs burning, muscles waking. She focused on the beat, the rhythm of her breath.
A sudden shift. The seat beneath her wobbled. Before she could react, it slid downward, throwing her off balance. She gripped the handlebars tightly to keep from toppling over.
Wesley, two bikes over, noticed her struggling. His brow furrowed briefly before he glanced down at his own bike, as if debating something. “You good?”
Jasmine exhaled sharply, adjusting the seat lever. “Yeah. Just a little loose.”
He nodded, his focus returning to his own workout, but she caught the way his fingers flexed against the handlebars, a small sign of lingering concern.
Kim’s voice boomed over the music. “Alright, team, add a little more resistance. Let’s push ourselves today!”
Jasmine reached for the dial, but the seat slid again, dropping abruptly. This time, her foot slipped off the pedal.
Wesley exhaled, already dismounting. “Here, let me.” He crouched beside her bike, adjusting the latch with practiced ease. “Should hold now.”
Jasmine exhaled, grateful. “Thanks.”
Kim grinned, giving her a reassuring pat on the shoulder. “Now get back in there and show these guys how it’s done.”
Jasmine laughed softly and resumed her workout, this time with steady footing.
Across the row, Wesley focused on his own ride. No teasing. No flirtation. Just a quiet assist.
And somehow, that stood out more.

Monique's Internal Conflict – Expanded Emotion
Monique lingered near the gym entrance, gym bag dangling loosely from one shoulder. She adjusted the strap, shifting her weight. She had come here to join, to start fresh. But doubt pressed against her ribs, an old, familiar visitor.
She had put on her workout clothes with every intention of joining in. But now, standing there, she felt the tug—the same hesitation that had followed her for months.
Watching Jasmine and Wesley pedal in unison, laughing, pushing each other with playful glances, Monique felt a pang of something deeper than envy.
Longing.
She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt that free.
The gospel music swelled, the instructor’s voice calling out encouragement. A small nudge stirred inside her. Maybe, just maybe, she could try.
Monique stepped forward. Almost.
Then stopped.
Her fingers gripped the water bottle in her hand as if grounding herself. She traced the condensation, watching a bead of water trail down the side.
A slow exhale.
The class continued, her body falling back into rhythm. This time, her seat held steady—and so did her determination.
After an intense forty-five minutes, the music slowed, and Kim guided the class into stretching exercises. Jasmine felt invigorated and refreshed with the familiar satisfaction of a completed workout. As everyone began wiping down their equipment, Jasmine turned to Wesley, catching her breath, a playful smile on her face.
“That was intense,” she said, laughing softly. “I’m not used to having someone push me like that. Kim is awesome!”
Wesley grinned, wiping the sweat from his forehead. “You were keeping up pretty well. Maybe next time, I’ll let you win.”
Jasmine rolled her eyes. “Oh, please. I was ahead half the time.”
While wiping down her bike, Jasmine noticed Monique and waved her over. “When did you decide to come?” Jasmine asked, a playful lilt in her voice.
“I thought I’d check out the gym, but it looks like you two have things covered,” Monique replied, her tone light but carrying an undertone of lingering sadness as she clutched her water bottle.
“Next time, you’re joining us,” Wesley chimed in, flashing a grin. “No excuses.”
Monique raised an eyebrow, a faint smile playing at her lips. “We’ll see.”
7:00 AM – Coffee at Café Haven
After class, Jasmine toweled off, still catching her breath. Wesley lingered near the exit, refilling his water bottle. Their gazes met briefly.
“Café Haven on the Harbor Deck?” Wesley suggested, glancing between her and Monique, who had arrived late and opted to walk instead of ride.
Jasmine hesitated, but she had promised herself she’d make the most of this cruise—try new things, meet new people. “Sure, I’d love that. I’ve heard Café Haven on the Harbor Deck has the best coffee on the ship. 
Monique shrugged. “Why not? I could use some coffee.”
The café smelled of fresh brews and warm pastries. Warmth. Comfort. A promise of stillness. They reached the counter. They ordered their drinks—black coffee for Wesley, a cappuccino for Jasmine, chai latte for Monique.
They found a table by the window. Jasmine exhaled, gazing at the ocean.
“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Wesley said, following her gaze.
Monique nodded before Jasmine could answer. “Yeah, it really is. I think I’ve needed this more than I realized.”
Wesley smiled. “Sometimes, it’s the quiet moments that mean the most.”
Jasmine wasn’t sure why, but that thought lingered with her long after the conversation moved on.

7:30 AM – 8:00AM–The Prayer Walk
After finishing their coffee, they headed to the Sports Deck for the prayer walk, led by Jordon Langston. The group gathered in a circle as Jordon began with a short devotional about trusting God’s timing—reminding them all that each of their steps was ordered by a loving Father. As they began walking, the group’s mix of quiet prayers and shared reflections filled the air. Jasmine took a deep breath and closed her eyes, her spirit reaching out to God. She prayed for clarity, for healing, and for the courage to step forward, no matter how unclear the path seemed.
Monique lingered slightly behind the group at first, her pace unhurried as she took in the sight of the ocean. Jasmine noticed and slowed her steps to match her sister’s. “You okay?” she asked softly.
“Yeah,” Monique replied, her voice tentative. “Just... thinking. It’s been a while since I’ve done something like this.”
“It’s never too late to start again,” Jasmine said, offering a reassuring smile. “Take your time.”
As they began walking, Jasmine felt the tension in her shoulders ease. She closed her eyes briefly, letting the rhythm of her steps match the soft murmurs of prayer around her. The past year had been filled with uncertainty and loss, but for the first time, she felt that there was a purpose to her journey. She inhaled deeply, the crisp ocean air filling her lungs. The rhythmic waves matched her footsteps, and for the first time in months, the tightness in her chest loosened, making space for something lighter. Maybe Wesley was right. Maybe this wasn’t the end. Maybe, just maybe, it was a new beginning.
God’s plan—something to behold.
Added Internal Reflection for Wesley
Wesley found himself walking beside Jordon Langston during the prayer walk.
“How do you keep your faith so steady?” Wesley asked.
Jordon chuckled. “It’s not steady. It’s daily. Every morning, I wake up and choose to trust Him, even when I don’t understand.”
Wesley nodded, processing that.
Faith was daily. A decision.
He glanced at Jasmine, walking a few steps ahead, the ocean breeze lifting her braids.
Maybe God was trying to tell him something.
Maybe this trip wasn’t just about a vacation.
As the walk continued, Monique’s steps grew more confident, her whispered prayers blending with the gentle rhythm of the waves. Jasmine glanced at her sister, seeing a glimmer of the woman she once was. Maybe this trip really could be a fresh start for both of them.
8:15 AM –Dress for Breakfast - 
Jasmine returned to the cabin, her heart feeling lighter. Monique had beaten her back and was sitting on her bed, holding a worn photograph of Solomon. Jasmine hesitated for a moment before sitting beside her.
“How was it? I left before it was over.” Monique asked without looking up.
“It was beautiful,” Jasmine said, her voice gentle. “There will be others. But no pressure—whenever you’re ready.”
Monique’s lips curved into a faint smile. “Maybe next time. It’s just... taking a while to find my footing.”
Jasmine placed a hand on her sister’s shoulder. “One step at a time, Monique. God got you.”
Jasmine smiled. “The bike ride and the prayer walk were amazing. It was just what I needed. I can really feel God is starting to do something in me, Monique. I can’t explain it, but it’s like... there’s a purpose here.”
Monique nodded, her eyes softening. “I’m glad. Maybe this trip is God’s way of helping us both heal.”
“Maybe it is,” Jasmine agreed, sitting beside her sister. She placed a comforting hand on Monique’s. “Yes, Monique. Breaking up with Wayne and the losing my job as principal is a lot to handle. We’ll take it one day at a time, okay?”
Monique smiled. “One day at a time.”
Breakfast -9:00AM
The sisters headed to the Lido Buffet dining area for breakfast. The Lido Buffet was bustling with passengers enjoying their morning meals. The aroma of fresh pastries and sizzling bacon filled the air, making Jasmine’s stomach rumble—an urgent reminder of how little she had eaten the night before.  
They joined the line at the buffet, each grabbing a plate. Jasmine filled hers with scrambled eggs, fresh fruit, and a warm croissant. Monique reached for a pancake but hesitated before placing just one on her plate. She added a single sausage link, then grabbed a yogurt cup without much thought. Jasmine cast a glance at her sister but said nothing.
They found a small table by the window. Sunlight shimmered on the waves, an almost too-perfect contrast to the weight pressing on Monique’s shoulders. Jasmine watched as her sister absently stirred the yogurt in her bowl with the tip of her spoon, never actually taking a bite. 
Jasmine tore off a piece of her croissant and chewed thoughtfully. “You should eat,” she urged, nudging Monique’s plate forward just an inch. “We’ve got a full day ahead.”
Monique exhaled softly, her grip tightening around her spoon. “I know,” she murmured. She scooped up a piece of fruit but let it drop back onto the plate.
Jasmine hesitated, then tried a lighter approach. “I’m thinking about checking out that ‘Singles and Relationships’ seminar later. You in?”
Monique let out a dry chuckle and shook her head. “Not really my thing. It’s too early for me.” She finally picked up a strawberry and bit into it, but she chewed like it was an obligation rather than enjoyment. “Maybe I’ll just… walk around. See what catches my eye.”
Jasmine studied her sister. The cruise was supposed to be a break, a chance to heal, but healing didn’t come easy. The shadows under Monique’s eyes spoke of restless nights, of lingering sorrow she wasn’t ready to voice.
She wanted to press, to say something reassuring—but sometimes, silence was the only comfort that didn’t feel forced.
“Fair enough,” Jasmine said, offering a small smile before taking another bite of her croissant.
It feels good to be here, doesn’t it?” Jasmine asked, her eyes scanning the lively dining area. Her voice carried a mix of wonder and relief.
Monique nodded, slicing into her pancakes. She chewed thoughtfully, then replied, “Yeah, it really does. I think I needed this more than I realized.” She smiled softly, a flicker of peace breaking through her usual guarded demeanor.
As they enjoyed their breakfast, laughter and chatter grew louder—the rest of the group had arrived. 
The Table Expands
The clinking of utensils and the low hum of conversation filled the space as they continued their meal. The quiet moment between them was interrupted by a waiter approaching their table.
“Excuse me, ladies,” the waiter said with a friendly smile. “Would you like me to join a few tables together? Looks like your friends are arriving.”
Jasmine followed his gaze and saw Wesley, Quinton, Tonia, Rachel, and Michaela approaching, trays in hand. Tonia waved enthusiastically.
Jasmine glanced at Monique, who gave a small nod. “That’d be great, thank you.”
The waiter swiftly grabbed two smaller tables and placed them beside theirs, securing them together. With practiced ease, he adjusted the chairs and ensured enough space for the group.
Wesley, Quinton, and others approached with plates in hand. Wesley’s warm smile caught Jasmine’s eye as he slid into the seat next to her.
“Hope you saved some room for exploring,” he teased, his tone light as he gestured toward her nearly empty plate. Her eyes sparkled with excitement, the earlier tension in her shoulders easing.
Jasmine chuckled, matching his playful energy. “I’ll make it work. I’m ready to see what this huge ship has to offer.” Her eyes sparkled with excitement, the earlier tension in her shoulders easing.
The table buzzed with lively conversation. Michaela’s enthusiasm shone as she leaned forward. “Today is going to be such a blessed day,” she said, her voice almost musical. “I’ve heard so many wonderful things about the Darryl Langston Ministries cruises, and it’s all true.”
Rachel’s voice rose above the chatter. “We’re volunteering for the Vacation Bible School (VBS) Extravaganza in Barbados. Anyone care to join us?”
Monique immediately raised her hand. “Count me in,” she said, her smile firm with conviction.
“Hope you saved some room for exploring,” he said, eyeing her plate playfully.
Jasmine chuckled. “I’ll make it work. I’m ready to see what this huge ship has to offer.”
The conversation was lively with the group of new friends.
“Today is going to be such a blessed day,” Michaela said, her eyes shining with excitement. “I feel so blessed to be here and to connect with so many wonderful people. I’ve heard so many great things about the Darryl Langston Ministries cruises, and they are so right.”
Rachel asked, “We’re volunteering for the Vacation Bible School Extravaganza while we are in Barbados. Anyone care to join us?”
“I’m in,” said Monique.
Jasmine added with equal enthusiasm, “Me too! I saw it in the cruise brochure. It sounds like an incredible opportunity to serve.”
Wesley leaned back in his chair; his expression thoughtful. “Absolutely, I’m in too. My brother and my college buddies would love this. It’s a chance to give back and make an impact.”
Rachel clapped her hands lightly. “This will be a fantastic experience for all of us,” she said. “We’ll use our talents to make a difference in the kids’ lives in Barbados.”
Tonia nodded. “I’m helping out with the arts and crafts, and Michaela is working with the music team.”
A sense of purpose settled over the group, their collective excitement building as they imagined the VBS Extravaganza. It wasn’t just about the cruise anymore; it was about making a difference, answering God’s call in a way that felt both meaningful and joyful.
10:00 AM – Exploring the Ship
 After breakfast, Jasmine and Monique joined Wesley, Quinton, Darius, Xavier, and the friends from Atlanta—Tonia, Rachel, and Michaela—to explore the ship. With maps in their hands, they wandered from deck to deck, taking in the vast amenities that Harmony Serenity had to offer.
“This place is huge!” Monique said, laughing as she looked at her map. “I think we’re going to need all ten days to see it all.”
“Look over there!” Tonia pointed out the pickleball courts. “I’ve always wanted to try this. They have beginner lessons later in the week—I’m definitely signing up.”
They passed by the basketball/ pickleball courts, a bowling alley, miniature golf, and some shops. The atmosphere was lively, filled with excited chatter and laughter. Jasmine felt something begin to ease within her—she was surrounded by joy, and it was contagious.
Wesley walked beside Jasmine, glancing at the map. “There’s so much to do, it’s almost overwhelming,” he said, smiling. “I think we should make a list of our top things to do. That way, we don’t miss anything.”
“That’s a good idea,” Jasmine agreed. “I definitely want to play miniature golf. And maybe one of the workshops later.”
Volunteer Sign-Up – Strengthening Monique’s Hesitation
The group arrived at the Darryl Langston Ministries table on the Celestial Deck, where a few cruise staff and volunteers were assisting with sign-ups for the Vacation Bible School (VBS) Extravaganza in Barbados.
The energy was lively, filled with purpose. Large posters displayed smiling children from past mission trips, and a whiteboard listed open positions—Bible lesson leaders, crafts assistants, worship helpers. A woman with a clipboard was directing sign-ups, calling out roles and answering questions.
Jasmine felt drawn to the opportunity immediately. This was the kind of outreach she had always loved—guiding kids, sharing God’s love in a way that felt natural.
“I’m in,” Jasmine said without hesitation, reaching for a pen to write her name and cabin number under Bible Lesson Leaders.
Wesley followed suit, scribbling his name under Application Activities with a confident nod. “Can’t let you have all the fun.”
Rachel beamed. “This is amazing! We’re going to make such an impact.”
“Monique hovered near the table, gripping a pen but hesitating. Her gaze flicked over the list—excuses already forming. She overheard a volunteer sharing a testimony.
“VBS is one of the greatest evangelism tools. How can we not minister to the children in Barbados? Some of them don’t even go to church.” the woman said, her voice filled with conviction. “For some, the only time they hear about Jesus is when VBS is in session.”
Monique swallowed, her fingers tightening around the pen. Her chest ached at the thought.
“You thinking about it?”
She glanced up at Sister Lorraine, a seasoned volunteer with silver-streaked curls and knowing eyes.
“I... I don't know,” Monique admitted, still not writing.
Lorraine smiled gently. “You don’t know if you want to do it or if you can?”
Monique exhaled, her fingers tightening on the pen. “Both.”
Lorraine nodded thoughtfully. “Loss will do that to you.”
Monique’s fingers tightened around the pen. She hadn’t mentioned her grief—how did this woman know?
Lorraine gave a small smile, gentle but knowing. “I’ve been on this cruise ministry long enough to recognize that look. The one where your heart wants to step forward, but your mind keeps reminding you how hard it is.”
Monique swallowed; her throat suddenly tight. She could feel Jasmine’s glance from the other side of the table, but she wasn’t ready to meet her sister’s eyes just yet.
Lorraine continued, her voice steady. “Sometimes, saying yes to something bigger than yourself is the first step toward healing. Doesn’t mean it’s easy. Just means it’s worth it.”
Monique’s fingers hovered over the pen, her grip tightening. The inked lines of other names blurred as she swallowed against the lump in her throat. Solomon’s voice echoed in her memory—soft but firm. “You have more to give than you think.” She exhaled sharply, then, before doubt could creep in, pressed the pen to paper.
Maybe… maybe this was a way to start again.
Finally, before she could second-guess herself, she lowered the pen and wrote her name.
Crafts & Activities – Monique Brooks.
Jasmine smiled, placing a supportive hand on her shoulder. “You’re going to be amazing.”
Monique let out a small, shaky laugh. “We’ll see.”
Lorraine patted her arm. “That’s the spirit, honey. God got you.”
And for the first time in a long time, Monique almost believed it.  Signing her name to the volunteer was an act of faith, marking a step toward healing. God got me, she said silently.

10:30 AM – Morning Workshops 10:30AM – 12:30PM
Afterward, they parted ways, each heading to different morning workshops—some to learn about the Gifts of the Holy Spirit, others about money management. Jasmine chose the “Prayer and Fasting” workshop, eager to learn more about deepening her relationship with God.
As Jasmine walked into the workshop room, she found a seat near the front and smiled politely at the woman next to her. The leader, Sister Anita, stood at the front, her warm smile and gentle demeanor immediately making Jasmine feel at ease.
“Good morning, everyone,” Sister Anita began, her voice soft but confident. “Today, we are going to dive deep into the power of prayer and fasting—how they can draw us closer to God and reveal His will for our lives.”
Jasmine settled in, feeling the anticipation build inside her.
Sister Anita continued, “Let’s start by sharing why we’re here. What is it that brought you to this workshop today? Anyone care to share?”
A few hands went up, and Jasmine listened as one by one, people shared their stories. There was a man named James who spoke about wanting to better understand how to hear God’s voice, and a woman named Cynthia who had come to the workshop because she felt called to fast for her children.
When it was Jasmine’s turn, she hesitated for a moment before speaking. “I... I’m here because I’m at a crossroads. I feel like God is leading me somewhere new, but I’m not sure where yet. I want to learn how to listen better—to understand His plan for me.”
Sister Anita nodded; her eyes filled with understanding. “Thank you for sharing, Jasmine. You’re not alone in that feeling. Many of us are here because we want to hear God more clearly. Prayer and fasting are powerful ways to quiet the noise of the world so we can truly listen.”
Jasmine felt a wave of emotion as Sister Anita spoke. It was as if the words were meant just for her.
“Let’s talk about what fasting does for us,” Sister Anita continued. “It’s not just about denying ourselves food—it’s about creating space for God. It’s about surrendering something we value, to show that we value God even more. It’s a way to say, ‘Lord, I need You more than anything else.’”
Jasmine found herself nodding, her heart agreeing with every word. She had fasted before, but something about this explanation resonated deeply with her. She wanted to create space for God—to make room for His voice in the middle of all her doubts and fears.
“Pairing fasting with prayer is what makes it powerful,” Sister Anita said. “When we combine these acts, we’re putting ourselves in a position to hear God clearly. And sometimes, it’s not about getting an answer right away. Sometimes it’s about the process—about what God wants to show us along the journey.”
A woman from across the room raised her hand. “How do you stay motivated during a fast? Especially when it gets hard?”
Sister Anita smiled. “Great question. Fasting is not easy. There will be moments when you want to give up. But that’s when you lean on God the most. Remind yourself why you’re doing it. Pray through those moments. And remember, it’s okay to feel weak—because in our weakness, He is strong.”
Jasmine took a deep breath, letting the words sink in. She could feel the Holy Spirit moving in that room—filling the space between them, connecting them in a shared desire to draw closer to God.
As the workshop came to a close, Sister Anita encouraged everyone to pair up for a short time of prayer. Jasmine found herself paired with Cynthia, the woman who had spoken earlier about her children.
“Can I pray for you, Jasmine?” Cynthia asked, her voice gentle.
Jasmine nodded, feeling tears prick the corners of her eyes. “Please.”
Cynthia reached out and took Jasmine’s hands, bowing her head. “Father God, I lift up Jasmine to You right now. You know her heart, her fears, her hopes. I ask that You would guide her, Lord—that You would give her clarity and peace. Let her know that You are with her, and that Your plans for her are greater than anything she could imagine. Help her to trust You, even when the path is unclear. In Jesus’ name, amen.”
“Amen,” Jasmine whispered, her heart swelling with gratitude. She squeezed Cynthia’s hands, smiling through her tears. “Thank you.”
Cynthia smiled back. “We’re in this together, sister.”
As Jasmine left the workshop, she felt a renewed sense of hope. God was here, in every moment, in every conversation. And she knew that as long as she kept seeking Him, she would find her way.
As Jasmine walked to the next workshop, she was eager to gain more insight on being a Christian single.
The conference room hosting the ‘Singles and Relationships’ seminar was filled with people eager to learn and connect. Jasmine slipped into a seat near the back, scanning the room. The speaker, a charismatic woman named Reverend Patricia Hayes, exuded warmth and wisdom as she welcomed the attendees.
“Good relationships begin with a healthy relationship with yourself,” Reverend Hayes began, her voice steady and inviting. “Before you can love someone else fully, you must first embrace the love God has for you and the person He has created you to be.”
Jasmine listened intently, jotting down notes in the small journal she had brought along. The words resonated deeply, especially as she reflected on her past relationship with Wayne. Had she truly valued herself in that relationship? Or had she settled, hoping that love would be enough to fix what wasn’t right?
Reverend Hayes’s voice pulled her back to the present. “Take a moment to think about what you want in a relationship. Not just romantic, but in friendships, in family dynamics. Are those relationships nurturing your growth, or are they holding you back?”
Jasmine closed her eyes briefly, letting the question sink in. Her mind wandered to the people in her life—her sister, her friends, even her students. There were moments of joy, but there were also moments of tension and sacrifice. She prayed silently, asking God for clarity and guidance in building healthier connections.
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1:00 PM – Lunchtime
By the time lunch rolled around, the morning’s conversations still lingered in Jasmine’s mind. But as they gathered in the dining hall, the lively chatter and delicious aromas signaled a shift—now, it was time to simply enjoy the company of new friends.
The group reconvened after the morning workshops, meeting at the Harmony Serenity’s main dining area. The room was bright, filled with the aroma of fresh bread and sizzling food. They were seated at a large round table by the window, giving them a great view of the ocean.
“Wow, what a workshop!” Monique said as she took a seat next to Jasmine, who was already drinking a glass of water.
“You can say that again.” Jasmine smiled. “I really felt something in that ‘Prayer and Fasting’ session. It was eye-opening.”
“Mine was about the ‘Gifts of the Holy Spirit.’ It really reminded me of what it means to truly embrace who we are,” Tonia added, placing her plate down.
“Absolutely!” Michaela chimed in. “I loved the ‘Stewards of God’s Money’ workshop. It made me realize how much I need to be a better steward of what God’s given me.”
Wesley nodded; his voice filled with conviction. “I was in the ‘Knowing My Spiritual Gifts’ one too, Tonia. It was powerful. Sometimes we forget the gifts we already have and how God wants us to use them.”
Quinton leaned back in his chair with a grin. “I was honestly hoping for some deep revelations about the ‘Prayer and Fasting’ workshop, but I got a lot more than I bargained for. My second workshop, “Singles and Relationship” was an eye opener.”
Everyone nodded in agreement as they enjoyed the delicious spread before them—fresh fruit, roasted vegetables, and perfectly grilled chicken. The conversation flowed effortlessly as they shared what they learned, laughed, and simply enjoyed being together.
2:00 PM – Afternoon Activities 
With the morning’s lessons still fresh in their minds, the group gathered in the lobby of the main dining area, eager to embrace the next adventure.”
“So, what’s everyone doing?” Darius asked, looking at the list of activities in his hand.
“Well,” Jasmine said, glancing at Wesley, “we were thinking about trying the cooking class.”
“Cooking class, huh? Don’t burn the place down, you two,” Quinton teased.
Wesley laughed, holding up his hands. “No promises.”
Monique looked over at Rachel. “What about you, Rachel?”
“I’m going to try out the photography class,” Rachel said, looking excited.
“Nice!” Michaela smiled. “I’m going to the jewelry-making class.”
“Jewelry making sounds cool,” Tonia said. “But I’m actually going to head to the painting class.”
“Look at you, getting all creative,” Quinton teased, nudging her shoulder. “I think I’m going to take it easy and just relax by the pool.”
Darius and Xavier both nodded in agreement. “We’re with you, Quinton,” Darius said.
Michaela smiled. “You guys enjoy the pool. We’ll catch up afterward.”
Jasmine looked at everyone, feeling grateful. They all seemed to be embracing this trip fully, and it warmed her heart.
“All right, everyone,” Jasmine said. “Let’s meet up later at the pool around three?”
“Deal!” they all said in unison, laughter bubbling around them.
As they each split up to head to their chosen activities, Jasmine took a deep breath, excitement building. It was only Day 2, and she was already feeling the change in herself—the hope, the openness to new experiences. She glanced at Wesley, who gave her an encouraging smile, and she knew, deep down, this was where she was meant to be.
3:00 PM - Pool Time
The sun was shining brightly on the Lido Deck, and the air was filled with laughter and the sounds of splashing water. Jasmine, Monique, Wesley, Quinton, Darius, Xavier, and the others all gathered at the pool, some lounging on chairs while others dipped their feet into the cool water.
Jasmine settled into a chaise lounge next to Monique, adjusting her sunglasses and letting out a contented sigh. “It feels good to just relax like this,” she said, smiling as she watched Wesley and Quinton trying to push each other into the pool.
“Yeah, I needed this,” Monique agreed, leaning back. “It’s like the perfect combination of fellowship and fun.”
Tonia, who was already in the pool, floated by on her back, her hair fanning out around her. “Y’all need to come in! It’s too hot out here just to sit!”
Rachel laughed, dipping her toes in the water. “I think I’ll ease my way in, thank you very much. I’m not trying to ruin my precious locks just yet.”
Xavier, who had been quietly observing, leaned forward. “How about a little challenge?”
Wesley turned, raising an eyebrow. “What kind of challenge?”
Xavier smirked. “Race across the pool. You against me.”
Quinton whistled, grinning. “Ohhh, this I gotta see.”
Jasmine perked up, intrigued. “You two settling some old rivalry we don’t know about?”
Xavier chuckled. “Nah, just curious if Wesley’s as fast in water as he is on the dance floor.”
Wesley laughed, shaking his head. “Alright, you’re on.”
The group gathered around as the two men waded to the deep end. Tonia and Monique positioned themselves as unofficial referees.
“On three!” Monique called out. “One... two... three!”
They took off, both cutting smoothly through the water. Xavier had a strong lead at first, his strokes powerful, but Wesley surged forward in the last few seconds, touching the wall a split second before Xavier.
“Wesley wins!” Quinton announced, pumping his fist in the air.
Xavier surfaced, laughing. “Alright, alright, you got me. But next time, I’m calling for a rematch.”
Wesley grinned. “Anytime.”
Jasmine, watching from the edge, shook her head with a smile. “That was actually impressive.”
Xavier smirked, running a hand over his wet hair. “Not impressive enough, apparently.”
Darius was already in the pool, lounging by the side and letting the water lap against him. “Come on in; it’s refreshing,” he called out to the others still lounging poolside.
Jasmine finally took the plunge, joining the others in the pool. The water was cool against her skin, a refreshing contrast to the warm afternoon sun. Laughter echoed around them as they splashed, played, and reveled in the simple joy of each other’s company.
The next two hours slipped by in a blur of friendly games, playful teasing, and quiet poolside conversations. The added spark of friendly rivalry kept the energy high, with the group cheering and laughing as they competed, joked, and enjoyed the easy camaraderie of the moment.
As the clock approached 5:00PM, Jasmine looked over at Monique. “We should probably head back to our cabin soon, right? I want to plan for dinner at 6:00.”
Monique nodded. “Yeah, let’s not keep everyone waiting. Besides, I want to make sure we look nice for tonight.”
Wesley caught Jasmine’s eye and gave her a playful grin. “Dinner tonight at 6:00PM, huh? We are going to the Serenity Anytime Dining. Please share this with the Atlanta friends if they want to join. We should have a great time of eating and fellowship?”
Jasmine laughed. “You are always thinking about trouble. Just make sure you look sharp.”
5:00 PM – Getting Dressed for Dinner - Evening Preparations
Back in the cabin, Monique was rifling through her closet, deciding on an outfit for the evening. Jasmine sat on the bed, recounting her day.
“Wesley and I talked for a bit after the seminar,” she said casually. “He’s… interesting. Seems like he’s trying to figure things out too.”
Monique glanced up, a teasing smile on her lips. “Interesting, huh? Should I be worried?”
Jasmine sighed, smoothing her dress. “Monique, can we not do this?”
Monique blinked. “Do what?”
“Make a big deal out of nothing. He’s just being nice.”
Monique smirked. “Uh-huh. And you just spent twenty minutes making sure your dress was perfect for ‘nothing.’”
“That’s not—” Jasmine exhaled sharply. “Never mind.”
Monique’s teasing expression softened. “Hey, I didn’t mean to push.”
Jasmine looked at her sister, then nodded. “I know. I just... I don’t want this trip to be about something it’s not.”
“Fair enough.” Monique raised her hands in surrender. “I’ll back off.”
“Thank you.” Jasmine gave a small smile, the tension easing.
After about fifteen minutes of silence. Monique asked quietly, “So, what are you wearing?” while rummaging through her side of the closet.
Jasmine held up a floral sundress and turned to her sister. “I was thinking about this. It’s casual but nice enough for dinner, right?”
Monique nodded, slipping on a knee-length navy dress. “Definitely. And it fits with the whole relaxed cruise vibe. 
Monique smirked. You look beautiful, Jasmine.”
Jasmine paused, looking at herself in the mirror, smoothing her dress down. “Thanks, Monique. You look amazing too. Let’s knock ‘em dead.”
“That’s the plan.” Monique winked and grabbed her key card and pocketbook. “Alright, let’s go meet everyone.”
6:00 PM – Dinner
The group gathered at the Serenity Anytime Dining Hall on Coral Deck at 6:00PM, where the main dining room, Serenity Anytime Dining Hall, was set up with beautifully arranged tables. The lights were soft, and the ambiance was warm and inviting, perfect for a relaxed evening meal.
Wesley, Quinton, Darius, Xavier, and the others were already seated when Jasmine and Monique arrived. Wesley stood up, his eyes lighting up when he saw Jasmine. Wesley’s eyes flicked over Jasmine for a brief second before he gave a slow nod. “You clean up nice.” 
Jasmine felt her cheeks warm slightly, and she smiled. “Thank you. You clean up pretty nicely yourself. Who fixed the restaurant seating for all of to sit together?”
“Quinton, did!”
“I must thank him.”
They took their seats, and the waiter came by to pour water and hand out the menus. Tonia looked around, her eyes sparkling. “I love the setup here. It’s so elegant.”
“Yeah, it’s really nice,” Michaela added, glancing over the menu. “I think I’m going for the grilled salmon. What about you, Jasmine?”
Jasmine scanned the options and nodded. “That sounds good. I think I’ll have the same.”
Quinton leaned over to Wesley. “Man, this cruise is something else. I don’t think I’ve ever eaten this well.”
Wesley laughed. “Right? I’m not used to all this fancy food, but I’m definitely not complaining.”
As they waited for their meals, the conversation flowed easily. They talked about the day—the workshops, the pool, the fun moments they had shared. Monique turned to Darius, asking about the “Gifts of the Holy Spirit” workshop he’d attended earlier.
“It was really inspiring,” Darius said. “It reminded me that we all have gifts we can use to bless others. I think sometimes we underestimate how much of an impact we can make.”
Rachel nodded in agreement. “Exactly. And it’s easy to overlook the small ways we can serve, but those small ways can mean the world to someone else.”
The food arrived, and everyone paused to say a blessing. Wesley led the prayer, his voice steady and sincere. “Lord, thank You for this day, for the friendships we’re building, and for this meal. We pray that You continue to guide us and bless this journey we’re on together. Amen.”
“Amen,” the group echoed, and they dug in.
As the evening went on, laughter filled the table—stories, jokes, and heartfelt moments were shared, and Jasmine felt herself relax more and more. She looked around at everyone, at the joy on their faces, and felt a sense of gratitude wash over her.
God was doing something beautiful here, she realized. He was taking each of their stories, their struggles, and weaving them into something bigger, something full of hope and grace.
Wesley leaned over and whispered, “You know, this is starting to feel like one of those moments you look back on and realize how special it really was.”
Jasmine smiled, meeting his eyes. “Yeah, I think you’re right. It really is.”
8:00 PM – Worship Service
By the time the evening worship service came around, Jasmine was ready. As the day turned into evening, Jasmine and Monique sat with Rachel, Tonia, and Michaela. This feeling of a deep sense of community and fellowship was powerful. The Baxter Singers led the worship, their harmonies filling the air with a sense of reverence and joy. When they sang “Can’t Stop Praising Him,” Monique could not remain in her seat. She jumped up, swayed side to side, clapping to the beat.
Pastor Darryl spoke about community and the importance of leaning on each other through trials. “God has placed us in each other’s lives to encourage, uplift, and strengthen one another. Let us be a source of light and love for those around us.” He then referenced Hebrews 10:24-25: “And let us consider how we may spur one another on toward love and good deeds, not giving up meeting together, as some are in the habit of doing, but encouraging one another—and all the more as you see the Day approaching.”
The final note of the worship song faded, Jasmine kept her hands clasped, her heartbeat slowing. His words settled deep in Jasmine’s heart. She closed her eyes, letting the lyrics wash over her. A quiet calm spread through her chest, her breath slowing with each word as if God Himself was whispering reassurance into her soul. Alone? No. Not tonight.

9:30 PM – Line Dancing
After worship service, the group headed to the Tiki Lounge, where a lively beat filled the air. The dance floor was already alive with energy as people moved to the rhythm of the Cuban
\ Shuffle.
“Think you’re ready for this?” Wesley asked, a glint of amusement in his eyes.
Jasmine smirked. “I’ve got moves.” You?”
“Guess we’ll find out,” Wesley teased.
She stepped onto the dance floor, blending into the rhythm with ease. Wesley joined, moving beside her. Not too close. Not too distant. Just... in step.
No grand gestures. No flirtatious banter. Just movement. A rhythm shared.
By the time the music faded and they stepped off to grab drinks, Jasmine was breathless, exhilarated. She reached for a bottle of water at the same time as Wesley. Their fingers brushed, and for a fleeting moment, neither moved away.
Jasmine cleared her throat, stepping back. “Good dance.”
Wesley chuckled, nodding. “Yeah. It was.”
Later, they all moved effortlessly to the Electric Slide and to the Wobble. Each dance brought more excitement and their laughter mixing with the music, and Jasmine felt herself letting go of everything that had weighed her down. She was free—truly free—to enjoy the moment. Laughter echoed around them as everyone lost themselves in the joy of the moment.
Quinton, Tonia, and Darius quickly joined in, with Quinton leading the group with exaggerated moves that had everyone laughing. “You can’t beat this!” Quinton called out as he nailed the footwork.
After a few rounds, the group gathered at a nearby table, catching their breath and hydrating with some refreshing sodas, tropical punch, and sparkling water. Tonia was still bouncing with energy. “That was so much fun! I love the Jerusalema Line Dance —it’s always a party favorite.”
Monique, who had taken a seat earlier, smiled at her sister and the others. “You all looked like you were having a blast.”
“We were,” Jasmine said, sitting down next to her. “It was exactly what I needed.”
Monique leaned back in her chair, watching the laughter and easy camaraderie unfold around her. Just two days ago, she had questioned whether this trip was a mistake. Now, for the first time in months, she felt something unfamiliar but welcome—hope.
The dance, the laughter, and the easy conversation had created a bond between Jasmine and Wesley, one that was slowly building, grounded in faith and mutual respect. As they stood there on the sideline after the last line dance, they enjoyed the peacefulness of the moment. It was clear that something special maybe growing between them.
11:30 PM – A Quiet Goodnight
Later, as the group dispersed for the night, Wesley and Jasmine found themselves walking toward their cabins in the same direction.
The ship’s deck was quiet, the ocean stretching endlessly beside them.
Jasmine turned to Wesley; her voice soft. “Thank you for today. I needed this.”
Wesley met her gaze, something warm in his eyes. “You’re not the only one.”
A pause. A moment stretching between them.
He smiled, easy and unassuming. “Goodnight, Jasmine.”
Jasmine nodded, a small smile curving her lips. “Goodnight, Wesley.”
As he walked away, she watched him disappear into the crowd, a quiet realization settling in her heart. Jasmine lifted her hand and traced the condensation on the railing, watching as it disappeared beneath her fingertip. The weight in her chest felt lighter. The night air, crisper.
Hope, it seemed, had a way of sneaking up on her when she least expected it.


021025 Chapter 4 Day 3 – Saturday - Cruising at Sea
(formerly Chapter 3 First Activities and Connections)

First Impressions and Connections
The following morning, Jasmine awoke to the gentle rocking of the ship. She lay in bed for a moment, savoring the tranquility. Her thoughts drifted to Jaxson, remembering how he had truly listened to her the night before. It had been a long time since someone had given her that kind of attention. A soft smile spread across her face as she rose and got dressed for the day. Monique was already awake, sitting on the balcony, gazing out at the endless expanse of ocean, a thoughtful expression on her face.
“Good morning,” Jasmine greeted her as she stepped outside.
“Good morning,” Monique replied with a soft smile. “I was just thinking about Solomon. He loved the ocean. We used to talk about taking a cruise together someday.”
Settling beside her sister, her sister took her hand. “I'm sure he's watching over you, Monique. And I believe he's happy you're here, finding some joy and peace.”
Monique nodded; her eyes misty. “I hope so. You know, he used to say that the ocean was a reminder of God’s infinite love—vast and endless. I think that’s why I love it here.”
Jasmine hugged her sister tightly. “I love that thought. And I'm so glad we’re doing this together.”
Monique exhaled deeply, staring at the horizon where the sky kissed the sea. Last night during the worship service, something shifted inside her. Peace. A feeling she hadn’t known in so long. Maybe, just maybe, healing was possible. But what did healing even look like? Would she ever stop waking up expecting to hear Solomon's voice? Would she ever stop feeling guilty for laughing, for moving forward? She wrapped her arms around herself and whispered, ‘Lord, show me how to live again.’”
She turned to Jasmine. 'I think for the first time since Solomon passed, I'm starting to believe that life still holds beauty—even in loss.'“
Jasmine squeezed her sister’s hand gently. “It does, Monique. And I believe Solomon would want you to keep finding those beautiful moments.”
Monique gave a small nod, her lips curving into a soft smile. “Then I’ll keep looking for them.”
Breakfast with Friends
After sharing a quiet moment, they joined their new friends for breakfast at the Harmony Dining Hall. Michaela had made reservations for everyone at 8:00 AM—of course she had. She was always the planner, the organizer, the one who made sure things ran smoothly. But beneath her confident smile, Jasmine sometimes sensed the weight of responsibility. Did Michaela ever let herself just be? Maybe today, Jasmine would encourage her to sit back and enjoy rather than always leading. 
“Tonia, Rachel, and Michaela were already at the entrance when Jasmine and Monique arrived.
“Good morning!” Tonia called out, waving them over.
The guys were right behind them, and soon everyone was seated. The dining hall was buzzing with activity, and the aroma of freshly brewed coffee, baked goods, eggs, and pancakes filled the air. The group quickly fell into an easy conversation, sharing their plans for the day.
“So, what's everyone up to today?” Dave asked, buttering a piece of toast.
“We were thinking of exploring the ship some more,” Michaela replied. “Maybe check out the spa and see if we can book some treatments.”
 Tonia nodded, rubbing the back of her neck. ‘I could use a massage. My muscles are still sore from yesterday’s activities.’ She hesitated, then added with a sheepish smile, ‘Not that I mind. It’s nice to focus on something other than work for once.’ 
Jasmine knew Tonia rarely let herself slow down—always grading papers, always thinking about her students. Maybe this trip was exactly what she needed.”
Jasmine chuckled. “I might book a massage too. A massage sounds heavenly.”
Jaxson leaned in with a smile. “How about we all meet up later for some fun at the pool? It's supposed to be a beautiful day.”
Everyone agreed, and they spent the next hour enjoying their breakfast and getting to know each other better. The camaraderie and laughter made Jasmine feel grateful for this newfound group of friends.
Morning Activities
After breakfast, Jasmine and Monique decided to spend some time together before meeting the others at the pool. The morning breeze carried the scent of salt and sunscreen as Jasmine and Monique strolled through the cruise ship’s boutique shops, browsing for souvenirs and gifts. The shop sparkled with glass cases of jewelry and shelves lined with colorful resort wear. Jasmine picked up a delicate gold cross pendant, running her fingers over the smooth surface. “This would make a great keepsake,” she said, placing it in the basket before heading to the register. Monique grabbed a coral-colored sarong, flashing a smile. “Perfect for the beach day.”
They continued shopping in the Lawrence Matthews Ministries bookshop, picking up a few more items before heading to the spa. 
With their small treasures tucked into shopping bags, they made their way to the spa for their massages. Jasmine sighed in contentment as warm stones pressed into her back, easing away tension. Monique hummed in agreement from the next table. “I could stay here all day.” The treatments were relaxing, and both sisters emerged feeling refreshed and rejuvenated.
Lunch and Icebreaker Games
By noon, everyone was famished. The buffet on the Lido Deck offered a wide variety of dishes, and they filled their plates before finding a large table to sit together.
“This cruise has been amazing so far,” Tonia said as she dug into her meal. “I feel so blessed to have met all of you.”
Quinton nodded in agreement. “It's been a great experience. I'm looking forward to the rest of the trip and all the adventures we have ahead.”
Jasmine glanced at Jaxson, who smiled warmly at her. “Me too,” she said. “Honestly? I wasn’t sure what to expect on this cruise, but I’m so glad I came.”
After lunch, the cruise director arranged a series of icebreaker games at the Lido Deck near the pool. Despite her initial hesitation, Jasmine found herself joining in. Monique, too, seemed to be opening up, her laughter filling the air during one of the more ridiculous games involving balancing spoons on their noses.
Jaxson and Quinton joined their group, and soon Jasmine found herself teamed up with Jaxson. “I have to admit,” Jaxson said with a grin, “I’m not the best at these kinds of games.”
Jasmine laughed, feeling a warmth she hadn’t felt in a while. “Don’t worry—I’m not either. Let’s just have fun with it.”
 The deck pulsed with laughter and playful competition as cruise staff handed out neon wristbands and split the crowd into teams for the next game.
Jasmine’s group stood in a semi-circle as the emcee clapped his hands together. “Alright, folks! Time to loosen up and have some fun! First up—human knot!”
Groans and chuckles rippled through the group as they linked hands in a tangled mess. Wesley ended up next to Jasmine, his fingers brushing hers as they strategized. “Alright, if I duck under, you step back,” he suggested, his voice light with amusement.
Quinton chuckled from the other side. “No tripping over each other, now.”
With teamwork and plenty of laughter, they unwound themselves, triumphantly throwing their hands up as their team finished first. The emcee blew a whistle. “Looks like we’ve got some natural problem solvers here!”
The energy carried into the next round—trivia, followed by a lighthearted relay race. By the time they finished, Jasmine’s cheeks hurt from smiling. She glanced at Wesley, who gave her a playful nudge. “Not bad, Brooks.”
She nudged him back. “I’ll let you have that win—for now.”
Monique looped an arm through Jasmine’s. “This cruise is exactly what we needed.”
Jasmine exhaled, feeling lighter than she had in weeks. She had to agree
The sun was shining brightly, and the deck was filled with passengers enjoying the warm weather. After the games, they all found empty lounge chairs and settled in by the pool. Jasmine let the water wash away the last of her worries, surfacing with a fresh sense of peace. She climbed out of the pool and joined the others on the lounge chairs, listening as Tonia and Michaela discussed their plans to explore Barbados the next day.
Afternoon Workshops
Later in the afternoon, the group split up to attend the various seminar offerings. Jasmine, Monique, Joshua, and Jaxson attended a seminar on “Knowing My Spiritual Gifts,” led by Reverend Matthews. The session was enlightening, and Jasmine found herself reflecting on her own gifts and how she could use them to serve others.
“God has given each of us unique gifts,” Pastor Larry said. “It's up to us to discover them and use them to glorify Him. Whether it's through teaching, music, hospitality, or another talent, we all have a role to play in His plan.”
Jasmine felt inspired by his words. She realized that her passion for education was a gift, and she needed to find a way to use it to make a positive impact.
After freshening up from their afternoon activities, they all prepared for an elegant evening at The Cielo Italian Bistro.
Dinner and Evening Activities
That evening, the group enjoyed a leisurely dinner at The Cielo Italian Bistro on the Sunrise Deck, an intimate setting perfect for their growing friendships. The ambiance was elegant, and the food exquisite. Jaxson had made the reservation the day before, and as the ladies arrived, the men stood in a gesture of respect.
“Wow, look at you queens! You all look beautiful,” Quinton said, grinning broadly.
“Definitely,” Joshua added, nodding. “You all look amazing tonight.”
Jaxson's eyes lingered on Jasmine a little longer. As she took her seat beside him, he leaned in slightly and said, “You look especially beautiful tonight, Jasmine.”
Her heart fluttered at his words, a warmth spreading through her chest. She had heard compliments before, but this felt different—genuine, unguarded. Could she allow herself to believe in something real? A mix of anticipation and uncertainty swirled inside her, but for the first time in a long while, she didn’t want to run from it. A small thrill rose in her chest, a feeling she hadn’t experienced in a long time. “Thank you, Jaxson,” she replied softly, her fingers brushing against the cool silverware as she fought to steady her nerves.
The ambiance was elegant, and the food was exquisite. They enjoyed a leisurely meal, savoring each course and sharing stories and laughter. As the evening unfolded, Jasmine found herself opening up more, the warmth of Jaxson's presence encouraging her.
Worship Service and Moonlit Walk
After dinner, they attended a worship service, where Reverend Matthews delivered a stirring sermon on faith and trust in God’s plan. 
Jasmine bowed her head in prayer, listening to Reverend Matthews' words on trust. Healing was a process. She knew that. But deep inside, a quiet fear lingered—what if she never fully healed? What if she was always waiting for something to go wrong, always bracing for loss? She closed her eyes, forcing herself to surrender those fears to God. 'Lord, help me believe in the good again.'“
Jasmine felt renewed hope, knowing she was on a path toward healing. As the congregation sang the final hymn, she exchanged a glance with Monique, sensing that her sister, too, was beginning to embrace a new chapter of healing.
The night ended with a quiet walk along the deck. The cool breeze and the rhythmic sound of the waves created a peaceful atmosphere. Jasmine and Jaxson walked slightly apart from the group, their conversation flowing easily.
Bowling at the Harmony Sports Deck
After the service, it was too early to call it a night. The group decided to keep the fun going by heading to the Harmony Sports Deck for an evening of bowling. They all changed into more comfortable clothes and met back up, eager for more laughter and shared memories.
The Harmony Sports Deck was buzzing with activity, offering a wide variety of games and friendly competition. There were large TV screens showing sports games, along with miniature golf, shuffleboard, pickleball, ping pong, bowling, and even basketball—all surrounded by the ship's jogging track that provided breathtaking views of the night sea.
The group quickly split into teams for bowling. The night had grown darker, but the bright lights of the sports deck and the joyful energy kept their spirits high. The bowling lanes were lined with laughter as they cheered each other on. Tonia and Michaela were surprisingly competitive, teasing the guys whenever they scored higher.
Quinton made a dramatic show of each turn, adding to the humor, but there was always something intentional in the way he kept the mood light. Jasmine had noticed it before—how he made sure no one ever felt left out, how he filled silences before they became awkward. He always played the role of entertainer, but was there something deeper behind it? Maybe she’d ask him about it later, when the laughter faded and the night grew quiet.”
Jasmine was teamed up with Jaxson, and she found herself enjoying his easy laughter and gentle encouragement. When Jasmine managed to knock down most of the pins, Jaxson gave her an enthusiastic high-five. “You’re a natural!” he said, grinning.
Jasmine laughed. “Beginner's luck, I think.”
As the game progressed, the group fell into a rhythm—lighthearted teasing, cheers, and high-fives all around. The friendly competition brought them closer, and Jasmine felt the warmth of genuine companionship. She noticed how Jaxson always made sure to cheer on everyone, and how he offered her an encouraging smile whenever she stepped up for her turn. It was these small gestures that made her feel something deeper, something she hadn't felt in a long time.
Quiet Walk and Reflection
The night ended with a quiet walk along the deck. They all chatted lightly, reflecting on the day's activities and the growing bond between them.   The cool breeze and the rhythmic sound of the waves created a peaceful atmosphere. Jasmine and Jaxson walked slightly apart from the group, their conversation flowing easily.
“This has been one of the best trips I’ve ever taken,” Jasmine admitted. She glanced at him briefly, noting the way the soft glow of the deck lights illuminated his features.
Jaxson nodded, smiling softly. “Meeting you, Jasmine... it's been a blessing I didn’t expect.”
His voice was steady but had an underlying gentleness that made her heartbeat quicken.
She studied him for a moment, taking in the relaxed ease of his posture, the way his hands were tucked casually into his pockets, yet his presence felt protective. “It’s been a blessing for me too,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.
A silence stretched between them, comfortable yet charged. The gentle crash of waves against the ship filled the space as she felt an unspoken understanding pass between them. Before she could process the depth of her emotions, Jaxson reached for her hand, his touch light but deliberate. A shiver ran through her, not from the cool ocean breeze, but from the quiet intensity in his eyes. Was she imagining this connection, or was it something real? She hesitated, her heart warring between caution and the unfamiliar thrill of something new. Before she could say more, Quinton called out, suggesting they all grab some hot chocolate from the café before heading to bed.
Ending the Night at the Café
They gathered at the small café near the back of the ship, sipping on hot chocolate and sharing stories from their lives. Quinton launched into a hilarious retelling of his disastrous attempt at salsa dancing, complete with exaggerated hand gestures. Tonia groaned, shaking her head. 'I still have nightmares about that night,' she teased. Michaela chuckled, leaning in. 'You nearly took out three people with that spin!' The warmth of their laughter filled the space, wrapping around them like a familiar embrace. The warmth of the hot chocolate and the easy camaraderie wrapped the evening in a cozy, peaceful atmosphere.
Eventually, the group decided it was time to turn in. They said their goodnights, and everyone slowly made their way back to their cabins.
Before parting ways, Jaxson caught Jasmine’s hand briefly, giving it a gentle squeeze. ‘Goodnight, Jasmine. I’ll see you tomorrow,’ he said with a smile that made her heart skip a beat.
She stood there for a moment after he left, warmth lingering where his fingers had touched hers. This felt real. But was it? Could she trust something that felt this easy? Relationships had always been complicated, fragile things. Yet, as she whispered her goodnight prayer, she felt something unexpected—hope. A quiet hope, fragile but real.”
With her heart full, Jasmine returned to her cabin, unable to wipe the smile from her face. As she lay in bed, she traced the memory of his touch against her palm, a realization settling deep within her—this trip was changing her in ways she never expected.
As Jasmine slipped into bed that night, she reflected on the connections she had made, especially with Jaxson. She whispered a prayer of thanks and, with a contented sigh, drifted off to sleep, looking forward to tomorrow.”
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The Worship Service
Gliding gently, the ship moved through the serene Caribbean waters. As the passengers gathered for the early 7:30 AM worship service, the sun rose over the horizon. With a gentle breeze crisping the air, the distant cries of seagulls echoed as the ship approached the Barbados port.
Someone neatly arranged rows of chairs on the open-air deck, facing the podium where Pastor Darryl would speak. The backdrop was breathtaking—the ship cutting through the tranquil waters, the lush green hills of Barbados slowly coming into view, and the golden light of the sunrise washing over everyone in attendance.  
As everyone made their way to the worship service, the golden light of dawn washed over the open-air deck. Tonia walked beside Michaela, her usually cheerful demeanor tinged with unease. Michaela noticed and gently nudged her shoulder.
“You okay, Tonia?” Michaela asked, her voice calm and inviting.
Tonia hesitated, then sighed. “It’s just... sometimes I feel like I’m not enough. I mean, look at all these people here, starting their day with such strong faith. I lead my students in prayer sometimes, but I always wonder if I’m doing enough to inspire them.”
Michaela stopped walking and turned to Tonia, her gaze steady. “Tonia, every little thing you do matters. You don’t have to have all the answers or be perfect. God works through you even in your doubts. Believe me, I know what it’s like to feel the pressure. As the Minister of Music, I always worry about meeting everyone’s expectations. But I remind myself that it’s not about perfection—it’s about faithfulness.”
Tonia gave a small smile. “Thanks, Michaela. That helps.”
They resumed walking, the sound of worship music growing louder as they approached the deck.
Quinton, already seated near the front, waved Jasmine, Monique, Tonia, Michaela, and Wesley over enthusiastically. The atmosphere was reverent but filled with anticipation as more passengers joined, their hearts open and ready to start the day with prayer and praise.
Jasmine stood among the congregation, her heart lifted by the gentle melody of the worship team as they began the first song, “Here I Am to Worship.” Closing her eyes, she let the music envelop her, a serene expression softening her features. Unbeknownst to her, Wesley’s gaze lingered from across the row. His eyes followed the way the light danced on her face, her peaceful demeanor drawing his attention. When Jasmine opened her eyes, their gazes met briefly. Wesley quickly averted his eyes, a faint blush creeping up his face. Though fleeting, the moment left a subtle spark in the air, lingering between them.
The congregation sang in unison, voices rising to meet the soft crash of ocean waves and the hum of the ship’s engine.
As the service progressed, Quinton’s enthusiasm was contagious, drawing smiles from those around him and reminding them all of the joy in worship.
After two songs, Pastor Darryl began the service by stepping up to the podium, standing tall against the glowing sunrise.
“Good morning, brothers and sisters,” he said, his voice deep and full of warmth and his eyes sweeping over the congregation. “As we sail into this beautiful port of Barbados, let us remember that just as this ship has a destination, so do our lives. God is leading us, and if we trust Him, He will take us exactly where we need to be.”
Jasmine felt the weight of the words sink in. She glanced at Monique, who was nodding, her expression serene as she took in the moment’s beauty. The scripture hit home for them both—reminders of the trials they had faced, but also of God’s presence, guiding them toward healing.
As the sermon concluded, Pastor Darryl led the congregation in a moment of silent prayer. The ship was now nearing the port, the lush landscape of Barbados fully visible, the white buildings of the coastal town glistening in the morning sun. There was a sacred stillness as everyone bowed their heads, whispering their personal prayers and intentions for the day.
After the prayer, the worship team returned with an upbeat closing song, “Days of Elijah,” their voices strong and full of joy. The congregation clapped along, some rising to their feet, dancing and praising as the ship slowed down, preparing to dock.
As the song ended, Pastor Darryl offered a final blessing.
“As we step off this ship today, may we carry the spirit of God’s love with us. Let our words and actions reflect the love of Christ, and let His peace guide us in all we do. God bless you all.”
With that, the service concluded, the final chords of the worship song fading into the sound of the ship’s arrival. Jasmine and Monique exchanged a look, a sense of peace and gratitude shared between them.
After the service, as the congregation began dispersing, Wesley found himself walking alongside Jasmine. The two exchanged pleasantries before Wesley hesitated, then spoke.
“The sermon really spoke to me today,” he said. “The reminder that God leads us exactly where we need to be—it’s humbling, isn’t it?”
Jasmine nodded, her eyes lighting up. “It is. Sometimes I struggle to trust that, but messages like today help me refocus.”
Wesley smiled softly. “My favorite scripture, Proverbs 3:5-6, always brings me back. The verse reminds me to let go of my plans and trust His.”
Jasmine looked at him, her admiration growing. “That’s a beautiful verse. Thank you for sharing it.”
As they continued walking, the sound of worship music still hung in the air, and the golden morning light seemed to shine a little brighter. For a moment, everything felt perfectly aligned, as though the day held more than just the promise of fellowship—perhaps the beginning of something more.
As they all were leaving, Quinton made a declaration with a grin. “Barbados, here we come, but not before breakfast!” The all laughed as they made their way to the dining hall.
After breakfast, Jasmine and Monique had to be on the pier by 9:30 AM to meet with the tour group for their shore excursion. They had chosen the Sugar Plantation Tour, a historical and cultural experience that would give them a glimpse into Barbados’ rich heritage. To their pleasant surprise, Wesley, Quinton, Darius, and Xavier had chosen the same tour.
“Looks like we’ll be spending the day together,” Wesley said with a smile. “I’m looking forward to this.”
As they boarded the bus for the tour, the guide introduced himself and summarized the day’s itinerary. They would visit St. Nicholas Abbey, one of the oldest surviving sugar plantations on the island. Sugar production and rum distillation at the abbey offer a unique glimpse into the island’s agricultural and industrial history.
The drive to St. Nicholas Abbey was scenic, with lush greenery and stunning ocean views. The guide shared interesting facts about Barbados, its culture, and its history, keeping everyone engaged and entertained.
Sugar Plantation Tour
When they arrived at the plantation, the sight of an old windmill, a reminder of the island’s colonial past, greeted them. The guide led them through the plantation’s main house, explaining its significance and the lifestyle of those who lived and worked there.
The tour guide’s voice echoed as the group walked through the plantation house, pointing out the intricate woodwork and historical artifacts. Jasmine stopped to admire the English Sheraton sideboard in the dining room which dated back to 1780.
“This place is incredible,” Jasmine said, taking in the historical architecture and beautiful surroundings. “It’s like stepping back in time.”
Monique nodded, her thoughtful expression deepening. “It makes me think about the emotional connections we create in our environments. As a school psychologist, I’ve learned that even small details in a room can impact a child’s sense of security and well-being.”
Quinton, meanwhile, had lingered near the staircase. He pointed up the staircase to an intricately designed grandfather’s clock built in 1759. The Jacobean style architecture artistry here is just... wow. Wesley joined him, nodding in agreement. “It’s a reminder that creativity isn’t just about the final product; it’s about the journey and the details.”
As they toured the grounds, they saw the sugarcane fields, the mill, and the workers’ quarters. The guide explained the process of sugar production, from harvesting the cane to processing it in the mill, and also talked about the distillation of rum, a significant part of the plantation’s history.
“It’s amazing to think about how much work went into producing sugar and rum,” Wesley said, impressed. “The history here is so rich.”
After the tour, they had some free time to explore the plantation on their own. Jasmine and Wesley wandered through the gardens, enjoying the peace and tranquility. Darius, Monique, and Quinton took their time going through the house, while Xavier roamed the grounds on his own.
“This place is so beautiful,” Jasmine said, taking in the vibrant flowers and lush greenery. “I’m glad we chose this tour.”
“Me too,” Wesley replied. “It’s been a great experience.”
They visited a small shop on the plantation where local artisans sold their crafts. A display of hand-carved wooden figurines attracted Jasmine, and she picked up a small, intricately carved turtle.
“This is beautiful,” she said, showing it to Wesley. “I think I’ll get it as a souvenir.”
Wesley nodded. “It’s a splendid choice. I’ll get one too.”
After purchasing their souvenirs, they rejoined the group and headed back to the bus. Their next stop was Bathsheba Beach, a famous beach known for its dramatic rock formations and excellent surfing conditions.
Bathsheba Beach Scene
At Bathsheba Beach, they set up their towels and chairs and applied sunscreen. The water was clear and inviting, and they couldn’t wait to dive in. Soon after their arrival at the beach, the Atlanta girls’ tour group arrived at the same beach.
“Well, if it isn’t our favorite girls from Atlanta!” Quinton shouted with a grin, waving enthusiastically.
“Hello queens!” greeted Xavier.
The two groups greeted each other warmly as they reunited on the golden sands. Michaela hugged Jasmine tightly.
“How was your tour? Did you learn anything new?” Michaela asked.
“Oh, it was amazing!” Jasmine replied. “We visited a sugar plantation and learned all about the history of sugar and rum production in Barbados. Seeing how they did things back then was fascinating.
Wesley chimed in. “And the views at St. Nicholas Abbey were incredible. You could feel the history in the air, but also the peace.”
Rachel, wearing a bright smile, gestured to the water. “Well, it looks like you all found the best part of the day already—this beach is absolutely stunning!”
“It is,” Monique said, standing beside Jasmine. “We couldn’t resist the clear water and perfect weather.”
Tonia, already slipping off her sandals, nodded enthusiastically. “That sounds wonderful. We had a great time at Harrison’s Cove, but nothing beats a relaxing day at the beach.”
The group laughed, and soon they were all making their way toward the water. The cool waves lapped at their feet as they waded deeper into the surf. Jasmine and Wesley found themselves side by side, floating comfortably in the gentle waves.
“So,” Wesley said, glancing over at her, “I’m guessing this beach beats anything back in New York?”
Jasmine laughed. “Absolutely! The beaches up north don’t hold a candle to this.”
They floated in silence for a few moments, the warmth of the sun on their faces. It was peaceful, a perfect moment to reflect on the past few days and everything they were experiencing together.
Nearby, Quinton and Xavier played a game of catch in the water, throwing a beach ball back and forth.
Michaela stretched out on a towel, pulling a small notebook from her bag. She flipped to a blank page and began sketching a few notes and lyrics inspired by the serene landscape.
“What are you working on?” Jasmine asked, glancing over.
Michaela smiled softly. “Just some ideas for a new song. Being out here makes me think about God’s creation and how it’s reflected in music. It’s my way of processing everything, you know?”
Meanwhile, in the water, Quinton and Xavier splashed playfully, tossing the beach ball back and forth.
“Come on, Xavier, you’ve got to step up your game!” Quinton teased with a laugh. “You can’t let a graphic arts designer show you up in sports.”
Xavier grinned, tossing the ball with more force. “Watch out, Quinton. I’m just warming up.”
Their playful banter drew the attention of Tonia and Rachel, who cheered them on from the shore. The lighthearted moment added to the group’s camaraderie, their laughter blending with the sound of the waves.
The entire group spent the next hour swimming, laughing, relaxing, and enjoying the sheer beauty of Bathsheba Beach. The lively atmosphere reflected the friendship and shared gratitude they felt for their incredible journey.
After some time, the tour guide handed out lunch boxes to the group, which included a sandwich or wrap, fresh fruit, a large chocolate chip cookie, and bottled water. Jasmine and Monique, excited to enjoy the meal, found a shaded spot on the beach and laid out a blanket. They invited the others to join them, creating a cozy picnic area with the beautiful view of the ocean as their backdrop.
“This has been one of the best days so far,” Jasmine said between bites. “I’m so glad we all got to meet and spend time together.”
Rachel smiled and nodded in agreement. “I couldn’t have asked for a better way to spend this cruise. New friends, beautiful beaches, and spirit-filled worship—it’s been such a blessing.”
Quinton looked out over the horizon, the sun beginning to dip lower in the sky. “And we still have the evening ahead. I’m looking forward to the concert tonight.”
Jasmine glanced at Wesley, catching his eye. “Me too,” she whispered. “It’s been a perfect day.”
Wesley smiled warmly at her, a look of contentment on his face. “It has.”
As the afternoon sun set, casting a golden glow over the beach, the group packed up and headed for the tour buses back to the ship to freshen up for dinner.
The tour guides told the tour participants they could board any bus with the ship’s flag’s name on it. As they boarded the bus to head back to the ship after the tour, everyone was chatting and laughing, recounting their favorite moments of the day. Jasmine was about to take the seat next to Wesley, as she had for most of the trip, but before she could, Rachel quickly slipped in and sat beside him with a friendly smile.
Bus Ride Back to the Ship
 
The group laughed and chatted as they boarded the bus to return to the ship. Jasmine was about to take the seat next to Wesley, as she had for most of the trip, but before she could, Rachel quickly slipped in and sat beside him with a friendly smile.
“Mind if I join you for the ride back?” Rachel asked Wesley.
Wesley looked momentarily surprised, but smiled politely. “Uh, sure. No problem.”
Jasmine paused, caught off guard, but quickly smiled and found a seat beside Tonia a couple of rows behind them. As the bus began to move, her thoughts wandered. Why did that bother me so much? It’s not like there’s anything between us. Yet, she couldn’t shake the small pang of disappointment that lingered.
She watched Rachel’s animated gestures and cheerful chatter, and though Wesley nodded along, he seemed slightly reserved. Jasmine noticed how he glanced out the window frequently, his body language subtly distant. Rachel, on the other hand, was bubbly, talking about the beautiful views they had seen and how much she was enjoying the trip. She didn’t seem to notice Wesley’s reserved demeanor, but Jasmine did. A small part of her couldn’t help but wonder what he was thinking. A few times, she thought she caught him looking back toward her row, but she wasn’t sure if it was just her imagination.
Tonia leaned closer, breaking Jasmine’s train of thought. “Looks like you’ve got a new seatmate,” she teased gently, nudging Jasmine with her elbow.
Jasmine chuckled softly, glancing ahead. “I’m fine. It’s just... nothing.”
Tonia smirked knowingly. “Girl, I’ve been there. Back in college, I had the biggest crush on a guy in my Bible study group. I used to overthink every little interaction. But you know what? Patience is key. If it’s meant to be, it’ll happen. What God has for you, is for you!”
Jasmine smiled, appreciating Tonia’s reassurance. She glanced forward again, noticing Wesley’s polite smile toward Rachel, but sensing his attention wasn’t fully there. The faint tension eased as Jasmine reminded herself, God’s timing is perfect. If this is His plan, I don’t need to worry.
As the bus reached the port, Jasmine’s unease subsided. Exiting the bus, Wesley glanced back, making eye contact and smiling reassuringly at her. Jasmine returned the gesture, feeling a silent connection, a shared understanding that they were aligned.
On the ride back, Rachel’s bubbly energy filled the small space.
Tonia leaned in a little closer. “Don’t worry, girl,” she said in a low voice. “You’ve already got his attention.”
Jasmine laughed, but appreciated Tonia’s reassurance. She glanced forward again to see Rachel still chatting with Wesley, who was politely nodding but not engaging in the conversation.
Tonia grinned. “Besides, looks like he’s doing more listening than talking.”
Jasmine smiled, feeling more at ease as she and Tonia settled into a relaxed conversation of their own. They talked about the tour, their favorite moments, and the beautiful scenery they had witnessed.
By the time the bus pulled up to the port and they were ready to board the ship again, Jasmine felt calmer. She knew Wesley had been just as surprised as she by the seating change, and she trusted that whatever connection was building between them would remain strong.
As they disembarked from the bus, Wesley looked back and caught Jasmine’s eyes, giving her a small, reassuring smile. She smiled back, feeling the silent understanding pass between them.
The group made their way up the gangway to freshen up before dinner, but Jasmine felt lighter, knowing that she and Wesley agreed, even without words.
That evening, the group split up for their respective activities. Most of the women except Michaela attended the talent show of fellow cruisers in the Tiki Lounge. The guys, meanwhile, opted for a more relaxed evening and headed to the Harmony Sports Lounge to catch up on a basketball game that was playing on the large, flat-screen TV. They settled into comfortable chairs, enjoying the laid-back atmosphere and camaraderie as they cheered for their favorite teams.
Talent Show
Back in the Tiki Lounge, the talent show was in full swing. the women sat close to the stage, excited to see the lineup of performances.
 Performers of all types took the stage, from comedians to dancers, and the crowd clapped and laughed along with each act. The girls were enjoying themselves, Tonia especially, who leaned forward in her seat, grinning at the range of talent on display. She kept Michaela’s secret of her upcoming performance.
Michaela sat backstage, her hands gripping the microphone. Tonia found her just before she went on.
“You’ve got this,” Tonia said, squeezing her shoulder. “Just let God speak through you.”
Michaela took a deep breath and nodded. “Thanks, Tonia. I needed that.”
After an energetic worship and praise dance performance, the announcer stepped up to the microphone with a broad smile. “And now, ladies and gentlemen, we have a special treat for you tonight. Please welcome to the stage, Michaela Janine Foster!”
Jasmine, Monique, and Rachel exchanged surprised looks, their eyes widening as they heard their friend’s name. They hadn’t known Michaela had planned to perform, but they quickly sat up in excitement, eager to see her take the stage. Tonia no longer had to keep the secret of her performance.
Michaela stepped up to the microphone, poised and confident. Dressed in a sleek, flowing dress that shimmered under the lights, she looked every bit the part of a professional performer. As the soft melody played, Michaela’s voice filled the room, rich and soulful, sending chills through the audience. Michaela sang a heartfelt rendition of “His Eye Is on the Sparrow,” her voice carrying a deep reverence and passion that silenced the crowd. The room seemed to hold its breath as her voice soared, filling every corner of the lounge with her heartfelt praise.
As Michaela’s voice filled the room, her performance mesmerized Jasmine, Monique, Tonia, and Rachel.
“She’s incredible,” Rachel said, her eyes misting. “I knew she was talented didn’t know she had this kind of talent.”
Monique nodded. “It’s like she’s pouring her whole heart into it.” Her new friend was gifted, and the performance was nothing short of stunning. The beauty of the moment captivated the entire audience; some even closed their eyes to fully absorb it.
When Michaela finished, the audience erupted into applause, some people even standing in appreciation. Michaela smiled humbly, offering a gracious nod before leaving the stage and making her way back to her friends, who hugged her with excitement.
“That was incredible!” Jasmine exclaimed, still clapping. “I did not know she could sing like that!”
“Me neither,” Monique agreed, beaming. “She was amazing.”
Tonia grinned. “We have to tell the guys they missed out. They’ll be kicking themselves for not coming!”
The talent show continued, but the highlight for the girls was undoubtedly Michaela’s performance. By the time the show ended, they were still buzzing with excitement, eager to catch up with Michaela and tell her how proud they were.
When Michaela returned to the theater, the group showered her with praise. “Girl, you sang that song with the power of The Holy Spirit,” Monique said, grinning.
“Absolutely,” Rachel added. “You’re such an inspiration.”
Michaela blushed, her confidence bolstered by their support. The night ended on a high note, with the women celebrating Michaela’s stunning performance as a highlight of the evening.
After the talent show, the group reunited with the guys, who were already waiting in the main atrium. Darius teased Michaela about her secret talent, while Quinton insisted, they needed to find a karaoke bar so Michaela could sing again. Laughter filled the air as they made their way to their cabins, their voices echoing down the halls of the ship.
Later, when they met up with the guys back in the Harmony Sports Lounge, Jasmine couldn’t help but tease Wesley. “You missed the performance of a lifetime,” she said with a playful grin.
“Oh yeah?” Wesley asked, leaning back in his chair. “Who was the star?”
“Michaela!” Tonia chimed in. “She was amazing—completely blew everyone away.”
Wesley smiled, impressed. “Well, I guess we’ll have to catch the replay on the ship’s television channel. You think she’ll sing live again?”
“She better!” Monique laughed. “I’m not sure this cruise can handle another performance like that!”
The group laughed together; the evening winding down with a sense of lightheartedness and camaraderie that only deepened the bonds they were forming. As they headed back to their cabins, they reflected on the day’s events and the unexpected joys that came with sharing this journey together.
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The sun rose over the horizon, casting a warm golden glow over the ship. It was the day Jasmine had been looking forward to since they had docked in Barbados—their day to volunteer at the Vacation Bible School (VBS) at Mt. Ephraim Baptist Church. Jasmine woke up with a sense of excitement and purpose, feeling that today would be special not only for the children they would meet but for everyone involved.
Jasmine and Monique dressed quickly, both choosing casual but comfortable attire suitable for working with children. Jasmine wore a bright yellow t-shirt with the words “Be the Light” printed across the front and a pair of light denim shorts, while Monique opted for a simple green blouse and khaki capris. They both wanted to feel ready to connect with the kids while staying comfortable in the tropical heat.
They made their way to the conference room on the ship, where the VBS volunteer staff was gathering for an early breakfast and a prayer session before heading to the Mt. Ephraim Baptist church. The staff sat in a special section of the room, and excitement buzzed through the atmosphere. The supplies, assignments, and VBS Volunteer T-shirts and caps were on the tables.
Pastor and his son, Jordon, greeted the volunteers warmly as they arrived. The breakfast spread included scrambled eggs, sausages, fresh fruits, pancakes, and a variety of pastries, along with juice and coffee. As they ate, Jordon stood up to address the group.
“Good morning, everyone,” he began, his voice full of energy. “I just want to take a moment to thank each of you for being here today. Your willingness to serve and show God’s love to these children is truly inspiring. Let’s take some time to pray together before we head out.”
They all bowed their heads as Pastor Darryl led the group in prayer, asking for guidance, protection, and the ability to be a blessing to the children they would meet that day. As they finished praying, Jordon took the floor once more.
“And one more thing,” he added with a smile. “We have a birthday in our midst today. Wesley, we’re so blessed to have you here, sharing your special day with us and with the children of Mt. Ephraim Baptist Church. What a beautiful way to serve the Lord. Happy birthday, Wesley!”
Everyone cheered, and a chorus of “Happy birthday!” filled the room. Jasmine smiled, glancing at Wesley, who looked pleasantly surprised.
“Happy birthday, Wesley,” Jasmine said warmly as they all rose from the table.
“Thank you, Jasmine,” Wesley replied, his eyes meeting hers with a hint of gratitude.
After breakfast, they all grabbed their bags and VBS supplies. Their hearts were full of hope and anticipation as they boarded the buses that would take them to the small, vibrant community.
The ride to the church was lively, with conversations flowing freely and excitement building as they approached Mt. Ephraim Baptist Church. When they finally arrived, church staff and enthusiastic children who were eager to meet their new friends greeted them. They had already prepared the churchyard, setting up tables for arts and crafts, a small stage for music and storytelling, and a games area.
Vacation Bible School
As the morning sunlight filtered through the windows of Mt. Ephraim Baptist Church, the vibrant chatter of children filled the room. Jasmine and Wesley led the lesson on the armor of God, their voices blending in perfect harmony as they explained each piece of spiritual protection. The children listened intently, their curious eyes wide with wonder.
“Today, we’re going to learn about the armor of God,” Jasmine began, holding up a poster with illustrations of the various pieces of armor. “What is the purpose of the armor?
A young boy named Samuel raised his hand. “Armor protects you from getting hurt.”
“That’s right,” Jasmine said with a smile. “And the armor of God helps protect us spiritually. Each piece of armor has a special purpose.” She paused, looking at the children. “And this armor helps us stand strong in our faith. Who here wants to be strong in God’s love?”
Several children eagerly raised their hands, their eyes wide with excitement.
Wesley quoted Ephesians 6:11 – “Put on the whole armour of God, that ye may be able to stand against the wiles of the devil.” Wesley explained to the children, “Ephesians 6:11 shows us that the armor of God is His truth, righteousness, peace, faith, salvation, and His Word, which He gives to protect us and help us stand firm against the devil’s lies and temptations.
He then took a moment to share a personal story. “When I was younger, I used to think I had to fight every battle on my own. But I remember one day, my mom told me about the shield of faith. She said, ‘Wesley, it’s not about how strong you are; it’s about trusting God to be your strength.’ That changed everything for me.”
Jasmine watched as the children nodded, their expressions thoughtful. She could see how Wesley’s vulnerability resonated with them, his words planting seeds of faith in their young hearts. Her admiration for him deepened as she realized how effortlessly he connected with the children, his sincerity shining through every word.
Later, during a break, Jasmine stood by the craft station, helping a little girl thread beads onto a string to make a bracelet. She glanced up to see Wesley leading a group of boys in a lively game of soccer. The way he laughed and encouraged them, even as they stumbled and missed the ball, warmed her heart. His patience and kindness seemed boundless.
One of the boys scored a goal and ran to Wesley, who lifted him in celebration. Jasmine couldn’t help but smile. He’s going to make an amazing father someday, she thought, the idea catching her off guard but feeling strangely right.
As the day went on, Jasmine found herself stealing glances at Wesley, her thoughts lingering on his gentle nature and the way he brought out the best in everyone around him. She felt a quiet certainty growing within her—a sense that this connection was something special, something worth trusting in God’s timing to unfold.
Jasmine helped Monique lead the arts and crafts station. Someone gave her a group of children aged six to nine. The kids were bright-eyed and curious, and Jasmine loved the way they approached each task with so much enthusiasm. They worked on making colorful bracelets, and Jasmine smiled as the children showed off their creations with pride.
“Look at mine, Miss Jasmine!” one little girl said, holding up her bracelet, which was a mix of brightly colored beads.
“That’s beautiful!” Jasmine said, giving her a high-five. “You did an amazing job.”
Monique, meanwhile, was helping another group of kids make paper crowns. She admired the creativity each child displayed as they decorated their crowns with stickers, markers, and glitter.
Across the yard, Wesley was leading a group in a game of soccer, his laughter carrying across the space as he played with the children. The joy on his face was clear, and Jasmine couldn’t help but feel her heart swell as she watched him interact so comfortably with the kids. One little boy kicked the ball too hard and stumbled, and Wesley rushed over, helping him up with a smile. “You’ve got a powerful kick there, buddy! Let’s try it again, but softer this time.”
The group then made their way to the churchyard, which was modest but welcoming, with colorful murals on the walls and a playground where the children were already playing. Jasmine felt a sense of joy as she took in the cheerful atmosphere.
“Welcome, everyone,” said Pastor Thomas, the director of children’s ministries. “We are so grateful for your willingness to volunteer and spend time with our children. They are looking forward to a fun and meaningful day.”
The group split up into different stations, each focusing on a specific activity. Jasmine, Wesley, and Michaela received the assignment to lead the Bible lesson on the armor of God. They gathered the children in a circle and began the lesson with a prayer.
As they went through the lesson, Jasmine and Wesley explained the significance of each piece of armor, from the belt of truth to the sword of the Spirit. Michaela led the children in a song, “Feet Shod,” which reinforced the lesson in a fun and engaging way.
The children were enthusiastic and eager to take part, asking questions and sharing their thoughts. Jasmine felt a deep sense of fulfillment as she watched their faces light up with understanding and joy.
After the lesson, they moved on to the craft station, where Tonia and Rachel helped the children create their own pieces of armor using cardboard, paint, and other materials. The children were excited to make their own shields and helmets, proudly showing off their creations.
“Look at mine!” a little girl named T said, holding up her painted shield. “It’s got a cross on it, just like in the story.”
“That’s beautiful, Emily,” Tonia said, giving her a high-five. “You did a great job.”
Meanwhile, Monique and Darius were organizing games on the playground. They had set up a soccer game, jump rope, and a three-legged race. The children laughed and cheered as they took part in the activities, their faces beaming with happiness.
“Go, go, go!” Monique shouted, encouraging the children during the three-legged race. “You’re almost there!”
The morning flew by in a whirlwind of activities and laughter. As lunchtime approached, the group gathered for a meal at the Mt. Ephraim Baptist Church with the staff, children, and volunteers from the ship. Many traditional Barbadian foods were prepared for the Vacation Bible School Extravaganza by the ladies and gentlemen of Mt. Ephraim Baptist Church, who partnered with Darryl Langston Ministries. The spread included cou-cou and fried flying fish with spicy gravy, breadfruit, plantains, fried chicken, punch, sodas, fish cakes, rice and peas, and other Bajan dishes. The food was so delicious, and everyone enjoyed the flavors of the island.
During lunch, Jasmine and Wesley sat with a group of children, listening to their stories and answering their questions. The children’s eyes shone with a thirst for knowledge about their lives, and they excitedly shared their own stories.
“Do you have any kids?” a boy named Daniel asked Wesley.
“Not yet,” Wesley replied with a smile. “But I hope to someday. What about you? Do you have any brothers or sisters?”
“I have a sister,” Daniel said, grinning. “She’s annoying sometimes, but I love her.”
Jasmine smiled at the exchange, feeling a pang of longing at the thought of having children of her own. She had always dreamed of starting a family, but her past relationships had left her cautious and uncertain. She glanced at Wesley, who caught her eye and gave her a reassuring smile.
As they finished lunch, Pastor Thomas gathered everyone for a closing prayer and words of thanks. “We are so grateful for your time and dedication today,” he said. “You have made a difference in the lives of these children, and your presence here has been a blessing.”
The group said their goodbyes, exchanging hugs and promises to keep in touch. Jasmine felt a deep sense of fulfillment and gratitude as they boarded the bus back to the ship.
As the day of service came to a close, the volunteers gathered the children together for one last activity—a prayer circle. They held hands, forming a large circle in the churchyard, and Pastor Thomas led them in a closing prayer, thanking God for the beautiful day they had shared and asking for His blessings on the children and their families.
When they returned to the buses, Jasmine felt a deep sense of fulfillment. It had been a day full of laughter, love, and connection—a day that reminded her of the beauty of serving others.
From the church, the bus took the volunteers to Pebble Beach for some fun in the sun. The girls had modest bathing suits but looked beautiful and complementary. They put on sunscreen, donned hats, and enjoyed the warm sun and cool water. They played beach volleyball, swam in the ocean, snorkeled, and built sandcastles. It was a perfect way to relax and enjoy each other’s company after a day of service.
As the sun set, they headed back to the ship. They arrived in time to freshen up for dinner, which was served at 6:30 pm in the dining hall. The atmosphere was lively and filled with laughter as they shared stories and enjoyed the delicious food.
Back on the ship that evening, the group took some time to freshen up before the evening service. They had dinner together, sharing stories from their day at VBS, and Jasmine couldn’t help but feel a sense of unity among them all. The bonds they had formed were strong, and she knew this was an experience they would carry with them forever.
Evening Service and Surprise Birthday Party
The group had already made arrangements at the pizza café with decorations and a special cake hidden away. Jasmine and Monique, along with the rest of the group, had coordinated with the staff to make sure everything was perfectly set up.
Tonia came up with the idea: “Let’s tell Wesley we’re just grabbing some pizza for a late-night snack. Keep it casual.”
Quinton took the lead, walking up to Wesley with a nonchalant expression. “Hey, man, I know it’s your birthday today, but we’ve been running around all day. How about we just chill for a while and grab a bite at the pizza café? You know, something low-key.”
Wesley, always one to appreciate good food and downtime, shrugged. “Sounds good to me. I’m definitely up for pizza. Pepperoni with extra cheese, please.”
Jasmine, hiding her excitement, kept her tone light. “I’ll join too. I mean, who can say no to pizza, right?”
The group agreed, with Darius and Rachel enthusiastically chiming in.
“We could all use a little downtime after today’s activities,” Rachel added, making it all seem like a casual group outing.
While heading to the café, Xavier diverted Wesley’s attention by discussing a possible new project at work, ensuring that Wesley concentrated on the conversation and didn’t pay attention to their location.
The closer they got, the more the group exchanged knowing glances behind Wesley’s back, with Jasmine trying to hide a playful smile. As they approached the door of the café, Quinton let Wesley go ahead first, gesturing toward the door. “After you, birthday boy.”
Wesley stepped into the café, and the room burst into cheers and applause.
“Surprise!” everyone yelled as they surrounded him with streamers, a big “Happy Birthday” sign, pizza, and the special cake.
Wesley’s eyes widened in shock, and he turned to look at the group, especially Jasmine. “You guys! I had no idea!”
“Happy Birthday, Wesley!” Jasmine said, her face glowing with happiness. “We couldn’t let your birthday pass without a proper celebration.”
As the cheers and excitement from the surprise settled, Wesley was still grinning, clearly overwhelmed with joy. The celebration unfolded beautifully, with laughter and heartfelt cheers filling the room.
Quinton clapped him on the shoulder. “We couldn’t let you have a birthday without getting you something special, too.”
Jasmine, standing next to Wesley, smiled and handed him two cards and a small envelope. “We all chipped in and got you a gift card to the Darryl Langston Ministry book table.”
Jasmine, wanting her gesture to stand out, had put extra thought into her personal birthday card for Wesley. Alongside a meaningful scripture—Proverbs 27:17, “As iron sharpens iron, so one person sharpens another”—she wrote a heartfelt note thanking Wesley for his steady presence and the encouragement he brought to their group.
When Wesley opened the card and read her words, his expression softened.
Wesley genuinely looked touched as he opened the envelope and saw the gift card. “Wow, you guys, this is amazing! I’ve been eyeing a few of the devotionals and study guides there. This means a lot.”
Rachel chimed in, “We thought you’d appreciate something that would continue to inspire your walk with God.”
“Absolutely,” Darius added with a grin. “And hey, we know you love learning, so now you’ve got no excuse not to stock up on some spiritual growth material.”
Wesley nodded, clearly moved. “This is perfect. Thank you, all of you. I’m so blessed to have friends like you in my life.”
Jasmine softly smiled at him. “You deserve it, Wesley. We hope it helps you continue growing in faith and wisdom.”
He glanced at the group; his voice was warm with gratitude. “This is the best birthday I’ve had in a long time. I appreciate each one of you for making my birthday so special.”
Wesley grinned from ear to ear, touched by the surprise and the effort his friends put into making the night special. “You guys really got me!”
Later, as the group dispersed for the evening, Wesley approached Jasmine. With a warm smile, he quietly said, “Thank you for this. It really means a lot to me.” As he spoke, his hand briefly brushed hers, the small gesture conveying a gratitude deeper than words.
 
Jasmine felt a rush of warmth as their eyes met. “I’m glad you liked it,” she said softly, her voice carrying a hint of shyness.
 
The moment lingered between them before Wesley nodded, his smile lingering as he turned to join the others. Jasmine watched him go, her heart light, the connection between them growing stronger with every shared moment.
With that, the group clinked their glasses together, raising a toast to friendship, faith, and the memories they were making together. The evening continued with laughter, pizza, and, of course, birthday cake, as they celebrated Wesley’s special day in true fellowship.
Wesley grinned from ear to ear, touched by the surprise and the effort his friends put into making the night special. “You guys really got me!”
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The sun rose over the horizon, casting golden hues across the ocean. Today was Tuesday, a day at sea, and she felt renewed anticipation and hope. She turned to see Monique still asleep, her face serene. Jasmine let her sister rest a little longer while she prepared for the morning’s activities.
The ship swayed gently as Jasmine stepped onto the deck for the sunrise prayer walk, led by Jordon Langston. Gospel music played softly in the background, blending with the rhythmic waves. Jordon gathered the group into a circle, his voice calm and reassuring.
“Good morning, everyone,” Jordon greeted. “Let’s take a moment to appreciate God’s creation and reflect on His blessings. As we walk in silence, pray and mediate on who God is.”
Jasmine breathed in the salty air, peace settling in with the rhythmic waves. The warmth of the sun on her face as the prayer walk concluded left her feeling grounded, reminded of the power of gratitude and community. This trip was changing her—strengthening her faith, challenging her heart.
Breakfast with Friends & Reflection on Faith
Back in the cabin, Monique was awake. “Morning, sleepyhead,” Jasmine teased. “You missed an amazing prayer walk.”
Monique yawned. “How was it?”
“Exactly what I needed.”
The sisters went to the Harmony Horizon main dining hall for breakfast; the delicious aroma of freshly brewed coffee, baked pastries, and various breakfast options greeted them. They joined the group at breakfast, where Wesley had saved them seats. 
“Good morning, ladies,” he greeted. “Join us!”
Jasmine and Monique settled in as the conversation flowed easily. “Thank you,” Wesley said softly to Jasmine. “Last night’s birthday celebration meant a lot.”
Jasmine smiled. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. You deserve it.”
Quinton grinned. “Yeah, man, that was all Jasmine’s idea.”
Wesley’s appreciative gaze lingered on her. “Best birthday I’ve had in years.”
“Jasmine smiled. 'Ready for another adventure, Wesley?' She caught Rachel watching him, her flirtation growing. Was Jasmine imagining the shift between them?” 
The group shifted into discussing their VBS experience. “Seeing the kids’ excitement was incredible,” Monique said. “It reminded me why our faith in God is so powerful.”
Wesley grinned. “I couldn’t agree more. The way the kids lit up when we talked about the armor of God, and when Michaela led that song—it was so moving. “Absolutely,” Jasmine replied, her voice brimming with emotion. “It was a powerful reminder that even while we’re taking time to relax and enjoy ourselves, there’s always an opportunity to share God’s love. Those kids were so eager to learn and be part of everything we did.”
Quinton added, “The crafts, the soccer game, the Bible lessons—all of it just made me feel like we were making a difference. Even if it was just for one day, I think we helped plant some seeds of faith.”
“Yeah,” Monique agreed, her eyes misty. “And honestly, it reminded me why we do what we do. Even on vacation, it’s about more than just having fun—it’s about making an impact, however small it might seem.”
Workshops & Spiritual Growth
Jasmine drew in a deep breath, feeling grateful. “It really was a beautiful experience. Serving God together like that, seeing the joy in those children’s faces—it’s something I’ll carry with me.” As the conversation around VBS wound down, Darius sipped his coffee and leaned back in his chair, smiling at the group. “Alright, folks, now that we’ve reminisced about yesterday’s amazing moments, what workshops are we heading to today? We’ve got another day full of learning and growing.”
Jasmine nodded, feeling the energy shift. “I am going to a session on ‘Faith Through Trials.’ Figured I could use a bit of extra encouragement today.”
Wesley grinned, spreading some jam on his toast. “Sounds deep. Heading to ‘God’s Plan’—hoping for some peaceful insights. Looks like we’re covering both sides of life, huh?”
Quinton chuckled. “I am sticking to ‘Trust and Obedience.’ Could use a reminder of why obeying God can be so challenging but so worth it.”
Monique beamed. “I think I am joining the one on finding peace in God’s plan, led by Sister Angela, but it also reminded me of the importance of inner peace, especially with everything going on in my life.”
“Jasmine squeezed her sister’s hand. 'That sounds perfect, Monique.'“
With their plans laid out, the group finished their breakfast and stood up, excitement buzzing in the air. They each knew the workshops would offer a chance to further their spiritual journey, and after the uplifting day they had experienced together, they were ready for more.
After breakfast, Jasmine and Monique headed to their respective sessions. Jasmine found herself in a beautifully decorated conference room where Pastor Darryl was about to begin his workshop on “Building Stronger Faith through Trials.” The room filled quickly, and Jasmine settled into her seat, eager to absorb the wisdom that Pastor Darryl would share. Monique found comfort in Sister Angela Miller’s teachings on “Finding Peace in God’s Plan.”
Pastor Darryl began with a heartfelt prayer, then launched into his talk, sharing personal stories and scriptural insights. He spoke about the trials he had faced and how his faith had been his anchor through it all. His words resonated deeply with Jasmine, reminding her that every trial is an opportunity to grow closer to God.
“God doesn’t promise us a life free from struggles,” Pastor Darryl stated, his voice steady and comforting. “But He promises to be with us through every storm. Our faith is like a muscle—it grows stronger when it’s tested.”
Jasmine jotted notes, her mind buzzing with thoughts of how she could apply these lessons to her own life. Pastor Darryl's anecdotes were both poignant and inspiring. He recounted a time when he faced a significant personal loss with the death of his brother and how his faith community had rallied around him, providing support and encouragement. Jasmine nodded in agreement, feeling a renewed sense of hope and determination to lean on her faith during challenging times.
Meanwhile, Monique’s seminar on “Finding Peace in God’s Plan” was equally enlightening. Sister Angela Watson, the speaker, emphasized the importance of surrendering one’s worries and anxieties to God. She encouraged the participants to practice mindfulness and prayer as tools for achieving a sense of calm and assurance in their daily lives.
“Peace isn’t the absence of trouble,” Sister Angela explained, her voice gentle and soothing. “It’s the presence of God in the midst of it. When we trust in His plan, we find a peace that surpasses all understanding.”
Monique felt a wave of relief wash over her as she listened. The seminar gave her new tools to manage her grief and find solace in God’s love.
As the workshops concluded, Monique stepped into the lobby, her mind still pondering the message she had just heard. Wesley was waiting by the door and greeted her with a warm smile.
“How was your session?” Wesley asked as they walked side by side.
“It was exactly what I needed,” Monique replied softly. “Sister Angela talked about trusting God’s plan, even when it makes little sense. I think it’s what I needed to hear as I continue grieving for Solomon. It gave me a sense of peace, but it’s still hard.”
Wesley nodded; his gaze thoughtful. “That’s completely understandable. Grief isn’t something that disappears overnight. But you know, one thing I’ve learned is that God wastes nothing—not our pain, not our tears. He uses everything for a purpose, even if we can’t see it yet.” He gave her a reassuring look. “Keep holding on to that. You’re not alone.”
His words resonated deeply with Monique. She beamed, feeling encouraged. “Thank you, Wesley. I really appreciate that.”
They walked in silence for a few moments before Wesley added, “You have a strength that I admire, Monique. Even in your grief, you’re here, seeking God and healing. That says a lot about your faith.”
Monique felt a warmth settle in her heart. “It’s been hard, but I know God has me. I just have to keep trusting.”
Post-Workshop Chat: Jasmine and Monique
After the workshops ended, Jasmine and Monique returned to their cabin to change for an afternoon by the pool. The soft hum of the ship served as a backdrop as they both took a moment to unwind.
Later, they reunited, exchanging knowing looks. “Hey. How was your workshop? 
“It was exactly what I needed,” Monique admitted. Sister Angela reminded us to trust God’s plan, even when it’s hard. I feel more at peace—but it’s still rough.
Jasmine linked arms with her sister as she talked about her session. “Pastor Darryl reminded me that trials don’t define us—they refine us. It felt like a message I didn’t even know I needed.”
Ready for an afternoon by the pool, Monique turned to Jasmine with a playful grin. “Ready sister?”
Jasmine laughed, “Yes! Let’s go.”
Start here 
Volleyball Scene – Quinton’s Protective Side - Poolside Volleyball Scene with Conflict
the midday sun beamed over the deck as the group gathered by the pool. After a morning of worship, it was time for lighthearted fun. It was exactly what they needed to balance the day—a time to let loose and simply enjoy the company of friends.
The group had changed into swimsuits after their seminars, and Jasmine, Monique, Tonia, and Rachel found lounge chairs by the pool, soaking in the sun and enjoying the warm weather. The guys were in the pool. 
“How about a friendly game of pool volleyball?” Tonia suggested, her grin infectious.
“Count me in!” Quinton said, leaping to his feet.
The group agreed.
“Come on! Let’s make teams,” Tonia added, “and we’ll see who has the best volleyball skills.”
Poolside Volleyball Scene with Conflict
“Come on! Let’s make teams,” Tonia added. “And we’ll see who has the best volleyball skills.”
They quickly split into teams—Wesley, Jasmine, Monique, and Quinton against Rachel, Michaela, Darius, and Xavier. Wesley moved closer, his fingers grazing hers as he reached for the ball.
“I think we’ve got the dream team here,” Wesley said with a playful grin, his gaze flicking toward Jasmine as if sharing a secret confidence.
Jasmine laughed, a warm blush creeping up her cheeks.
As the game began, Jasmine and Wesley teamed up at the net, the ball splashing through the water.”
Wesley covered for Jasmine, supporting her without making it obvious.
Wesley offered her a quick smile of encouragement. “You’ve got this, Jasmine.”
Jasmine grinned back, feeling a surge of confidence. She jumped to block a spike, and her success earned cheers from her teammates.
“Alright, MVP!” Quinton called out, clapping. “Jasmine’s got moves!”
Rachel, on the opposing team, smirked. “Seems like Wesley’s got a strong partner there. Guess we’re in trouble.” Her tone was light, but Jasmine felt a flicker of self-doubt.
She shook it off and focused on the game. When the ball flew toward her, she missed a return, groaning in frustration.
Wesley stepped closer. “Don’t sweat it. We’ve got your back.”
Jasmine nodded. “Thanks.”
As the game continued, Wesley subtly adjusted his play to cover for Jasmine, ensuring she felt supported without drawing too much attention. The small gestures—passing her the ball when she was ready, offering an encouraging word, or giving her a knowing smile—did not go unnoticed.
When Jasmine scored the final point, sealing their team’s victory, Wesley raised his hand for a high-five. The warmth in his eyes as their hands connected sent a quiet thrill through her.
“Well played,” he said softly.
After several rounds of volleyball, with Jasmine’s team emerging victorious, they all collapsed onto the lounge chairs, breathless and laughing.
“You guys were ruthless!” Xavier teased, still catching his breath.
“Pure skill,” Monique quipped with a grin, earning a high-five from Quinton.
As the group caught their breath, Wesley grabbed a towel and offered it to Jasmine. “Here, you earned this,” he said, his tone playful but genuine.
Jasmine accepted it with a smile, their fingers grazing briefly. “Thanks, Wesley. Couldn’t have done it without the dream team.”
Monique, seated beside Jasmine, looked at her with a genuine smile. “I didn’t think I’d be able to laugh like this again.”
Jasmine leaned closer. “You’ve come so far, Monique. Solomon would be so proud of the strength you’ve shown.”
Quinton, overhearing the conversation, chimed in with a grin. “Well, you definitely helped our team to victory. Who knew you were such a volleyball pro? This sister duo is awesome.”
Monique laughed, the sound clear and bright. 
Poolside Lunch Transition
After an hour of pool games, the group grabbed plates filled with fresh salads, grilled vegetables, juicy burgers, hot dogs, tropical fruits, and decadent desserts at the buffet. 
Wesley passed Jasmine a lemonade, their fingers brushing. “You looked like you could use this.” Jasmine smiled. “Thanks. You’re full of surprises today.”
As they sat, Wesley’s easy demeanor made Jasmine feel seen in a way that warmed her heart.
Across the table, Rachel nudged Monique. “Ping pong, anyone?”
Monique grinned. “Count me in. Need to show off my college skills.”
Michaela added, “Jewelry making for me. Anyone joining?”
“I plan to paint some ocean views in the painting class,” Tonia added.
While the ladies planned their afternoon of fun, The guys headed for a trivia match on the Promenade Deck. The Bible trivia questions covered everything from Genesis to Revelations.
Quinton’s Lighthearted Guarding
The trivia game on the Promenade Deck was in full swing. Wesley, Xavier, and Quinton sat at a small table, laughing and debating their answers to questions ranging from Bible stories to general knowledge.
“What’s the name of the river where Jesus was baptized?” the host asked, glancing expectantly around the room.
“Jordan!” Wesley said confidently, tapping the answer buzzer just before Xavier could.
“Alright, Wesley’s on a roll,” Quinton teased, leaning back in his chair. “Don’t let it go to your head, though. Trivia success doesn’t make you a genius—just lucky.”
Wesley chuckled, shaking his head. “Jealousy doesn’t suit you, Quinton.”
As the next round began, a group of women nearby seemed to take notice of the trio. A few exchanged smiles and pointed in their direction. Quinton, always perceptive, caught one woman’s lingering gaze in Wesley’s direction. He leaned slightly toward Wesley with a casual but pointed comment.
“Eyes on the game, my man,” Quinton said under his breath, his voice light but his meaning clear. “We’ve got a title to win here.”
Wesley glanced at Quinton, realizing his friend had noticed the attention, and smiled appreciatively. “Always focused,” he replied, turning back to the host as the next question was announced.
Xavier grinned. “We’ve got a competition to win.”
The guys laughed, the camaraderie between them unshaken as they finished the game.
Start here --Stronger Lead-In to the Gospel Concert
By late afternoon, everyone was ready for a bit of relaxation and dispersed for their individual activities. Jasmine stretched, anticipation building. “Tonight’s concert will be special. I’m looking forward to tonight,” Jasmine admitted. “Live worship music always makes me feel closer to God.”
Monique nodded. “Same here. I think we all need this—especially me. It’s been such a mix of emotions on this trip, but moments like these remind me why faith is so important.”
Jasmine squeezed her sister’s hand. “We’ll worship together tonight. It’ll be beautiful.”
Monique smiled, a spark of hope in her eyes. “Let’s make it so.”
Evening - Elegant Dinner and Concert Under the Stars
The sun set, casting a golden glow over the horizon as the group prepared for the evening’s festivities—a gospel concert under the stars, followed by a white party. Someone had transformed the dining hall, elegantly decorating it in white with sparkling lights, creating a festive and sophisticated atmosphere. Everyone had donned their finest white attire, making the event feel even more special.
Jasmine’s white three-piece pantsuit complemented her figure, making her feel both confident and elegant. Wesley, looking dapper in a crisp white shirt with neatly pressed white suit pants, couldn’t take his eyes off her. As they met up, he smiled, his eyes full of admiration.
“You look stunning,” he complimented.
“Thank you,” Jasmine replied, blushing slightly. “You look pretty dapper yourself.”
The group looked like they had stepped out of a fashion magazine. Monique’s flowing maxi dress, Michaela’s lace-detailed gown, and the men’s crisp suits elevated the elegance of the evening, making it truly special.”
They enjoyed a delicious meal, savoring each course amidst lively conversation. The menu featured gourmet dishes, including seared scallops, filet mignon, and a decadent chocolate lava cake for dessert. The food was exquisite, and the laughter and company made the meal even more enjoyable.
Dinner Scene – Wesley’s Balancing Act
The dining hall buzzed with laughter and conversation as Jasmine relaxed into the elegant setting. Across from her, Wesley fielded Rachel’s playful banter with ease.
“So, Wesley,” Rachel teased, “what’s your secret to staying so disciplined with those morning workouts?”
Wesley smiled. “Routine keeps me grounded.”
Rachel leaned in. “Maybe I should join you one morning.”
Before Wesley could respond, Jasmine tapped her glass. “Wesley, up for a challenge? I hear the chocolate lava cake here is legendary.”
His grin deepened. “You mean my ‘usual’ of following your dessert recommendations?” Their playful exchange held an unspoken familiarity, leaving Rachel momentarily quiet as she turned her attention to Darius.
Throughout dinner, Jasmine couldn’t ignore the way Wesley’s small gestures—glances, lighthearted comments—made her feel seen. 
 Trust God’s timing, Jasmine reminded herself again, a warmth blooming in her chest. Wesley’s actions spoke louder than any words Rachel might say.
After the meal, the group took professional photos before heading to the upper deck for the gospel concert.

After the dinner, the newly formed group of friends had professional pictures taken with the ship’s photographer staff in their white attire. 
Afterwards, they headed upstairs to the pool deck for the outdoor gospel concert. The deck was crowded with people, all wearing white, and the excitement was palpable. The deck glowed with excitement as Harmony Praise band opened with an upbeat “Days of Elijah.” The energy was contagious, lifting hands and hearts in worship.
“This band is amazing!” Tonia shouted.
Wesley leaned close. “This is exactly what I needed.” His breath warmed Jasmine’s ear before he turned back to the stage.
The band played a mix of contemporary gospel hits and original songs, each one filled with powerful lyrics and captivating melodies. Jasmine felt the music resonate deep within her, touching her heart and lifting her spirits.
Jasmine nodded. “It’s like a spiritual recharge.”
As the next group, Songs of Judah, performed “I Am a Child of the King” and “Heaven Bound,” Jasmine noticed Michaela standing still, eyes closed.
“You okay?” she asked gently.
Michaela exhaled. “I pour into others, but I forget how to be still. To let God pour into me.”
Jasmine squeezed her arm. “You deserve to receive, too.”
Michaela nodded, tears shimmering. “I needed to hear that.” 
As Harmony Praise led the song “I Love You, Lord,” the deck transformed into a sanctuary of unity and heartfelt worship.
Margo, the lead singer, shared a brief message between songs. “The Bible tells us in Isaiah 54:17, ‘No weapon formed against you shall prosper.’ We must hold onto that promise no matter what comes our way.”
With those words, the band transitioned into the song “No Weapon Formed Against Us,” and the audience joined in, their voices filling the air with conviction and hope. When the concert ended, the band received a standing ovation. The lead singer thanked everyone for coming and encouraged them to continue seeking God’s presence throughout the cruise. 
From Gospel Concert to White Party:
 The final notes of No Weapon Formed Against Us lingered in the cool night air, wrapping Jasmine in a quiet, unshakable peace. She placed a hand over her heart, silently thanking God for moments like these. She turned to Monique, who was wiping away tears of joy.
“This is exactly what I needed,” Monique said, her voice choked with emotion. “I feel... lighter.”
Jasmine hugged her sister tightly. “Me too. This was beautiful.”
Wesley appeared beside them, his expression soft. “You two ready to keep the evening going? I hear the white party is already in full swing.”
Monique laughed, dabbing at her eyes. “After a concert like that, how can we not?”
The trio walked toward the Lido deck, their hearts full from the worship and their spirits lifted by the promise of lighthearted fun ahead.
With the concert concluded, it was time for some light-hearted fun. The trio met the rest of the group at the pool area on the Lido deck, transformed for the white party. People, all dressed in white, filled the deck, and the atmosphere was festive and joyful. The non-alcoholic vibrant, fruit-infused drinks added a festive touch, matching the joyful mood in their festive glasses.
 Jasmine sampled the Majestic Ginger-Pineapple Delight and smiled at Monique. “This is delicious. I think we need to bring these names home for our own gatherings.”
“Definitely,” Monique replied, taking a sip of her Blessed Blackberry Juice. “These drinks just add to the atmosphere.”
Everyone had glow necklaces and foam tubes that flashed colored lights. The group waved their lighted wands to the upbeat music as the DJ played a mix of gospel and contemporary hits, creating a joyful and celebratory vibe. Everyone was there to have a wonderful time and enjoy the evening in fellowship.
“I love these kinds of gatherings,” Rachel shared, her face glowing with happiness. “There’s just something about being surrounded by people who share your faith and having a splendid time together.”
“Exactly,” Michaela added, swaying to the music. “It’s like a taste of heaven.”
Line dancing and waving the lighted foam tubes were a hit and everyone enjoyed the rest of the night, celebrating their faith and each other’s company. 
This party was about coming together, celebrating life, and experiencing the peace and joy that comes with fellowship in Christ. This was beautiful,' she said, hugging her sister tightly.
Darius’s Question
As the party wound down, Darius casually asked, “Anyone going to the 7:30 AM worship service tomorrow as we pull into Barbados?”
Xavier spoke up first. “I’ll be there in attendance. It’ll be great to worship together as we arrive at the island.”
Tonia chimed in, “Count me in too. Worshipping at sea while watching the sunrise sounds perfect.”
Rachel nodded. “I wouldn’t miss it.”
Jasmine glanced at Wesley, who smiled warmly. “I’ll be there, for sure,” Wesley assured. “Nothing like starting the day with worship before we dive into all the activities of the day.”
Monique nodded as well. “I’ll be there. I think it’s the perfect way to start the day.”
The group agreed, excited about the special Sunday morning worship. They all parted ways for the night, looking forward to the blessings and adventures the next day would bring.
Moonlit Walk and Deepening Connections- Ending Scene – Moonlit Swim
As the night grew darker and as everyone was making their way back to their cabins, feeling a sense of anticipation for the days ahead, Wesley turned to Jasmine with a playful grin.
“How about we check out the pool or hot tub? It’s a beautiful night for a swim.”
Jasmine’s eyes lit up. “That sounds like a great idea. Swimming under the majestic sky with twinkling stars is awesome. I’m game.”
Jasmine’s eyes lit up. “A night swim under the stars? I’m in.”
After changing, Jasmine met Wesley at the pool, suddenly self-conscious.
“You look great,” he said, voice sincere.
They waded into the water, playful splashes turning into easy conversation. As they rested at the pool’s edge, Wesley’s gaze softened. “You’re like the ocean—steady… but impossible to ignore.”
Jasmine exhaled. “I didn’t expect this trip to change me.”
His fingers brushed hers. “It feels like we’ve known each other longer.”
“One day at a time?” she whispered.
“One day at a time,” he echoed.
Wrapped in towels, they lingered beneath the stars, the quiet ocean breeze sealing the moment between them.
As Wesley walked Jasmine to her cabin, he paused at the door. “Goodnight, Jasmine.”
She held his gaze. “Goodnight, Wesley.”
Inside, she pressed a hand to her heart. Lord, I don’t know where this will lead, but I trust You. Thank You for this night.
Meanwhile, Quinton intercepted Wesley on the way to their cabin. “Late-night swim, huh? That’s what we’re calling it?”
Wesley smirked. “It was just a swim.”
Quinton raised an eyebrow. “Moonlit swim? Next, you’ll be writing poetry.”
Wesley smirked. “Maybe. If she’s the inspiration.”
Quinton groaned. “Bro, you’ve got it bad.”
As they stepped into their room, Quinton muttered, “Man, this cruise just got interesting.
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***The next morning was another beautiful day filled with God’s blessings and new mercies. Jasmine awoke to the soft glow of dawn filtering through the cabin window. She stretched languidly, savoring the peaceful quiet before the day began. Monique was still asleep, her breathing steady. Jasmine slipped out of bed, grabbing her Bible and journal from the nightstand, and moved to the balcony. The ship approached St. Kitts, and the horizon was painted with hues of pink and orange, the sunrise casting a golden sheen over the tranquil waters.
Opening her Bible, Jasmine turned to her bookmarked passage in Psalm 46:10: “Be still, and know that I am God.” The verse settled her. The cruise had been a whirlwind, but this moment felt sacred—a reminder to pause in faith. She thought of Wesley, then whispered a quiet prayer. “Lord, help me trust Your timing.” 
“Lord, help me trust Your timing and not my own understanding. If this is meant to be, You will guide it.”

The sound of the balcony door sliding open broke her reverie. Monique stepped out, her expression peaceful. “You’re up early,” she remarked.
“I wanted to catch the sunrise,” Jasmine replied with a smile. “It’s so calming.”
Monique nodded, her gaze fixed on the horizon. “Every morning feels like a fresh start—a gift from God.”
Jasmine reached for Monique’s hand, squeezing it gently. “You seem more at peace lately. I can see it in your face.”
Monique’s faint smile reflected her inner healing. “This trip has reminded me that life can still be beautiful.”
They sat in companionable silence before Jasmine suggested they pray together, whispering a quiet prayer of thanks for the new day and their journey of healing.

Breakfast and Group Dynamics
Later that morning, the sisters joined the group for breakfast. Wesley waved them over to a table near the window. “Good morning, ladies,” he greeted, standing to pull out their chairs. His unhurried smile made Jasmine’s heart skip a beat.
The lively atmosphere was a sharp contrast to the serenity of the balcony. As plates of fresh fruit and pastries were passed around, the group bantered playfully. Quinton’s animated storytelling and Monique’s quick wit kept the table laughing. Jasmine appreciated the lightheartedness, even as her focus kept drifting to Wesley. Still, she reminded herself of her prayer earlier that morning and chose to enjoy the moment.
Quinton grinned. “If my volleyball dives weren’t highlight-worthy, we need a new cameraman.”
Monique smirked. “More like blooper reel material.”
The table erupted in laughter, and Jasmine couldn’t help but smile at her sister’s quick wit. She’s coming back to herself, Jasmine thought, her heart swelling with gratitude.
“Alright, team,” Darius interjected, holding up his coffee like a toast. “What’s the plan for today? 
“Timothy Hill is calling my name,” Xavier said. “I heard the views are breathtaking.”
“The beach sounds perfect,” Jasmine said, catching Wesley’s gaze. His brief smile felt like an invitation, but she quickly refocused on the group’s collective excitement. Trust in God, she reminded herself. What God has for me, it is for me.

Exploring St. Kitts
After breakfast, the entire group of new friends gathered on the Promenade Deck, ready to depart for a day of fun and exploration. Their itinerary for today included tour outing of the island of St. Kitts which included visiting Brimstone Hill Fortress, Romney Manor, and Timothy Hill and ending at South Friars Bay for a lunch, water sports, swimming, and some relaxation. Before leaving, they gathered at the end of the gangplank for a group photo taken by the ship’s professional photographer. Jasmine was about to position herself near Wesley when Rachel made her way over to stand beside him. The photographer, however, asked Rachel to move to balance out the picture, leaving Jasmine next to Wesley after all. Wesley gave Jasmine a smile, and she smiled back, feeling her earlier unease dissipate. They all posed for the picture, the sun shining brightly behind them as they smiled and waved.
At Brimstone Hill, Jasmine admired the fortress’s weathered walls, trying to focus on the breathtaking view. Rachel moved toward Wesley, her laughter ringing out. Jasmine exhaled, whispering a prayer. “Lord, help me not to let old insecurities cloud my vision. I trust Your plan.”

At Romney Manor, the vibrant gardens soothed Jasmine’s unease. Quinton stood near a bed of hibiscus, snapping photos with his phone. Rachel drifted toward him, her voice light. “Those are beautiful,” she said, leaning closer to look at the screen. “You’ve got a great eye.”
Quinton grinned. “Thanks. It’s one of the perks of being a graphic designer—seeing things a little differently.”
Rachel tilted her head, her smile warm. “That’s such a unique career. You must be so creative. I can barely draw a stick figure.”
Quinton laughed. “It’s not about drawing; it’s about seeing. You’ve got to look at things from a different perspective.”
Rachel hesitated, then spoke softly, “That’s a good way to look at life, too.”
Jasmine watched the exchange, something stirring in the back of her mind. Rachel had spent much of the trip orbiting Wesley, always finding ways to be near him, laughing at his jokes, and casually touching his arm. But now, Jasmine noticed the way Rachel’s attention lingered on Quinton, her voice a little softer, her body language more open. Was she just being friendly, or was something shifting? Jasmine wasn’t sure what to make of it. Maybe Rachel hadn’t made up her mind either.
As Jasmine admired a cluster of orchids, Wesley fell back to walk beside her. 
“What do you think?” he asked, his voice low, as though sharing a secret.
Jasmine brushed her fingers against the delicate petals. “There’s a peace here that feels… sacred. Like stepping into another world.”
Wesley nodded, his gaze steady. “Kind of like this trip.”
Their conversation was brief but left Jasmine with a quiet sense of connection. She felt gratitude for this moment, choosing to embrace it without overanalyzing.
Final Stop before the Beach: Timothy Hill
At Timothy Hill, the group stood in awe of the stunning vista. From this vantage point, they could see both the Atlantic Ocean and the Caribbean Sea meeting in a perfect line of contrast.
“This is why I came,” Xavier said, his voice filled with reverence. “To see God’s handiwork up close.”
The group murmured their agreement, the atmosphere turning reflective. Jasmine noticed Wesley standing a few steps away, his gaze fixed on the horizon. She was about to join him when Rachel approached, drawing his attention with a comment about the view.
Jasmine paused, observing from a distance. Her unease was still present, but she reminded herself of Wesley’s earlier words and actions. He sees me, she thought. I don’t need to compete for his attention.
The tour concluded with a sense of camaraderie among the group, and Jasmine felt a quiet confidence take root in her heart. She didn’t need every moment with Wesley to prove something—what mattered were the moments that did. These moments that spoke louder than words.
Beach Scene – South Friars Bay
Arriving at South Friars Bay, the group relaxed on the golden. The Sunset Haven Beach Bar served as their gathering spot, with tables set up under a large shaded area for their barbecue lunch. The atmosphere was lively and joyful, the group’s spirits buoyed by the beauty around them.
“Volleyball time!” Xavier called, tossing a ball into the air. Teams quickly formed, with Wesley and Jasmine ending up on opposite sides.
“Alright, teams!” Tonia called out with a playful grin. “Old Testament versus New Testament. Let’s see who’s got the best volleyball skills.”
Wesley, Michaela, Monique, and Quinton formed the Old Testament team, while Rachel, Jasmine, Darius, and Xavier took up the New Testament banner. The friendly competition quickly turned into a spectacle of laughter and camaraderie.
As Jasmine watched Monique laugh with Quinton, Jasmine felt a wave of gratitude. These new friends on this trip weren’t just friends—they were reminders of God’s provision, even in unexpected places.
Quinton stole the show with his dramatic dives into the sand, much to everyone’s amusement. “Pure dedication!” he declared after one particularly exaggerated fall, brushing sand off his shorts. “This is what legends are made of.”
“Or bloopers,” Xavier quipped from the opposite side of the net, earning a round of laughter.
Tonia cheered enthusiastically from the sidelines, her voice ringing out above the noise. “Let’s go, New Testament team! Show them what faith can do!”
The games continued with laughter and competitive energy filling the air. At one point, Jasmine lunged to save the ball, but the sand shifted under her feet, sending her sprawling. Before she could recover, Wesley offered his hand.
“You okay?” he asked, his concern evident.
Jasmine laughed, gripping his fingers. “Just my pride.” Their hands lingered briefly before she stood.
Instead of dwelling on the fall, Jasmine focused on the camaraderie of the group. These new friends weren’t just companions; they were reminders of God’s provision, even in unexpected places.
After several intense rounds, the Old Testament team narrowly clinched the win, thanks to a well-timed spike from Wesley. The group collapsed onto lounge chairs, breathless and laughing.
“You guys were ruthless!” Xavier teased, still catching his breath. “But next time, we’re bringing in ringers.”
“Or just better teamwork,” Darius added with a smirk, handing Jasmine a bottle of water. “You know, there’s something humbling about the ocean. No matter how much we think we’ve got it all figured out, this reminds me we’re just a small part of something so much bigger.”
Jasmine nodded, taking a sip. “It’s true. It’s easy to forget that when you’re caught up in the day-to-day.”
Tonia replied, “It’s so easy to get caught up in the grind, but moments like this remind me to slow down and be present.”
Quinton lifted his bottle of water with a smile. “To slowing down and being present.”
It was a moment of quiet reflection, a reminder of the blessings they were experiencing together.
The group settled at the shaded tables for lunch, savoring Sunset Haven Beach Bar offerings of grilled meats, tropical fruits, and refreshing drinks. Conversation flowed easily, the camaraderie built over the week making everyone feel at ease.
“Pineapple wins the award for best beach snack,” Xavier declared, leaning back with a fork in hand. “Fight me.”
“Pineapple?” Quinton scoffed. “Clearly mango is the superior choice. It’s sweet, juicy, and doesn’t have those weird fibers.”
“Both are wrong,” Michaela interjected, holding up her drink. “Coconut water for the win. Stay hydrated, people.”
As the group debated the merits of tropical snacks, Jasmine couldn’t help but glance at Wesley. He caught her eye and smiled, the warmth in his gaze unmistakable. Her heart swelled, the unease from earlier fading in the presence of his steady encouragement.
After lunch, some ventured into water sports while others relaxed on the sand. Jasmine found herself walking along the shore with Wesley, their conversation flowing easily.
“This place is stunning,” she said, her eyes on the horizon.
“It really is,” Wesley agreed.
The gentle waves lapped at their feet as Wesley picked up a small seashell. “This one’s unique,” he remarked, holding it out to her. “Like you.”
Jasmine’s laugh was soft but tinged with nervousness. “I think you’re better at flattery than volleyball.”
Wesley chuckled, his eyes warm. “Maybe, but I’m serious. There’s something about you, Jasmine. You’re… different. In the best way.”
After the game, Jasmine walked along the shore with Wesley. He picked up a small seashell. “This one’s unique,” he said, holding it out. “Like you.”
Jasmine laughed softly. “I think you’re better at flattery than volleyball.”
Wesley chuckled. “Maybe, but I’m serious. There’s something about you, Jasmine. You’re… different. In the best way.”
Her heart warmed at his words, even as doubts lingered. 

Marketplace Scene
Before heading back to the ship, the group visited a local marketplace, bustling with colorful handmade crafts and jewelry. The bustling market was alive with vibrant colors and enticing aromas. Jasmine lingered at a jewelry stall, admiring delicate shell bracelets.
Wesley picked up a bracelet with iridescent beads. “This one suits you.”
Jasmine brushed his fingers as she took it. “It’s beautiful.”
“It’s a gift,” Wesley said, his voice certain. “Something to remember today.”
Jasmine fastened the bracelet on her wrist, the cool beads resting against her skin. “Thank you,” she said again, her voice softer this time.
By 5:00 PM, they boarded the bus back to the ship, tired but filled with joy from the day’s activities. Dinner that night was in the main dining hall, and they savored one last evening meal together as a group. There was a mix of excitement and nostalgia in the air—a sense of closure and anticipation for what the future might hold.
Evening - Movie and Karaoke
After dinner, the group split up for the evening’s activities. Most of them went to the onboard cinema to watch War Room, a powerful Christian film that spoke about the strength of prayer. The movie was moving for Jasmine, reminding her of the importance of faith and perseverance. Monique sat beside her, wiping away a tear during one particularly emotional scene, and Jasmine felt her own eyes misting over as well.
Meanwhile, Wesley, Xavier, and Tonia attended a Bible trivia game in one of the lounges on the Promenade Deck for a lively trivia game hosted by the ship’s entertainment staff. The lounge was filled with passengers of all ages, the competitive energy buzzing in the air as teams were formed. Wesley, Xavier, and Tonia joined forces with a few other cruise-goers, dubbing themselves “The Sea Scholars.”
The trivia questions covered a wide range of topics, from pop culture to Bible knowledge. The group breezed through the initial rounds, thanks to Xavier’s sharp memory and Tonia’s knack for obscure facts.
“Next question,” the host announced. “Which book of the Bible contains the Ten Commandments?”
“Exodus,” Xavier answered confidently, earning a round of applause from their team.
As the game progressed into the final round, tensions in the room began to rise. Another team, “The Brain Waves,” was neck-and-neck with the Sea Scholars, and the competitive energy was palpable.
“Final question for double points,” the host said, his tone dramatic. “This is for the win. What year did the Titanic sink?”
The room buzzed with murmurs as the teams huddled to discuss their answers. A heated debate broke out at one of the tables nearby, voices growing louder.
“It was 1912!” one person argued.
“No, it was 1911!” another shot back, their tone sharp.
Xavier, noticing the tension, leaned in to his own group. “Let’s stick to our answer and keep it calm,” he said softly, his voice steady. Then, glancing toward the arguing table, he added, “No need to turn trivia into a battlefield.”
The Sea Scholars submitted their answer—1912—with confidence. Xavier smiled at the host. “Whatever happens, this has been a lot of fun.”
The host nodded appreciatively. “That’s the spirit.”
When the correct answer—1912—was revealed, the Sea Scholars erupted in cheers, their victory celebrated with high-fives and laughter. Xavier turned to the losing team, offering a good-natured grin. “Great game. You guys were tough competition.”
The rival team’s members relaxed, smiling back. “You too. Maybe we’ll get you next time.”
As the Sea Scholars collected their prize—a voucher for free smoothies at the ship’s café—Tonia turned to Xavier, her face glowing. “You really kept things cool back there. I thought that argument was about to blow up.”
Xavier shrugged, his smile modest. “It’s just a game. The fun’s in the playing, not just the winning.”
Wesley clapped him on the back. “Still, you’ve got a way of calming the waters, Xavier. It’s a gift.”
Xavier chuckled. “I call it ‘survival skills’—comes with the territory as a lawyer.”
After trivia, they grabbed dessert at the café, their conversation turning to how the cruise had deepened their faith.
 “I can’t believe how much I’ve grown on this trip,” Tonia expressed, her voice full of emotion. “I feel like God is really working in all of us.”
Xavier nodded. “This has definitely been a blessed experience. And, Wesley, I’ve got to say, you did pretty well in that trivia game.”
Wesley laughed. “I think it’s all those years of Sunday school finally paying off.”
With their spirits lifted and laughter echoing between them, they made their way to the Tiki Lounge, ready to meet up with the rest of the group for karaoke.
Karaoke Scene with Jasmine’s Reflection
Again, The Tiki Lounge held many passengers eager to share their talents—some impressive, others purely entertaining. Rachel took to the stage first, her voice strong as she sang “Take Me to the King.” The audience erupted in applause, and many rose to their feet, moved by her performance.
“If you sing, I’ll sing,” Quinton challenged, nudging Darius with a grin.
Darius rolled his eyes but relented. They went on stage together, performing “Lean on Me.” Their voices blended in an enthusiastic duet that had everyone singing along, clapping, and laughing.
Jasmine couldn’t help but notice how Rachel kept glancing at the door, hoping Wesley would show up. It made her uneasy, wondering if Rachel would keep pursuing Wesley and if he felt pressured to be polite.
Karaoke Scene with Jasmine’s Reflection
Finally, Jasmine received her turn. Her heart pounded as she stepped onto the small stage. The microphone felt heavy, the lights warm. Her friends cheered, but her gaze found Wesley—steady, encouraging.
She took a deep breath, the first notes of “The Greatest Love of All” filling the room. Her voice came out shaky at first, but she pressed on, finding her footing as the familiar melody wrapped around her. By the second verse, her nerves began to fade, and she let herself get lost in the song.
From her perch on the stage, Jasmine’s eyes briefly locked with Wesley’s. He wasn’t clapping or calling out like the others—his support was quieter, steadier. His expression held something deeper, a mix of pride and understanding. It was as if he could sense the vulnerability she felt and was silently rooting for her to push through.
As the final chorus swelled, Jasmine felt a surge of confidence. Her voice grew stronger, and she poured every ounce of emotion into the song. She realized in that moment that she wasn’t just singing for the audience; she was singing for herself—reclaiming a piece of the confidence she had lost long ago.
When the last note faded, the room erupted in applause. Jasmine felt her cheeks flush, but this time, it wasn’t from nerves. It was pride. She had done it.
Returning to her seat, she was met with high-fives and cheers from her friends. Wesley, however, stayed seated, a gentle smile lighting up his face as he leaned in close.
“You were incredible,” he said softly, his voice meant only for her. “I hope you know that.”
Jasmine’s heart fluttered. “Thank you,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.
As the next performer took the stage, Jasmine leaned back in her chair, her thoughts swirling. She had never felt this way about anyone before. Wesley’s presence in her life felt... right. Like a steady anchor in the midst of her uncertainty.
Watching him laugh and clap with the others, she realized how much his quiet encouragement had come to mean to her. It wasn’t just the words he said—it was the way he truly saw her, the way he made her believe in herself.
Her gaze lingered on him for a moment longer before she looked away, a small smile tugging at her lips. Maybe this trip wasn’t just about healing. Maybe it was about discovering something new—something worth holding onto.
The night ended on a high note, with everyone laughing and clapping after a group rendition of “This Little Light of Mine.” They hugged each other, sharing jokes and promising more fun in the days ahead.
Post-Dinner Reflections
That evening, after dinner and karaoke, Jasmine found herself walking beside Wesley as the group dispersed for the night. The moonlight cast a silvery glow over the deck, and the distant sound of waves filled the comfortable silence between them.
“You were amazing up there tonight,” Wesley said suddenly, his voice quiet but certain.
Jasmine glanced at him, surprised. “Karaoke? Amazing might be a stretch.”
Wesley shook his head, a faint smile playing on his lips. “Not just karaoke. You’ve got this… light. It’s inspiring.”
Her steps faltered slightly, and she looked away, her cheeks warming. “That’s… really kind of you to say.”
Jasmine smiled, her heart skipping a beat. “Thank you, Wesley. I think tonight was just what I needed—a reminder to let go of the doubts and just enjoy the moment.”.
They reached her cabin door. Wesley took a small step forward, his hand brushing her arm briefly. “Goodnight, Jasmine,” his tone carrying something unspoken.
“Goodnight, Wesley,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.
As Jasmine closed her cabin door, she leaned against it, her heart filled with both hope and uncertainty. One day at a time, she reminded herself. One day at a time.
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The morning sun illuminated the horizon as the cruise ship approached St. Thomas, its light reflecting off the shimmering turquoise waters. Jasmine stood on her cabin balcony, the cool ocean breeze brushing against her face. She closed her eyes, letting the fresh, salty air fill her senses. It felt like the beginning of something beautiful—a new day, a new adventure.
“Jasmine! Are you ready?” Monique called from inside the cabin, her voice bubbling with excitement.
Jasmine smiled, turning back toward her sister, her eyes lingering briefly on the endless expanse of the sea before stepping inside. “Almost!”
Moments later, the sisters joined the group in the atrium, where Wesley, Quinton, Michaela, Tonia, Rachel, Xavier, and Darius were waiting. Their attire—light, breezy clothing—hinted at a day of exploration.
“Good morning, ladies,” Wesley greeted, his warm smile lingering on Jasmine for a moment too long.
Jasmine’s cheeks flushed as she replied, “Good morning,” meeting his gaze briefly before looking away.
“Ready for some adventure?” Quinton’s infectious enthusiasm set the tone.
“Absolutely!” Monique replied, her laughter lightening the air.
On the pier, their guide, a cheerful local named Daniel, welcomed them with a broad grin. “Welcome to St. Thomas! Today, we’ll explore some of the island’s most breathtaking spots.”
Quinton grabbed an oversized beach hat from a nearby stand and perched it dramatically on his head. “Don’t I look fabulous?” he declared, twirling in slow motion. Monique doubled over, waving him off. “You look like a walking souvenir shop!” The group burst into laughter as Wesley snapped a picture. “This one’s going on the cruise album,” he teased.
The tour bus weaved through rolling green hills, going through the island’s scenic roads, revealing vibrant houses perched on the slopes. The patches of greenery framed glimpses of the vast ocean below.
Their final stop was a viewpoint overlooking Magens Bay, where the sparkling waters met lush hills in a picture-perfect scene that left them speechless. The crystalline waters stretched out below, framed by verdant hills.
“Wow,” Michaela whispered, awe in her voice. “This is absolutely stunning.”
Jasmine nodded. “It’s like stepping into a postcard.”
Standing beside her, Wesley murmured, “Places like this remind you how small we are and how vast God’s creation is.”
Jasmine glanced at him, her lips curving into a thoughtful smile. “It’s humbling, isn’t it?”
After a moment of quiet reflection, they were ready to descend to Magens Bay Beach. As they gathered their belongings to leave the viewpoint, a slight delay arose when their guide and driver, Daniel, realized he had misplaced the keys to the safari bus. The group exchanged amused glances as Quinton quipped, “Guess we’re stuck enjoying paradise a little longer.” Monique chuckled, but Jasmine noticed Wesley quietly stepping in to help Daniel search, his calm demeanor easing the tension.
After Daniel found his keys, they descended to Magens Bay Beach. Daniel encouraged them to snorkel, highlighting the vibrant marine life just beneath the waves.
“Who’s ready?” Quinton was already pulling off his shirt, his enthusiasm undeterred.
Tonia laughed, shaking her head. “You don’t waste any time, do you?”
Jasmine hesitated. “I’m not sure. I would love to. But what if I mess up and get water in my mouth?”
“Then you again,” Wesley said gently. “I’ll stay close if it makes you feel better. Small steps, Jasmine.”
Jasmine gripped the snorkel mask as waves lapped at her ankles. The ocean stretched endlessly before her, both inviting and intimidating.
“You don’t have to do this,” Wesley said gently. “But I think you’ll love it if you try.”
She took a deep breath, adjusting the mask. “Okay. Small steps.”
Wesley’s smile was reassuring. “Exactly.”
She waded in, the cool water sending a shiver up her spine. As she submerged her face, the underwater world unfolded—brightly colored fish darting between coral, the sea floor rippling with sunlight patterns. It was breathtaking.
She surfaced, exhilaration lighting her face. “I did it!”
Wesley chuckled. “Told you.”
As Jasmine dried off under the shade of a tree, she glanced back at the water, her heart still racing with excitement. The salty tang of the ocean lingered on her lips, a reminder of the small victory she had just claimed.
Wesley knelt in the sand, brushing away the grains to reveal a small, smooth seashell. He held it out to Jasmine, a quiet smile playing on his lips. “This reminded me of you—resilient and beautiful.” Jasmine’s fingers brushed his as she took the shell, her chest tightening at the warmth in his gaze.
Jasmine held the shell, feeling a spark of triumph. “Thank you. For everything.”
As Jasmine walked toward the group, she let the warm breeze dry her skin, carrying with it the sounds of laughter and conversation from her friends under the shade. The sight of them sharing jokes and snacks made her heart swell with a quiet contentment.
Bonding Moments: Conversations and Growth
Michaela leaned back against the tree trunk, watching the waves crash gently on the shore. Michaela drummed her fingers against the tree bark in a rhythm only she could hear, her eyes scanning the horizon as if searching for answers hidden in the waves.  “You know, I love leading the choir,” she admitted, “but sometimes I feel like the music is the easy part. It’s the people who need harmony, and that’s the hardest song to teach.” 
Darius, sitting nearby, leaned forward, his fingers tracing the condensation on his glass. “You know, I think I get that. I love what I do, but sometimes I wonder if it’s all I am.”
Michaela tilted her head. “What do you mean?”
Darius exhaled. “Numbers are safe. Predictable. They don’t lie, they don’t change. But people… people are messy. And sometimes I wonder if I’ve spent too much time calculating risks instead of taking them.”
Jasmine studied him thoughtfully. “What would you do if you weren’t in finance?”
He hesitated, then shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe something where the numbers don’t define me.”
He exhaled. “Sometimes, I feel like my work is just numbers and spreadsheets. Balancing budgets doesn’t leave much room for balancing life.”
He paused, watching the group take it in. “This trip is the first time I’ve felt like... maybe there’s more.”
A quiet beat passed before Xavier spoke. “Funny how we all have our own battles, huh?” He tapped the rim of his glass, his usual smirk softening. “I love what I do too, but defending people in court teaches you one thing—sometimes the hardest case to win is proving your own worth.”
The table fell silent for a moment, the weight of his words settling in.
Quinton, never one to let the mood linger too long, grinned and raised his coconut. “Alright, then. To figuring it out.”
The group laughed, clinking their drinks together. Jasmine smiled, warmth spreading in her chest. This—these connections, these moments—were the real treasures of this trip.
Quinton reached for a coconut from their snacks and held it up like a trophy. “Behold! The legendary Coconut of Wisdom,” he announced in a mock-serious tone. Michaela snorted. “And what wisdom does it hold, oh great Quinton?” He tapped the shell thoughtfully. “That I am the funniest one here.” The group erupted in laughter, Rachel throwing a piece of fruit at him. “Keep dreaming.”
Alright,” Xavier announced, planting his feet firmly in the sand. “Best sandcastle wins a round of smoothies.”
Quinton cracked his knuckles. “Prepare to witness greatness.”
Jasmine giggled as Wesley knelt beside her, scooping damp sand into a mound. “I should warn you—I take my sandcastles very seriously,” he said.
She raised an eyebrow. “Oh? And what exactly makes a perfect sandcastle?”
Wesley grinned. “A strong foundation. Just like anything that lasts.”
Jasmine rolled her eyes playfully but felt a tug in her chest at his words. As they worked side by side, Wesley’s forearm brushed against hers, sending a small shiver up her spine.
When time was called, the judges—Monique and Tonia—circled the creations, dramatically evaluating each structure.
Monique tapped her chin. “This one has good height, but it’s missing seashell decorations.”
Tonia nodded. “And this one is structurally sound, but where’s the creativity?”
Quinton sighed. “You people have no appreciation for the classics.”
In the end, Wesley and Jasmine’s castle won by a landslide, and as they sipped their victory smoothies, Wesley leaned close and whispered, “Told you we made a good team.”
Jasmine’s heart skipped a beat, but she simply smiled, sipping her drink and choosing—for once—to just enjoy the moment. 
“Daniel mentioned a great local spot for lunch,” Xavier said, looking up from his phone. “Anyone interested?”
“Count me in,” Rachel replied.
They made their way to a small beachside restaurant, the aroma of grilled seafood wafting through the air as they approached. The sound of waves lapping against the shore mixed with the laughter of diners, and vibrant strings of lights swayed gently in the breeze above weathered wooden tables. Finding a table spacious enough to accommodate everyone, they settled in, the soothing sound of waves serving as a backdrop to their conversation.
As they waited for their food, Jasmine glanced around the table, her gaze lingering on each of her friends. Quinton’s jokes kept everyone laughing, Michaela and Xavier exchanged playful banter.
“Alright, real talk,” Xavier said, leaning forward. “Best cruise memory so far?”
“Quinton falling off the paddleboard,” Rachel quipped.
“Hey!” Quinton threw up his hands. “That was strategy. A dramatic exit.”
Darius smirked. “You screamed.”
“With STYLE.”
Laughter rippled through the group, and Jasmine found herself smiling, warmed by the easy friendship that had formed in just a few days.
Seriously, Xavier tapped the rim of his glass, his grin softening as his gaze drifted toward the horizon. “You all think I’m just the guy with the quick jokes,” he said, his voice tinged with rare sincerity. “But let me tell you, defending people in court teaches you one thing: sometimes the hardest battle is proving your own worth.” He raised his glass toward the group. “Here’s to finding that outside the courtroom.”
For the first time in years, Jasmine felt an overwhelming sense of gratitude—not just for the beauty of the day but for the people who had come into her life and stayed. She silently whispered a prayer of thanks, her heart lighter than it had been in a long time.
Jasmine watched Monique laughing freely at one of Quinton’s jokes, the light returning to her sister’s eyes for the first time in months and her smile so unguarded it made Jasmine’s chest ache. Monique’s laughter rang out even more, as Quinton pretended to juggle coconut shells.  It gave her hope—if Monique could find joy again, maybe she could too. As she reached for her glass of water, the cool surface grounding her as she blinked back the sudden sting of tears. 
Monique’s laughter rang out, clear and bright, but it faltered for just a moment, her expression softening into something more thoughtful. She glanced at Jasmine, her eyes glistening. “I wasn’t sure I’d ever feel like this again,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper, before Quinton’s antics drew her back into the group’s lighthearted energy.
There was a moment of silence as they shared a quiet understanding of the journey Monique was on.
Quinton, ever the lighthearted one, broke the silence with a grin. “Alright, enough of the serious stuff. Who’s ready for some fun facts about St. Thomas?”
Laughter erupted as Quinton lightened the mood by sharing a series of random facts he had picked up from their guide earlier.
Jasmine smiled to herself, the sound of her sister’s joy stirring something deep within her. She traced the rim of her plate absentmindedly, letting the warmth of Monique’s happiness wash over her. Maybe, just maybe, it wasn’t too late for her to feel that kind of joy again.

Evening Worship Service
Back on the ship, the Harmony Grand Theater buzzed with anticipation. The Baxter Singers led the congregation in stirring harmonies, their voices lifting spirits.
Minister Larry, one of the associates of The Darryl Langston Ministries, delivered a rousing sermon. “What a mighty God we serve! God turns trials into triumphs, sorrow into joy, and fear into faith. We serve a mighty God who can do exceedingly, abundantly above all that we ask or think!” His voice rang out, and the audience responded with a chorus of “Amen” and clapping.
Jasmine closed her eyes as the words sank into her heart. She felt a renewed sense of peace and glanced at Monique, whose tears mingled with a hopeful smile. “God turns trials into triumphs.” How many times had she tried to carry burdens that weren’t meant for her alone? She exhaled, feeling a quiet surrender settle over her.
Beside her, Monique wiped at a stray tear, her expression one of quiet realization. Jasmine reached for her sister’s hand, squeezing it gently.
Monique whispered, “I didn’t think I’d feel this again.”
Jasmine smiled through her own tears. “Me neither.”
As the congregation rose in song to sing “What a Mighty God We Serve,”, Jasmine lifted her hands. For the first time in a long time, she wasn’t holding on to control—she was letting go.
As the congregation’s voices rose in unison, Jasmine clasped her hands tightly, her heart swelling with the melody. Beside her, Monique’s shoulders shook briefly, the weight of her burdens slipping away as tears streamed down her cheeks. Jasmine reached out, placing a comforting hand on her sister’s arm as they both whispered their silent prayers of gratitude. Jasmine’s own throat tightened, and she closed her eyes, the weight of the words seeping into her soul like sunlight through a window. “I see You, Lord,” she thought. “I feel You.”
The congregation rose, their voices joining Minister Larry in a chorus of “What a Mighty God We Serve.” It was a moment of healing for both of them. What a Mighty God we serve!
Evening Activities: Bowling and Late-Night Fun
After the service, they all agreed it was far too early to call it a night. They changed into more casual clothes and proceeded to the Harmony Sports Deck for some late-night fun. The sports deck was alive with activity—laughter and cheers echoing in the night air.
“Who’s ready for some bowling?” Quinton asked, his excitement palpable.
The group divided into teams, and the competitive spirit quickly took over. Jasmine found herself paired with Wesley, and they shared playful banter as they took their turns. Later Quinton dramatically crouched, inspecting his bowling ball as if it were a treasure. “This is it. The golden ball of destiny,” he whispered, loud enough for everyone to hear. With exaggerated flair, he launched it... straight into the gutter. “Well, destiny had other plans,” he quipped, earning groans and laughter from the group.
Tonia laughed as Quinton recounted his bowling mishap but grew quiet. “I used to think being the fun one made everything easier,” she admitted. Tonia tugged at the hem of her sleeve, her laughter fading as she glanced at the floor. “But it’s tiring, trying to be everyone’s sunshine when you’re barely holding it together.” She glanced at Jasmine and smiled faintly. “Maybe I need to let others shine for me sometimes.”
Later, the sports deck came alive with laughter and competition. Jasmine paired with Wesley for bowling, their playful banter underscoring a growing connection.
“No pressure, right?” Jasmine teased as she lined up her shot.
As Jasmine lined up her shot, the faint sound of Wesley’s low chuckle reached her ears. She glanced back, catching his steady gaze and the subtle nod he gave her, as if to say, “You’ve got this.” Her grip on the ball steadied, the tension in her shoulders melting away. For the first time in years, she felt the quiet assurance of trust.
Wesley grinned. “None at all.”
When she knocked down most of the pins, he high-fived her enthusiastically. “See? You’ve got this.”
Nearby, Michaela, meanwhile, had found herself in a hilarious rivalry with Xavier, the two of them. Xavier might crack a joke in moments of tension, but with underlying warmth. trying to outdo each other with trick shots—most of which ended in laughter and missed pins. Darius offered Monique pointers, their camaraderie evident.
After bowling, Jasmine and Wesley played shuffleboard, their conversation turning reflective.
“Today was incredible,” Jasmine admitted softly.
Wesley’s eyes met hers. “It’s exactly what I needed.”
Their moment deepened as Wesley reached for her hand. “I’m glad we’re building this connection.”
Jasmine smiled, her voice steady. “Me too, Wesley. I haven’t felt this way in a long time, and it scares me... but it also feels right.”
Wesley reached for her hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. “One day at a time, right?”
Jasmine smiled, nodding. “One day at a time.”

Midnight Stroll and Reflections
As the stars glittered overhead, Jasmine and Wesley walked hand in hand along the deck. Monique’s laughter drifted from ahead, but Jasmine’s focus remained on the peaceful rhythm of the waves.
The cool night air carried the scent of salt and possibility. Jasmine thought back on the day—snorkeling, laughing, connecting—and felt a shift within her. For the first time in years, hope didn’t feel so far away.
“This might be one of the best nights I’ve had in years,” she murmured.
Wesley’s reply was soft but certain. “I’m glad I could share it with you.”
Jasmine leaned against the railing, the soft rush of waves filling the quiet space between them. The warmth of Wesley’s presence beside her was both comforting and exhilarating—two feelings she wasn’t used to holding at the same time.
She turned slightly, catching the way the moonlight reflected in his eyes. “I don’t know what I expected from this trip,” she admitted, “but I didn’t think I’d be here… feeling this.”
Wesley studied her for a moment, then reached for her hand. His fingers brushed against hers, slow and deliberate, before finally lacing them together. “Me neither. But I like it.”
Jasmine’s breath caught as he lifted her hand, pressing a kiss to her fingers. His touch lingered, the unspoken weight of the moment settling between them. A part of her wanted to pull away, afraid of what it might mean. But another part—one that was growing louder—wanted to stay, to see where this could lead.
Her heart swelled, and for once, she didn’t overanalyze. Instead, she simply smiled, holding onto the warmth of his touch and the quiet possibilities of what lay ahead. They paused at the railing, the vast ocean a reminder of life’s infinite possibilities. Jasmine’s heart swelled as she whispered, “Thank you for being here.”
Wesley reached for her hand, his thumb tracing slow circles on her skin as they leaned against the railing. The vast ocean stretched endlessly before them, the gentle rhythm of the waves matching the steady beat of her heart. When he pressed a kiss to her hand, his touch lingered, unspoken words filling the quiet between them.
Sisters’ Late-Night Chat
Back in their cabin, Monique’s mischievous grin signaled a shift in tone. “So, you and Wesley...”
Jasmine’s blush spoke volumes. “He’s... different. In a good way.”
“Monique’s grin turned knowing as she fluffed a pillow. “God’s timing really is perfect. The way he watches you when he thinks no one’s looking? Jasmine, that man is smitten.” Jasmine laughed, throwing a pillow at her sister. “Stop it! You’re making me blush.”
Monique caught the pillow and hugged it to her chest, her smile softening. “I’m happy for you, Jasmine. You deserve someone who sees how amazing you are. And I think Wesley might be that person.”
Jasmine’s heart brimmed with hope. “Maybe you’re right. One day at a time.”
The sisters shared a quiet moment, their hearts light and filled with gratitude Jasmine quickly fell asleep, her breathing steady in the quiet cabin. But Monique lay awake, the glow of the bed lamp casting soft shadows on the wall. She traced the edge of her journal, hesitating. It had been months since she’d written anything personal—longer since she had something good to say.
But tonight felt different.
Opening to a fresh page, she wrote: “Lord, I didn’t think joy was possible again. But today… I laughed. Not out of politeness, not to hide my pain—but because, for the first time in a long time, I felt it. And maybe that’s enough for now.”
 Eventually, she drifted off to sleep, the promise of a new day awaiting them—one filled with hope, laughter, and the possibilities of love.
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On the quiet morning of Day 9, Jasmine awoke to the gentle rocking of the ship and golden light seeping through the curtains. She reflected on the journey that had brought her closer to God, herself, and her new friends—especially Wesley. Their last full day on the cruise had arrived, a mix of excitement and bittersweet realization settling in her chest.
As the sisters entered the dining hall, they spotted Wesley, Quinton, and Xavier already seated at a table. Jasmine felt a flutter of happiness at the sight of Wesley and waved as she approached. Jasmine’s heart lifted at Wesley’s easy smile as he pulled out a chair for her and Monique.
“Good morning, everyone!” Jasmine’s smile mirrored her bright tone. 
“Good morning, Jasmine,” Wesley replied with a warm smile. “Ready for our last day of fun?”
“Absolutely,” Jasmine responded, sitting down next to him. “Let’s make it a day to remember.”
“Where’s Darius this morning?” asked Monique.
“He ate breakfast earlier. He wanted to eat before he had his personal devotions,” Quinton replied. Quinton turned his attention to Jasmine, his tone light but thoughtful. “You know, Jasmine, the kids in my Sunday School class remind me of you sometimes.”
Jasmine blinked, surprised. “Me? How?”
“They don’t always see their potential,” he continued, “but when they step out in faith, it’s like watching a light turn on. I think you’ve got that same kind of light.”
Jasmine smiled, her cheeks warming. “Thanks, Quinton. That means a lot.”
He nodded. “Just remember, sometimes you need to see yourself the way others—and God—see you.”
The waiter took their breakfast orders. The scent of freshly brewed coffee mingled with the hum of laughter as the group discussed their plans for the day. Wesley smiled across the table at Jasmine, and her heart gave a flutter. She could feel that the connection between them had deepened over the last few days, and she wondered what would happen next.
After breakfast, everyone attended the final seminars. Jasmine attended a repeat session about “Finding Peace in God’s Plan,” while Wesley, Monique, and the others went to their respective seminars. Each session offered one last opportunity for everyone to reflect, take invaluable lessons, and recharge their spiritual batteries.
Once the seminars ended at 11:00 AM, the group gathered in the atrium to discuss their afternoon plans. With the rest of the day free until dinner, they split up for some fun. Jasmine, Monique, Tonia, Rachel, and Michaela headed to the ship’s mini-golf course, while Wesley, Xavier, Darius, and Quinton made their way to the basketball court.
Scene: Mini-Golf Game
Rachel lined up her shot, smirking. “Some of us are natural competitors.”
Monique leaned on her putter. “And here I thought this was just for fun.”
Rachel laughed, glancing toward the basketball court. “Fun’s great, but it’s even better when there’s someone worth impressing.”
Jasmine tightened her grip on the club, feigning indifference. Why did Rachel always have to be so confident?
A few moments later, as they waited for their turn, Rachel walked up to Jasmine. Her voice was quieter now, almost hesitant.
Rachel’s Moment of Clarity – Suggested Addition
Rachel pulled Jasmine aside as the group shared their goodbyes. “You know, I used to think confidence was everything,” she admitted, her voice quieter than usual.
Jasmine tilted her head. “What do you mean?”
Rachel exhaled, her gaze drifting to the ocean. “I’ve always been good at looking put-together. But watching you these past few days… you don’t try to be anything other than who you are. And people are drawn to that—not just Wesley, but all of us.” She let out a small laugh. “I spent so much time making sure I was noticed, but maybe what I really needed was to just… be.”
Jasmine reached for her hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “You’re already enough, Rachel. You don’t have to prove it.”
Rachel smiled, something softer in her expression than Jasmine had ever seen. “I think I’m finally starting to believe that.”
They hugged, and as Rachel pulled away, her usual confidence returned, but this time, it felt lighter, more genuine.
“Take care of Wesley,” Rachel teased with a wink. “But don’t think I won’t be checking in on you two.”
Jasmine laughed. “I wouldn’t expect anything less.”
Before Jasmine could respond, Rachel stepped up for her turn, her usual energy returning. Jasmine watched her, unsure what to make of the unexpected admission.
Laughter filled the course as Jasmine steadied her putt. The ball clinked against the rim and dropped in, earning her cheers. 
On the basketball court, sneakers squeaked against the polished floor, and the sharp thud of the ball punctuated bursts of laughter. Wesley’s quick layup drew a round of applause from the guys, the sound drifting over to the mini-golf course as Jasmine celebrated her small victory with a triumphant smile.
The group later reconvened by the pool, plates piled high with juicy burgers, crisp salads, and ice-cold drinks. Sunlight danced across the water as they chatted and laughed, enjoying the relaxed rhythm of the afternoon. Jasmine leaned back in her lounge chair, letting the warmth of the moment sink in. Later, the cool splash of the pool offered a refreshing escape from the heat, a perfect way to round out the carefree afternoon.
Xavier Offers Practical Advice
Xavier pulled a chair closer, his expression calm but focused. “You’ve been quiet today. What’s going on?”
Jasmine hesitated, glancing at the pool. “Nothing, really. Just… overthinking.” Xavier smirked. “Wesley and Rachel?” Her cheeks warmed. “It’s silly. He hasn’t given me a reason to doubt him.” Xavier leaned in. “Jasmine, the man is practically glued to you. You think he’s putting in all this effort for fun? Look at his actions.”
She bit her lip. “What if I’m reading things wrong?”
Trust what you see, not your doubts.” His voice softened. “Faith isn’t about having all the answers. It’s about trusting that God does. If Wesley’s meant for you, it’ll become clear in His time.”
Jasmine exhaled, tension easing. “When you put it that way, I do sound ridiculous.”
“It’s not ridiculous,” Xavier said gently. “It’s human. But don’t let your doubts write a false story. Wesley sees something in you—trust that.”
Jasmine smiled. “Thanks, Xavier. I needed that.”
“Anytime, my sister,” he said, leaning back as the breeze tousled his hair.
Later, the cool splash of the pool provided a refreshing escape. Jasmine and Monique settled into lounge chairs, sunglasses on, ready to relax.
“Perfect day,” Monique murmured, reclining.
Jasmine nodded. “I’m going to miss this.”
Monique sighed, gazing at the horizon. “I didn’t think this trip would help, but for the first time since Michael passed, I feel... lighter.”
Jasmine glanced at her sister, surprised. “Really?”
Monique nodded. “God brought me here to remind me that joy is still possible. Even after the darkest nights, He’s still writing my story.”
Jasmine smiled. “That’s beautiful.”
“It’s the truth,” Monique said softly. “We serve a God who restores. Don’t forget that.”
As Jasmine settled in, her gaze landed on Rachel slipping into the hot tub beside Wesley. She leaned in, smiling confidently. A chill tightened Jasmine’s chest. She dug her nails into her palm, willing herself to ignore the gnawing doubt—What if he likes her more?
Scene: Jasmine’s Jealousy Moment Pool Area (Hot Tub Interaction)  Monique as Jasmine’s Confidant
Jasmine’s Jealousy Moment
Rachel leaned back in the hot tub, smiling at Wesley. “It’s rare to find someone who listens as much as they talk.”
Wesley chuckled. “It comes with the job.”
Jasmine, from her lounge chair, caught the exchange. Rachel’s confidence, the easy way she leaned in—it gnawed at her. She turned toward the ocean, trying to shake the unease.
“Swim?” Monique suggested, sensing her tension.
“Yeah, good idea.”
They spent twenty minutes in the water, but Jasmine’s thoughts kept drifting back. When they returned, Rachel was still there, laughing with Wesley. 
Monique nudged her lightly. “Alright, spill.”
Jasmine hesitated, then murmured, “Rachel… She’s so sure of herself.”
Monique glanced over, then shook her head. “Confidence is great, but it’s not everything. Wesley looks at you like you’re the only one who matters. Trust that.”
Still restless, Jasmine stood. “I need a walk.”
Monique nodded. “Take your time.”
On the upper deck, the cool breeze calmed her. She leaned against the railing, whispering a prayer. Lord, help me trust You—and myself. A verse from Isaiah settled in her heart: Do not fear, for I am with you. Peace didn’t come all at once, but it was enough.
Back at the pool, Rachel was now chatting with Monique and Tonia. Wesley, still in the hot tub, scanned the crowd—until his gaze met Jasmine’s. He smiled, warm and steady. The knot in her chest loosened. Maybe I overreacted.
She turned toward the atrium, needing a change of scenery. As she reached the elevator, the doors opened—to Wesley.
“Jasmine,” he said, his smile tinged with concern. “I was hoping to see you.”
She stepped inside. “Hey.” Her voice wavered, but she met his gaze.
He studied her. “You okay? You’ve seemed… distant.”
Jasmine’s heart pounded. Vulnerability felt daunting, but she had prayed for trust. “I saw you with Rachel,” she admitted. “And it made me feel… insecure.”
Wesley’s brow furrowed, then softened. “Rachel’s a friend. My focus has been on you.”
 She took a deep breath. It was time to trust what she saw, not just what she feared.
He stepped closer. “You don’t have to carry those fears alone. I want to be someone you can trust.”
Jasmine felt warmth spread through her. “I trust you, Wesley.”
“Good.” His fingers brushed hers, a gentle squeeze. “Let’s just enjoy the time we have left.”
As the elevator doors opened, Jasmine felt lighter. Wesley’s presence was a quiet reassurance—one she hadn’t realized she needed.
Scene: After the Elevator Interaction
Later in the room, Monique joined Jasmine on the balcony, where her sister was staring out at the ocean, lost in thought.
“Did you two talk?” Monique asked, leaning against the railing beside her.
Jasmine nodded slowly, her lips curving into a small smile. “We did. I told him how I was feeling, and he reassured me. He’s so patient, Monique.”
Monique tilted her head, studying her sister. “And Rachel?”
Jasmine’s smile faltered. “She likes him. That much is obvious.”
Monique shrugged. “So what? You’re not responsible for how she feels. What matters is how Wesley feels—and how you two move forward.”
Jasmine sighed, the weight on her chest lifting slightly. “You’re right. Thank you.”
“That’s what I’m here for,” Monique said, giving her a reassuring squeeze on the arm. “But don’t forget—trust isn’t just for Wesley. It’s for yourself too. Come on sister, let’s get dressed for dinner.”
DINNER
That evening, they dressed for their final dinner in the main dining hall. Jasmine’s bright orange dress with a brown and orange necklace, her braids loose around her shoulders, complemented the warm glow of the evening, and she couldn’t ignore how sharp Wesley looked in his navy-blue suit. As they joined their friends at the long table, nostalgia filled the air.
“We should plan a reunion trip,” Tonia suggested.
“Annual tradition?” Xavier grinned.
“I’m in,” Darius said, raising his glass.
Michaela nodded. “Let’s set a date. I’ll help organize.”
Jasmine smiled. “Send me your contact info—I’ll make a spreadsheet.”
There was a round of laughter as everyone pulled out their phones and sent their contact information to Jasmine and discussing potential future destinations. The warmth of friendship enveloped the table, and Jasmine felt an overwhelming sense of gratitude.
Communion
After dinner, they all went to the evening service together. The Baxter Sisters and the Songs of Praise Band led worship, filling the room with harmonious praise. Pastor Darryl delivered his final message of the cruise, focusing on Jeremiah 29:11—reminding everyone that God had a plan for them, a plan for hope and a future. The pastor’s words pierced Jasmine’s heart: “For I know the plans I have for you… plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future.” It wasn’t just a verse; it was a promise. She clung to it, feeling God’s reassurance seep into the corners of her doubt. It was a beautiful, poignant sermon, and it set the perfect tone for the night.
As volunteers, Jasmine, Wesley, Tonia, Xavier, and Michaela help serve communion. The act of serving together felt deeply meaningful, and Jasmine felt the tension and unease from earlier that day dissolve. As Jasmine handed the communion tray to a fellow passenger, the weight of the moment struck her. This wasn’t just bread and wine; it was a reminder of Christ’s sacrifice and the unity it brought to all believers. She glanced at Wesley, and their eyes met briefly. In that silent exchange, she felt an overwhelming sense of belonging—not just to him, but to something far greater than herself. The warmth of the shared moment made her chest swell with gratitude.
As they passed the bread and wine to fellow passengers, they shared a silent exchange that spoke volumes about their shared values and beliefs. It was a moment that brought them even closer together. As they served communion together, Jasmine’s earlier worries dissolved. Wesley’s steady presence beside her felt like a gift, and she silently thanked God for guiding her steps.
The congregation quietly shared communion, and as they left, they sang “The Blood Shall Never Lose Its Power” by Andrae Crouch. The music echoed in their hearts as they quietly made their way to the bookstore, taking one last look at the ministry products available for purchase. There were books, Bibles, calendars, and music—all reminders of the incredible journey they had been on.
While in the bookstore, Wesley whispered, “Are you okay?”
“Better than okay,” Jasmine said, her voice steady. “Thank you for reminding me to trust—trust God’s plan, and trust myself to follow it.”
Moonlit Walk – Building Emotional Connections
That evening, after dinner, they took a moonlit walk around the ship’s deck. Countless stars dotted the clear night sky, their soft glow mirrored on the dark waves below. The moonlight bathed the ship in silver, and the sound of waves against the hull created a soothing rhythm.
The cool breeze brushed against Jasmine’s bare arms, a contrast to the warmth radiating from Wesley beside her. Each accidental touch of their arms sent a soft shiver through her, and the quiet rhythm of his steps was both comforting and exhilarating. Their voices were low, blending with the quiet hum of the night.
“You know, I’ve been hurt before,” Jasmine admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “It’s hard for me to let my guard down again.”
Wesley nodded, his eyes soft with understanding. “I get it, Jasmine. I’ve been hurt too. But I believe God brings people into our lives for a reason. And I think... I think there’s something special here between us.”
Jasmine looked up at him, her heart pounding. For the first time in a long time, she felt ready to take a chance. “I feel it too,” she said softly. “It’s scary, but it feels... right.”
Wesley’s smile was warm, his gaze steady. “We don’t have to have all the answers right now. Let’s take it one step at a time—together.”
Jasmine nodded, gratitude surging in her chest. As the ship rocked beneath them, Wesley paused, his gaze holding hers.  “May I?”
Her breath caught, but she smiled, a soft “Yes” escaping her lips. Wesley leaned in slowly, his kiss brushing hers like a whisper, tender and full of promise.
When they pulled apart, Jasmine felt a warmth settle over her, more than just the touch of his lips—it was the reassurance that she was right where she was meant to be.
As they circled back toward the lounge, the soft hum of conversation and the faint notes of a piano melody drew them in. Inside, the group had already gathered, settling into comfortable chairs as the ship swayed gently beneath them.
Can you believe this is it?” Michaela asked, her voice tinged with nostalgia.

Darius nodded, his gaze fixed on the horizon. “It’s been unforgettable. Moments like this—you don’t forget them. Sometimes, it’s just about showing up and doing the next right thing. That’s what faith looks like to me.”
“We’ve made some amazing memories,” Xavier added, lifting his drink in a silent toast. “And some great friendships.”
Jasmine sank into a chair beside Wesley, her heart full as she listened to the easy banter of her friends. Despite the ups and downs, this cruise had brought them closer together and deepened their faith.
Wesley leaned in, his voice low and filled with emotion. “I’m so glad we met, Jasmine. This trip has been incredible, but meeting you... it’s made it unforgettable.”
Jasmine smiled, her heart swelling with gratitude and hope. “Me too, Wesley. Me too.”
As the kiss ended, Jasmine felt a mix of warmth and exhilaration settle over her. She and Wesley lingered for a moment, their smiles reflecting the unspoken promise between them. The gentle rocking of the ship and the sound of waves filled the quiet space, grounding her in the moment.
“We should probably get back to the others,” Wesley said softly, his hand brushing hers before letting it go.
Jasmine nodded, her cheeks still warm. “Yeah, they’re probably wondering where we are.”
Hand in hand, they walked back toward the lounge, the quiet intimacy of their moment lingering between them. By the time they stepped inside, the group was already animated, Quinton’s voice rising above the chatter.
“Let’s head back to the Sports Deck to play a last game of bowling before turning in for the night,” Quinton suggested, his grin infectious. The idea was met with enthusiastic agreement, the mood shifting to one of lighthearted anticipation.
Jasmine caught Wesley’s eye, and they exchanged a small, knowing smile before following the others toward their cabins to change. The emotional intensity of their private moment gave way to the comfort of shared friendship as they joined the group.
Final Night: Goodbyes & New Beginnings
After dinner, the group gathered on the Sports Deck for one last game of bowling. The lively atmosphere helped ease the bittersweet realization that their journey together was ending. Laughter rang out as strikes and gutter balls accumulated. When Jasmine managed a spare, Wesley high-fived her, their fingers lingering for a moment longer than necessary.
Xavier leaned against the counter, watching the scene unfold. “Hard to believe it’s our last night.”
“Yeah,” Michaela agreed. “But the friendships we’ve made? Those will last.”
As the game wrapped up, the group made their way to the deck for a final stroll under the moonlight. The ocean stretched out endlessly, the waves reflecting the silver glow of the night sky. Jasmine and Wesley drifted a few steps behind the others, savoring the quiet.
Wesley glanced at her. “I’m going to miss this.”
Jasmine smiled. “Me too. But I know this isn’t the end.”
He nodded. “One day at a time?”
“One day at a time,” she echoed, warmth spreading through her chest.
As they reached the railing, their friends formed a small circle. One by one, they exchanged hugs and words of gratitude.
“I’m going to miss you,” Michaela said, squeezing Jasmine’s hands. “But I know God has amazing plans for you.”
Monique wiped a tear, laughing as she hugged Tonia. “We’ll check in often.”
Darius and Quinton shared a brotherly hug, while Xavier raised his soda in a silent toast.
“We have to keep in touch,” Rachel insisted.
“We will,” Xavier assured her. “This isn’t goodbye—it’s see you later.”
Jasmine felt the emotions swell inside her, but as she met Wesley’s gaze, she found reassurance.
Nearby, Tonia nudged Michaela, watching Jasmine and Wesley. “Remember when she hesitated to join mini-golf? Now look at her.”
“She’s grown,” Michaela said softly. “It’s amazing what happens when you trust God.”
Goodbyes
After bowling, they strolled along the deck, the moon casting a silvery glow over the ocean. The hum of the ship blended with the rhythmic crash of waves, a soothing contrast to the bittersweet farewells ahead.
The group gathered near the railing, exchanging hugs and heartfelt words.
“I’m going to miss you,” Michaela whispered as she hugged Jasmine. “But don’t forget—God has amazing plans for you.”
Monique wiped a tear as she laughed with Tonia, promising to check in often. Monique and Quinton’s quick embrace was sweet. Since Darius and the brothers are taking different flights, they gave each other brotherly hugs, while Xavier lifted his soda in a silent toast.
“We have to keep in touch,” Rachel insisted.
“We will,” Xavier assured her. “This isn’t the end.”
Nearby, Tonia nudged Michaela as Jasmine and Wesley walked off together. “Remember when she hesitated to join mini-golf? Now look at her.”
“She’s grown,” Michaela said softly. “It’s amazing what happens when you trust God.”
Jasmine & Wesley’s Last Walk
Jasmine & Wesley’s Final Moments
As the others drifted away, Jasmine and Wesley lingered at the railing. The breeze carried the rhythmic crash of the waves, wrapping them in peaceful stillness.
“I don’t want this to end,” Wesley admitted.
Jasmine’s heart pounded. “Neither do I.”
He reached for her hand, his fingers warm against hers. “Let’s keep this going—see where God leads us.”
She smiled, nodding. “I’d like that.”
Wesley lifted her hand to his lips, pressing a soft kiss to her knuckles. “Goodnight, Jasmine.”
Her breath caught. “Goodnight, Wesley.”
As he walked away, she leaned against the railing, letting the moment settle in her heart.

Sister Moment
Monique peeked out from the bathroom, grinning. “Okay, you’re glowing. Spill.”
Jasmine laughed. “It’s not what you think.”
“Did Wesley confess his undying love?”
Jasmine rolled her eyes. “No. But… we had a moment. He kissed my hand, and we agreed to take it slow.”
Monique’s teasing softened into sincerity. “I’m happy for you. You deserve this.”
Jasmine nodded. “It feels… right. Like God’s working something beautiful.”
“He is,” Monique said firmly. “And whatever happens, you’ve got me.”
Jasmine hugged her. “Thanks, Monique.”
“Now get some sleep,” Monique yawned. “Tomorrow’s a long travel day.”
Jasmine nodded as Monique slipped under her covers. Jasmin sat for a moment longer, reflecting on the journey and the unexpected blessings it had brought. With a quiet prayer of thanks, she then got ready for bed, her heart full.
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The final morning of the cruise arrived with a bittersweet air. As Jasmine and Monique packed, each item reminded them of the week’s laughter, healing, and connections. 
Monique zipped her suitcase and smiled, her expression softer than it had been in months. “I didn’t think I’d feel this way, but... this trip really helped me. I needed this.”
Jasmine paused, looking at her sister. The light in Monique’s eyes was back, and for the first time in a long time, she seemed at peace. “Me too,” Jasmine said, her voice warm. “It’s been a blessing.”
After packing, they joined their new friends for one last breakfast. The dining hall buzzed with a mix of excitement and nostalgia. Jasmine slid into a seat next to Wesley, who greeted her with a warm smile.
“Ready for our last meal on the ship?” he asked.
“As ready as I’ll ever be,” Jasmine said with a chuckle.
Quinton leaned forward, his grin mischievous. “So, are we all pretending we’re not sad, or are we just going to have a group cry right here?”
Darius’s Perspective During Breakfast
Everyone laughed, the tension easing as they began to share. Darius leaned back in his chair, a thoughtful expression on his face.
“You look deep in thought, Darius,” Quinton teased, nudging him. “What’s on your mind? Already planning your next big deal?”
Darius chuckled, shaking his head. “Not this time. Darius set his orange juice down, chuckling as he leaned back in his chair. “You know, I was still refreshing my email on the first day, even knowing there was no Wi-Fi. That’s how bad it was. But during worship, something clicked. It was like God was saying, ‘Put the phone down and just be.’ I can’t remember the last time I felt this relaxed.”
Everyone laughed, and Darius continued, his tone softening. “But then something happened. During one of the worship sessions, I just... let go. For the first time in years, I realized how much I’ve been missing. God reminded me that work isn’t everything. My relationships—my family, my friends—those are what really matter.”
Monique smiled. “That’s a powerful realization.”
“It is,” Darius agreed, looking around the table. “And it’s because of all of you. This week, seeing how everyone opened up, shared their stories, and supported each other—it’s made me realize how important it is to slow down and appreciate the people God places in my life. So, thank you.”
A chorus of “amen” and murmurs of agreement filled the table, and Quinton grinned. “Man, I like this reflective Darius. Can we keep him?”
Darius laughed, raising his orange juice glass. “Only if you hold me accountable.”
Quinton nodded, his usual playful tone replaced with sincerity. “I’ve been feeling like I needed direction. But watching everyone here—the way y’all opened up, shared your stories—it’s been inspiring. I’m leaving this trip with a clearer vision of what I want to do: use my art to inspire others to know Christ better. And I have all of you to thank for that.”
Monique nodded. “Same. I came on this trip hoping to escape my grief, but instead, I found healing. And I found all of you.” She glanced around the table, her eyes moist with emotion.
“For me,” Jasmine said hesitantly, “I think I’ve learned to let go of my fear. I’ve been so afraid of being hurt again that I’ve closed myself off from so many possibilities. But this week... it’s reminded me that faith isn’t just about trusting God when things are easy. It’s about trusting Him with everything, even my heart.”
Wesley’s gaze lingered on her, his expression unreadable but warm. “That’s brave, Jasmine. Real faith takes courage.”
The conversation continued, each of them opening up in ways they hadn’t before. Promises to stay in touch and reunion plans flowed freely, solidifying the bonds they had formed.
They exchanged numbers and talked about reunion trips, promising to keep their newfound bond alive. When it was finally their group’s turn to disembark, the reality of goodbye hit hard. They all hugged tightly, exchanging heartfelt words.
Group Farewell Scene
As the group gathered near the disembarkation line, the bittersweet reality of saying goodbye began to sink in. Hugs and promises to stay in touch flowed freely, and Jasmine felt a lump forming in her throat.
Quinton, always the jokester, turned to Jasmine with a grin. “You know, you’ve inspired me, Jasmine. My next masterpiece is going to be a portrait of you. I’ll call it... ‘Faith on the High Seas.’”
Jasmine laughed, shaking her head. “I’d love to see that.”
Darius stepped forward, pulling Jasmine and Monique into a group hug. “Listen, y’all. My place in Boston has plenty of space. Whenever we’re ready for a reunion, it’s on me.”
“Deal,” Monique said, her smile bright despite the tears in her eyes. “Just let us know when.”
When it was Wesley’s turn, he hugged Monique first, his voice warm and steady. “Monique, it’s been a blessing getting to know you. You’ve got an incredible strength.”
“Thank you, Wesley,” Monique said, holding onto him for an extra moment. “And thank you for being there for Jasmine.”
Wesley’s gaze shifted to Jasmine, his expression softening. He stepped closer, slipping a small notecard into her hand. “This isn’t goodbye,” he said quietly. “Jeremiah 29:11—for your journey.”
Her fingers trembled as she read the verse, a quiet promise of hope. “Thank you, Wesley. I’ll hold on to this.”
Their hug was long and filled with unspoken promises. As Jasmine stepped back, she glanced around at the group, her heart full. Each person had left an indelible mark on her journey, and she silently vowed to carry their lessons with her.
As the sister’s group began to disembark, Quinton called out, “Remember, reunion at Darius’s place! Don’t make me hunt y’all down!”
Their hug was long and filled with unspoken promises. As Jasmine walked off the ship, she glanced back to see Wesley watching, a quiet determination in his eyes. For the first time in years, she felt ready to embrace whatever came next.
Laughter followed them off the ship, mingling with the bittersweet air of farewell.
Exploring San Juan (Post-Cruise Excursion) Post-Cruise Excursion (Revised)
Revised Version with Streamlining
After disembarking, Jasmine and Monique joined the post-cruise excursion to Old San Juan. The guided tour allowed them to explore the city without worrying about logistics, their luggage safely stored on the bus.
At Castillo San Felipe del Morro, the sisters paused by the ancient stone walls, the ocean stretching endlessly before them. Monique ran her fingers over the weathered stone, her touch lingering on the cracks.
“All the storms and battles this place has survived... it’s still standing,” she said quietly.
“Kind of like you,” Jasmine replied softly.
Monique blinked, her voice steady but tinged with emotion. “Maybe I can keep standing too.”
Jasmine smiled softly. “You can.”
Post-Cruise Café Scene
Later, they stopped at a small café tucked away in a quiet corner of the city. The scent of pastries and freshly brewed café con leche filled the air as they sat at a table by the window.
Monique stirred her café con leche, glancing out the window at the bustling street. “You know, I can see why people fall in love with this place. The colors, the history... it’s like the city has its own heartbeat.”
Jasmine nodded, taking a sip of her drink. “It’s beautiful. And it feels... steady. Like no matter what storms come, it just keeps standing.”
Monique smiled, her expression softening. “Kind of like what we’re learning to do, huh?”
Jasmine laughed lightly. “Exactly.”
Before heading back to the bus, Jasmine’s eyes caught on a silver anchor pendant at a nearby stand. She picked it up, running her fingers over the smooth metal. It felt symbolic—a reminder of hope and steadfastness. She bought it without hesitation, clasping it around her neck as they rejoined the tour group.
As the bus pulled into the terminal, Jasmine gazed out the window, her thoughts calm and steady. The anchor on her necklace seemed to carry the weight of her reflections. This trip hadn’t just been a getaway; it had been a turning point, a reminder that hope and faith could carry her forward.
Airport Reflections
Jasmine and Monique checked in for their flight at the airport, only to learn it was delayed—not by an hour, but by four additional hours—due to inclement weather in New York. The announcement of the delay left a collective groan of frustration among the passengers, and Jasmine let out a sigh as she checked her phone.
“Well, it’s out of our control,” Monique said, trying to stay positive.
 “Let’s find the lounge,” Jasmine suggested. “Might as well get comfortable.”
“True,” Jasmine replied, though the thought of waiting for hours in the airport made her stomach churn. She had always struggled with idle time, and this delay was no exception.
As they made their way to the airport lounge, Jasmine noticed a woman wearing a t-shirt emblazoned with “Darryl Langston Ministries Cruise 2025.” The woman caught her glance, smiled, and stopped.  A brief conversation with a fellow passenger reinforced the sense of community she felt.
After parting ways with the woman, they checked into the airport lounge, finding a quiet corner with oversized chairs and a view of the runway. Monique sank into one of the chairs, tossing her bag beside her. “This is better than sitting at the gate.”
Jasmine smiled faintly, pulling her journal from her bag. “Might as well make the most of it.”
Monique excused herself to grab some food, leaving Jasmine alone to reflect.
Pulling out her journal, Jasmine opened to a fresh page. The blank lines invited her thoughts. Forgiveness isn’t about excusing someone—it’s about setting yourself free.
Jasmine had barely written two lines in her journal when a familiar voice interrupted her thoughts.
Jasmine had barely written two lines in her journal when a familiar voice interrupted her thoughts.
“Jasmine?”
Her head snapped up, and her breath caught. Wayne. He stood just a few feet away, hands in his pockets, his expression cautious.
“Wayne?” she said, her voice steady despite her racing heart. “What are you doing here?”
“I was on vacation here in Puerto Rico with some friends,” he said, nodding toward a group sitting nearby. “And you?”
“Monique and I just finished a cruise with Darryl Langston Ministries,” she replied, her tone polite but reserved.
Wayne hesitated, then exhaled. “Jasmine, I’ve been meaning to apologize—for everything. I know I hurt you.”
Jasmine glanced down at her journal. Forgiveness isn’t about excusing someone—it’s about setting yourself free.
She inhaled deeply, then met his eyes. “Thank you for saying that. I’ve let go of a lot of that pain.”
Wayne nodded, his smile faint but genuine. “You deserve to be happy.”
He glanced at the departure board. “My gate’s down that way.”
Jasmine gave a small nod. “Safe travels.”
“You too.” He hesitated briefly, then turned and walked away, disappearing into the crowd.
As he walked away, Monique returned with a plate of food, her brow lifting as she noticed Wayne’s retreating figure. “Was that Wayne?”
Jasmine exhaled slowly, a small smile forming. “Yeah. But you know what? I feel... free. Like seeing him was closure I didn’t know I needed.”
Jasmine nodded, her fingers tracing the edge of her journal. “For so long, I let Wayne’s mistakes define me. But seeing him today made me realize something.” 
She glanced at Monique, her voice steady. “Wayne was a chapter in my story, but forgiving him wasn’t about excusing his actions—it was about setting myself free.”
Monique beamed. “That’s my sister. Wesley doesn’t know what he’s in for.”
The sisters laugh!
Airport Lounge Conversations
After Monique laughed, she stated, “I needed this week more than I realized. I feel like I can finally breathe again.”
Jasmine smiled, tracing the rim of her glass. “Me too. I didn’t realize how much I’d been carrying.”
Monique’s knowing smile widened. “And Wesley had nothing to do with breaking those walls down?”
Jasmine’s cheeks flushed. “Okay, maybe a little. But it wasn’t just him. God used this trip—and everyone on it—to remind me I can trust again.”
Monique reached for her hand. “And you’ve grown. If Wesley is the man you think he is, he’ll understand your fears and meet you where you are.”
Monique took a bite of a cracker topped with cheddar cheese and olives. “Trust is a big one. After losing Solomon, I wasn’t sure I’d ever trust myself to open up again. But now? I think I can.”
Jasmine reached across the couch, squeezing her sister’s hand. “You’ve been so strong, Monique. I hope you know that.”
“Thanks, sis. And I hope you know you’re stronger than you give yourself credit for. Wesley sees that in you too.”
Jasmine laughed lightly, shaking her head. “It’s scary, though. Letting someone in after being hurt... I don’t want to mess this up.”
Monique leaned forward, her voice soft but firm. “Jasmine, you’re not the same person who got hurt before. You’ve grown. And if Wesley is the man you think he is, he’ll understand your fears and work with you—not against you.”
Jasmine smiled. “You always know what to say.”
“I try,” Monique said with a grin. “Now, tell me—what’s the first thing you’re going to say to him when you get home?”
Jasmine rolled her eyes playfully. “Probably something safe, like ‘Hi, how are you?’”
“Girl, you better not,” Monique teased. “You’ve got to let him know you’re interested.”
Jasmine chuckled. “Fine. How about, ‘I’ve been thinking about you... a lot’?”
Monique nodded approvingly. “Now that’s more like it. Subtle, but enough to keep him intrigued.”
Their laughter faded into a comfortable silence as they picked at their food. Jasmine opened her journal again, her pen hovering over the page.
The lounge buzzed with quiet activity as Jasmine scribbled in her journal. Monique flipped through a magazine beside her, occasionally pausing to comment on random headlines.
Her phone rang with a notification, and she glanced at the screen. A message from Wesley lit up: “Hope the delay isn’t too rough. Can’t stop thinking about you.” Jasmine smiled faintly, her heart lifting, before setting the phone aside and returning to her journal.
Jasmine wrote:
This trip has been transformative. I’ve learned to trust again, to let go of the fear that’s kept me guarded. Wayne’s apology reminded me that forgiveness isn’t for the other person—it’s for me. And Wesley... he reminded me that faith can lead to hope.
Monique glanced over. “You’re really into that journal, huh?”
Jasmine smiled, capping her pen. “It’s been good for me. Helps me put everything into perspective.”
Monique stretched. “If this delay gets any longer, I’m going to start charging for my motivational talks.”
Jasmine laughed. “You’re already underpaid.”
A soft announcement over the lounge speakers interrupted their conversation, and Monique glanced at her watch. “Two more hours to go. Want to browse the shops again?”
Jasmine shook her head. “I think I’ll stay here. But you go ahead—I’ll hold down the fort.”
Monique rose, grabbing her bag. “Don’t disappear on me.”
Jasmine laughed. “Where would I go?”
Revised Journaling Section: Processing Wayne’s Encounter
As Monique disappeared into the airport shopping area, Jasmine leaned back in her chair, her journal open in her lap. She stared at the blank page, but her thoughts wandered back to Wayne. His apology had been unexpected, stirring emotions she thought she had buried long ago.
Her pen hovered over the page before she began to write:
Wayne was a chapter in my story, but he’s not the whole book. For so long, I thought forgiving him meant letting him off the hook, but I see now it was never about him—it was about setting myself free. God had been working on my heart all along, and I finally listened.
Jasmine paused, tapping her pen against the journal. Her thoughts shifted to Monique, whose resilience throughout the week had inspired her.
Monique’s healing journey has been incredible to witness. She’s so strong, and I hope she knows that she’s helped me just as much as I’ve helped her.
Her writing was interrupted by Monique nudging her shoulder. “Hey, it’s time to board. Let’s go.”
Jasmine checked her phone for the digital boarding pass, but the app froze. “It’s not loading!”
Monique placed a calming hand on her shoulder. “Relax. Let’s just get it reprinted.”
At the counter, the gate agent smiled. “All set.”
Jasmine laughed, relief washing over her. “That was almost a disaster.” she said to Monique as they boarded the plane.
 “But it’s fitting, right? A little tension before we go home.”
While in their seats waiting for takeoff, Jasmine’s thoughts drifted to the past week. The friendships, vulnerability, laughter, and tears had left her changed. She thought of Wesley and their connection, her heart lifting at the memory.
A Flashback
As the plane ascended into the sky, Jasmine’s thoughts drifted back to a moment on the ship. She remembered standing with Wesley on the deck one evening, the ocean stretching endlessly before them.
“You ever think about how small we are?” Wesley had asked, his voice low.
Jasmine nodded. “And how big God is.”
He smiled, his gaze on the horizon. “It’s comforting, knowing we’re never truly alone.”
That quiet exchange had stayed with her, a simple yet profound reminder of the faith she was rediscovering.
Arriving in NYC: Missing Luggage
Jasmine and Monique stood by the baggage carousel, watching as suitcases rolled out one by one. The carousel slowed to a halt, and Jasmine’s bag was nowhere in sight. She sighed, checking her claim ticket again.
“Isn’t this just perfect?” Monique muttered, her tone laced with irritation. “Five hours at the airport and now this.”
Jasmine bit her lip, the frustration bubbling beneath the surface. But instead of letting it consume her, she closed her eyes and took a deep breath. God got this. Don’t let this ruin everything you’ve gained.
Monique placed a comforting hand on her shoulder. “Come on, let’s go to the counter. They’ll sort it out.”
At the airline counter, the agent typed Jasmine’s details into the system and handed her a claim ticket. “Your bag didn’t make this flight, but it’s scheduled to arrive on the next one. We’ll deliver it to your home within 24 hours.”
Jasmine sighed but nodded. “Thank you.”
The agent smiled. “You can track it online, but if you have any issues, just give us a call.”
As they walked away, Monique shook her head. “Well, at least it’s not lost forever. And hey, now you don’t have to carry it home.”
Jasmine laughed. “True. I guess I can live without it for one night.”
As they walked toward the exit, Jasmine’s phone buzzed. It was a text from Wesley: Hey, just checking in. Hope you’re holding up okay. Made it home safely—thinking about you.
Jasmine’s reply; “Still at the airport—five-hour delay and lost luggage! Almost home though. Thanks for checking in.”
She smiled, her frustration easing. “You know, Monique,” she said, slipping her phone back into her pocket, “a missing bag isn’t the end of the world. I’ve got everything that really matters.”
Monique raised an eyebrow. “Wesley matters, huh?”
Jasmine laughed. “I meant faith, family, and the lessons I’ve learned. But... maybe Wesley too.”
///
Revised Gate Agent Conversation:
Revised Post-Cruise Reflection:
Back home, Jasmine sat at her desk, flipping open her journal. The weight of the past week settled in—not as a burden, but as a quiet assurance.
This is just the beginning, she wrote. Trusting God is a daily surrender, a reminder that His plan is bigger than mine.
Her phone buzzed. A message from Wesley lit up the screen:
One day at a time, Jasmine. Looking forward to where this journey takes us—together.
She smiled, her fingers tracing the anchor pendant at her neck.
One day at a time sounds just right.
With a whispered prayer of gratitude, she closed her journal and climbed into bed. For the first time in a long time, her heart felt light—steady, anchored, and ready for whatever came next.



