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Michael sat at the couple’s table that oversaw the auditorium. Next to him sat a stranger, well, almost a stranger. He had met her once before to seal the deal. Nothing felt as final as watching her walk down the aisle in a white dress, though. 

“You said your last name was Davis?” she asked.

“Yeah, that’s right.”

“Are you going to be offended if I don’t take your last name? I mean since this isn’t really. . .”

Michael shushed her, looking around at the nearly one hundred guests they had invited. The bigger the party, the more real it seemed. His grandma, who had outlived his father, was sitting at one of the closest tables, nodding and winking at him whenever she made eye contact. He wondered how she would feel in a year when she heard that he was getting a divorce. 

It wasn’t the ideal scenario. He had never imagined himself being forced to marry in order to get his inheritance, but then again, his father had been a bit of an extremist in some areas. 

“You’re not answering my question,” Corinne said to him.

Michael turned back to her and smiled, remembering that the whole room was watching. “You can do whatever you want, sweetie. It’s modern day. I don’t think people will balk at you keeping your last name, especially since you have a daughter.”

Michael followed Corinne’s line of sight to where her two-year-old daughter was being passed back and forth between different people who admired her chubbiness. Corinne muttered something that Michael didn’t catch.

‘What was that?”

“Nothing,” Corinne said through a smile that looked fake. 

Michael finished eating his dinner. It was easier to get through this when he had something to focus on. The organizer came up to them and tapped Michael on the shoulder. “Everyone’s finished eating. It’s time to do the garter throw and the bouquet toss.”

“Can’t we cut the cake first?” Michael looked over at the tempting, three-tiered cake. 

“What?” Corinne asked. “You scared of taking a peek under my dress?” she lifted the skirt of her simple white dress halfway up her calf, and Michael looked away. He wasn’t scared of getting the garter, but he knew it was going to affect him. Corinne was an attractive woman, but it wasn’t fair of him to start something with her when they were only going to be married a year, well, a year and a day. Michael wondered if the divorce proceedings took six months if he could start them six months into the marriage. He wouldn’t finalize it until the year mark, but at least when they hit that mark, Corinne could leave his life right away.

“Let’s go, honey,” Corinne put so much emphasis on the word that it sounded fake. Michael didn’t care. No one was within earshot. A chair was brought for Corinne, and she sat down. He positioned himself in front of her. She smiled and tugged at her dress, bringing it up further. Her profession was showing with the comfort she had of him, basically a stranger, diving under her skirts. 

The music changed to something more suggestive that Michael’s evangelist father probably would have cringed at, and Michael took a deep breath. He fished under Corinne’s skirt. Her leg was warm and smooth. He ran his hand along it, further and further up. Where had she put the garter? Some people in the crowd started cheering him on when his fingers located the thing. He looked up at Corinne, and she smiled at him. As he wrapped his fingers around the lacy thing, he brushed the edge of her underwear. He felt her stiffen just the tiniest bit. He had already stiffened, and he took his time bringing the garter down in the hopes it wouldn’t be as noticeable when he turned around. 

He twirled the garter around his head then threw it into the crowd of hopeful, single males. It didn’t fly as far as he had been planning, but at least his part was done. He reached down to help Corinne stand. She took his hand and leaned closer. For a second, Michael thought she was going to kiss him, but she whispered in his ear instead. “Not too bad for a rookie.” She called him a rookie? Just because he was a televangelist’s son didn’t mean he had saved himself for marriage. Neither had he slept with every girl around, but that had more to do with his personality than his beliefs. 

Michael made his way back to the table trying to focus on his watch and how much time they had left before they could just go to a hotel room and pass out. He was tired after all this time in the spotlight. But tonight would set up how people viewed their marriage. He had to be convincing. He smiled as his bride threw her flowers into the crowd. Did he look supportive enough?

The music changed to some line dancing favorites, and Corinne grabbed his hand. “We have to line dance.” Michael shrugged and stood awkwardly by his chair. He didn’t really know how to dance. He hadn’t been allowed as a kid, and he hadn’t put himself in opportunities to learn once he became an adult.

“Come on! It’s so fun!” Corinne was great at this. If he was watching her, he would never have any doubt that their marriage was real. She pulled him into the middle of the dance floor, and fifteen people gathered around them, performing the steps by heart. Michael tried to copy the kicks and turns, almost tripping on his own feet once. He was almost relieved when someone he didn’t recognize approached him and tried to get him to talk in the middle of the dance floor.

“So you’re Michael, huh? Why the rush to marry her? Did you get her pregnant already?” the woman who was staring at him looked older, in her sixties, and she didn’t look happy about their marriage.

“Yes, I’m Michael. Can I ask who you are?”

Corinne stopped dancing, and her face clouded over. “Mom, we’re dancing. Leave us alone.” So, clearly, Corinne didn’t have a good relationship with her mother. Interesting to know. 

“So dancing is more important than introducing me to the groom? I’m disappointed in you, but I shouldn’t be surprised. You’ve always been a selfish b-”

“Mom!”

“I’m Michael,” Michael said, trying to stop people from looking in their direction. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I apologize that we didn’t meet beforehand, but now is a great chance too.”

“I’m Jane,” the older woman said, still not pleased with him. “Anyway, I didn’t come over to talk with you. I didn’t expect you to actually go through with this, Corinne. Congratulations. I’m here to inform you that I’m going to fight you for custody of Erica. She doesn’t deserve to grow up in a family where you always have strange men in the house. Do you know the rate of sexual abuse in a situation like yours? You’re not stable enough for her, so I’m going to take her away.”

“You can’t do that!” Corinne almost yelled. The dancers had started to gather around and see what was happening.

“Let’s go over here,” Michael suggested, motioning to the table where they had eaten their dinner. Corinne didn’t need a second invitation to storm over. She and her mother clearly had an interesting relationship.
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Two weeks later, Michael got home from his job and went upstairs to the bedroom he now shared with Corinne. He saw her lacy underwear on the floor in front of the bathroom and heard her in the shower. Michael swallowed as he stood there for a minute, his brain imagining exactly what part of her body she might be washing right then. He moistened his lips and sat on the edge of the bed, seemingly unable to do anything except think about Corinne’s naked body in the shower. They hadn’t said anything about the physical part of their relationship, but since physical relationships weren’t something that was necessary to keep up appearances, he had thought it would be cleaner to abstain.

Michael shook himself, stood up, and went to his bedside drawer. Corinne seemed to be very unskilled in the cooking department. He would order something out since it was already 5:30. Michael reached into the drawer for his “fun” money, his fingers scrabbling around for a few moments. 

He frowned and checked the drawer again, removing the two books he was currently reading and the hand lotion that he always intended to use before he went to sleep. There was no money there. His stomach dropped. He knew there was a good $150 in the drawer, if not $200. Where had it gone?

He heard the shower turn off, and he knew immediately where it was. Michael set his jaw and crossed his arms, waiting for her to come out and face him. Her daughter started crying just then. Sometimes, Michael forgot that Erica was there. She was so content to play by herself.

“Mommy’s coming!” Corinne called from the bathroom. She must not realize that Michael had gotten home or that he had discovered what had happened with his money. He left the room and found Erica waking up from a nap in her crib. She had curly brown hair and fat cheeks. She blinked her watery eyes when she saw him.

“You don’t have to cry for someone to come get you,” Michael told the girl, even though she probably had no idea what he was saying. He scooped the child up, and Erica studied his face for a minute before laying her head against his shoulder.

“There’s no way you’re going to be tired enough to go to bed at a decent hour,” Michael said. “Your mom should really stop letting you nap so late.”

Erica popped her finger in her mouth and continued to rest against his chest. Corinne rushed down the hallway, wearing leggings and a tunic shirt. Her hair was still wet. She pulled up when she saw Michael holding Erica.

“Oh, I didn’t know you were home yet.”

“Yes, just got home,” he said. Corinne looked so young with her hair wet like that. She could pass for twenty-five, but even at twenty-five, she would be old enough to know that taking money from someone else
















d2d_images/cover.jpg
CORINNE'S REDEMPTION

LAUREN FAULKNER






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





