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I wake up not to the gentle chirping of birds outside my small, tidy apartment, but to the frantic, hammering beat of my own heart. It's a wild drum against my ribs, and for a moment, I don't know where I am. The dream is still clinging to me, a shroud of heat and shadow. In it, I was with a man whose face I never saw, but whose hands I felt everywhere. His touch was a brand, leaving trails of fire on my skin, and a deep, insistent ache had bloomed low in my belly, a place I had never dared to think about.

My eyes fly open, and the familiar sight of my plain white ceiling does nothing to calm me. The feeling, the humming, is still there. It’s a low, treacherous vibration deep below my navel, a living thing that pulses with a life of its own. A gasp tears from my throat as I realize my body is betraying me. My thin cotton nightgown is damp, clinging to my skin, and between my legs, there is a slick, unfamiliar warmth. A wave of nausea and shame washes over me so hot and fast it makes me dizzy. This is it. This is the sin Pastor Michael warns about, the nasty, clawing feeling that drags decent souls into the pit.

I scramble out of bed as if the sheets are on fire, my legs tangling in the blanket. I stumble to the center of my small room, my bare feet cold against the hardwood floor. I wrap my arms around myself, hugging my torso, but I can't get away from it. The humming is stronger now, a thrumming that seems to resonate in my bones. I can feel a tight, pulling ache deep inside, a hollow space that suddenly demands to be filled. My breasts feel heavy, my nipples tight, sensitive points that brush against the fabric of my gown and send fresh shocks of panic through me.

"Stop it," I whisper to my own body, a desperate, useless command. "Stop it right now." I begin to pace, a frantic, caged animal in my own room. The small space feels like a prison, the morning light filtering through the window an accusation. I am supposed to be at the church in an hour, organizing Pastor Michael's sermons, a pillar of propriety. How can I face him? How can I sit at my desk, my hands steady on the keyboard, when this... this demon is humming inside me? I press the heels of my hands hard against my lower belly, trying to physically crush the feeling, but all I do is press against the source of the heat, and it only seems to pulse back at me, stronger. I am a good girl. I am a God-fearing woman. So why does my body feel like a stranger? Why does it hum with a song of sin?

The first thing I do is reach for my armor. I wrestle my body into the tightest bra I own, a utilitarian, beige thing meant to lock everything down, to create a smooth, unremarkable plane. The pressure is a relief, a cage for the treacherous feelings in my chest. I pull on a simple, high-necked blouse and a long skirt, covering myself as completely as possible. In the kitchen, the ritual of making coffee steadies my trembling hands, the bitter scent a familiar anchor in the storm of my body. But as I bring the mug to my lips, the humming returns, a low thrum against my ribs, a reminder that the sin is still inside me, waiting.

The drive to the church is a nightmare of dissociation. I am behind the wheel of my car, my hands on the leather, my foot on the gas, but I feel untethered, floating beside myself. The hum is a constant passenger, a vibration that seems to travel up through the car's floor and into my very bones, making me feel slick and alien in my own skin. For a blessed stretch, the traffic clears, and the mindless act of navigating the flow of cars forces my thoughts elsewhere. But the moment I turn into the church's gravel parking lot, the humming roars back to life, a triumphant, mocking presence.

This is a horrible day. The church, my sanctuary, feels like a courtroom. I can feel every pair of eyes on me as I walk to my desk, even though no one is looking. I am certain my guilt is a visible stain that the deacons and the ladies from the prayer circle can see the hum thrumming just beneath my skin. My fingers fumble on the keyboard, typing nonsense, my mind a complete blank. I can't concentrate. I can't pray. I can't breathe. I can't work here. Not like this.

This is a part-time job, a small, steady thing that gives my life structure. But today, that structure feels like a cage. I need to escape. An idea, desperate and wild, takes root. The family cabin. It’s isolated, quiet, a place where God feels closer and the world feels farther away. I have to go.

I tell Pastor Michael I'm feeling unwell, a lie that feels like another sin, and pack my bag. I grab my Bible from my desktop, its leather cover cool and solid in my hands. This will guide me, I pray. This will chase the devil out. I leave at noon, the sun high in the sky, and drive straight up into the mountains, leaving the town, the church, and the war in my soul far behind me.

The familiar crunch of my tires on the gravel driveway is a small comfort, but the hum in my belly is a relentless, low thrum that has not quieted the entire trip. I fumble with the key, my fingers stiff and clumsy, and finally push open the heavy cabin door. The air inside is cool and still, smelling of pine and dust, the scent of solitude. I drop my bag and move on autopilot, my body knowing the ritual even as my mind is in chaos. I measure the coffee, I pour the water, I wait for the hiss and gurgle of the old machine, all while the humming persists, a secret, shameful engine running inside me.
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With the warm mug wrapped in my hands, I sit at the small wooden table. I need guidance. I need an answer. I need God to tell me what is wrong with me. I place the Bible on the table, its heavy presence a promise of order, and let it fall open. My eyes land on a passage in the middle of the page. I read the words, and my blood runs cold.

"Your lips are like a scarlet ribbon; your mouth is lovely. Your temples behind your veil are like the halves of a pomegranate."

My breath catches. Song of Solomon. The book of love poetry, the one Pastor Michael says is an allegory for Christ and the Church. I force myself to keep reading, my eyes scanning the lines as if they might bite.

"Your neck is like the tower of David, built with courses of stone; on it hang a thousand shields, all of them shields of warriors. Your breasts are like two fawns, like twin fawns of a gazelle that browse among the lilies."

I can't breathe. The mug slips in my hand, hot coffee sloshing over my fingers, but I barely feel the burn. I slam the Bible shut, the sound echoing like a gunshot in the quiet cabin. I can't believe what I just read. I came here for refuge, for a word against the sin, for a command to be pure. And instead, I opened the holy book and found a poem celebrating
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