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      My nubile body trembles, my breathing hitching in my throat at my boyfriend’s words.

      “Oh yeah, that’s it. Take it. Take it you slut!”

      I whimper, biting down on my lower lip. Tears prick the edges of my eyes as I try to resist the urge to cry out. He’s never used that kind of language with me. We’re Godly people, and so the word is like a slap across the face.

      “Samantha! Oh, you feel so good,” he calls out, and I can’t resist anymore.

      “Jeremy!” I cry as I slam open the door to his bedroom, catching him in bed with someone I only vaguely recognize. After that, I’m not sure what to say. It’s enough for him to know that I was here. That I caught him cheating on me.

      I run out of his dorm hall, summoning a driver to take me… somewhere. Away from this.
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      He has been calling non-stop, but I can’t face him. He was the one who told me we should wait. I listened, and I obeyed and I trusted that he was waiting along with me. That he was also suffering those pangs of desire after we kiss, that it was having a toll on him having to resist doing what our bodies so desperately wanted to.

      I’ve been going wild with lust ever since we started dating. Jeremy is athletic and dresses well and smells delicious. It’s been torture having to wait for graduation and, after that, marriage, but it was worthwhile because we were—I thought—in this together.

      But it turns out he’s been cheating on me.

      When I hear his voice behind me at the mall, I first think it’s another hallucination. At least, until his hand is on my shoulder, spinning me around on the glossy linoleum floors.

      “Liss… Liss, I’ve been texting… calling even!”

      Tears spring into my eyes and I look away.

      He guides my face back, not content to let me even have that level of control over myself.

      “I don’t want to make a scene here,” I sniffle. My fingertips play with the hem of my buttercup yellow blouse. I’m by myself, trying to distract myself by looking at some new clothes. He gets down on a knee, and my heart seizes.

      Don’t do it. Not like this. Not here.

      I glance around, mortified. Doesn’t he know me at all? This is so… public. Humiliating! He’s putting me on the spot because he knows I won’t make a scene. When he pulls out a ring box, I want to disappear into the ground.

      “Liss, I’m so sorry. But it’s over with Samantha. This is the new me, I promise. And so…” he takes my hand, sliding an antique ring down my finger before I can say anything. “A promise ring. A promise for you to be faithful to me. To stay pure and beautiful until I can really propose.”

      My head spins. It’s only after I’m back in my private room later that night that I realize that he was swearing me to faithfulness, with no promise of his own in return.
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      I took the ring off the second I excused myself at the mall with a polite but vague agreement, but the next morning, I stare at it.

      It’s beautiful. Clearly old, with a beautiful silver band and several tasteful diamonds inlaid in it. It’s not like a normal promise ring, I know that. Maybe he is really trying? Maybe this really is his way of making it better?

      Then why wasn’t he wearing the matching ring? That’s how these things are supposed to work, right? Sure, he’s an athlete, and only ever wears his class ring, but still. I glide it down my finger, surprised by how well it fits. Did he go through all the trouble to get it fitted for me?

      I stare at it for a long time before deciding I should get to service. My dress has puffy sleeves and a skirt that swirls when I turn around, and the cream colour goes nice with my skin. I pull my blonde hair up in a modest bun and notice the flush in my cheeks.

      Jeremy will be waiting for me at service along with his father, I’m sure. His father is a professor at our school, so they always go to church together, though I don’t know the man well. He lost his wife when Jeremy was young, and is always dressed in a nice suit.

      I see him before I see Jeremy, and my heart begins to pound. Worse than that, there’s a heat travelling down through my belly, between my legs. Mr. Roberts looks right at me, hesitating for a second before waving me over.

      His dark hair is slicked back, his beard neatly groomed. I watch his Adam’s apple bob as he swallows, before he regains his composure and smiles.

      “Well hello, little Alice. Aren’t you looking positively radiant today?”

      I catch a scent of a woodsy cologne as he reaches out, touching my bare upper arm in a congenial way, though he’s never done that before.

      “Thank you, Mr. Roberts. Where is Jeremy?”

      “Ah, poor boy. Out sick, he says. Must be bad to keep him from you. Ah, and the Lord,” he adds on quickly.

      I float closer to him, into his protective bubble, as if in a trance.

      “Can I still sit with you, Mr. Roberts? It’s actually better he’s not here. I don’t know if he’s told you…”

      He looks down at me, shaking his head slowly. His firm hand rises up, tucking some blonde hair behind my ear that had escaped my bun, his fingertips gliding along my sensitive skin. He lingers there, and my eyes flutter closed, my lips parting, waiting for a kiss that doesn’t come.

      “We should head inside. We’ll sit near the back, so we can speak in private,” he offers, putting his fingers on my lower back to guide me in. The building is large and smells distinctly like church, and he guides me into one of the darkened pews in the back corner, letting me in towards the wall.

      His thigh touches mine as he sits, and there’s a dampness between my legs. As the congregation settles, he speaks to me softly.

      “Alice, you remind me so much of my late wife. You are beautiful and pure, just like she was on our wedding night.”

      It’s a strange choice of words, to focus on the wedding night, rather than the ceremony itself. After all, the cream dress I’m wearing with its soft fabric is closer to a wedding gown than pajamas. But him looking at me, thinking of his wedding night?

      I glance at him with a small smile.

      “You were both pure, then?”

      He nods, placing a hand surreptitiously on my knee. I glance down, and note he’s wearing a ring similar to mine, though without the diamond arrangement. It glistens as his hand rubs my knee, his thumb stroking my supple skin.

      “Are you pure, little Alice?” he asks, leaning in closer towards me, his shoulder brushing mine. “You feel pure…”
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