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	Caleb was caring yet unorthodox. He knew she would not consent to sex before marriage and, deciding that now indulging his fetish was enough, he didn’t push for much more.
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	he sun shone brightly over the small white church on Dine Street. Birds chirped, and a soft breeze rustled the leaves. Inside, the congregation sang the final hymn, their voices rising in harmony.


	Abigail Carter stood in the front pew, her long dark hair falling down her back, a grey trilby-style hat perched elegantly on her head. She wore a long-sleeved black sweater, striped with shining silvery stripes, her Bible clutched to her chest.


	At twenty-two, Abigail was known for her kindness, her faith, and her radiant smile.


	As the service ended, people spilt out onto the lawn, chatting and laughing. Abigail stepped out, adjusting her hat, when a deep voice called her name.


	“Abigail, right?” A tall man with warm brown eyes and a neat beard approached. He wore a white shirt and khaki pants, his smile friendly. “I’m Caleb. New to the church. Saw you singing today. You’ve got a beautiful voice.”


	Abigail blushed. “Thank you, Caleb. Welcome to our church.”


	“Heading home?” he asked, gesturing to a shiny black car parked nearby. “I could give you a ride if you’d like.”


	She hesitated, then smiled. “That’s kind of you. Sure, I’d appreciate it. God bless you.”


	They walked to the car, and Abigail slid into the passenger seat, allowing her crumpled sweater to reset itself into place. “Thank you again,” she said as Caleb started the engine.


	“No problem,” he said, glancing at her. “So, Abigail, do you have a boyfriend?”


	She laughed softly, her cheeks pink. “No, I’m still waiting on God to bring the right man into my life.”


	Caleb nodded, his eyes on the road. “What kind of man are you looking for?”


	“Just a God-fearing man,” she said simply. “Someone who loves the Lord and wants to build a life rooted in faith.”


	He smiled. “I like that. I’m looking for a Christian girl myself. But, I’ll be honest, I have… a thing. A preference.”


	Abigail tilted her head, curious. “What do you mean?”


	Caleb’s smile turned sheepish. “It’s a bit unusual. I love women who smoke cigarettes. The smell of it… on their clothes, their fingers, their breath… it’s just something I’m drawn to.”


	Abigail’s eyes widened, her heart skipping a beat. Smoking? Her parents had always taught her it was a sin, harmful to the body, a temple of the Holy Spirit. She swallowed, unsure what to say. “That’s…different,” she stuttered.


	Caleb chuckled. “I know, it’s not for everyone. But I don’t judge. If I find a woman who smokes, I’d love her with everything I have. Faith, heart, all of it.”


	They pulled up to her house, a neat two-story home with a cross on the front door. Abigail’s mind spun, but Caleb’s warm smile put her at ease. “I enjoyed talking to you, Abigail,” he said, handing her his phone. “Can I get your number? Maybe we could grab coffee sometime.”


	She hesitated, then typed her number in. “Sure. I’d like that.”


	“Great,” he said. “See you soon, Abigail.”


	She stepped out, waving as he drove off. Her heart raced. Caleb was handsome, charming, and seemed to love God. But his fetish? She shook her head, whispering a prayer for guidance.


	Two days after Caleb dropped Abigail off, they met at a small cafe. Abigail wore her grey trilby-style hat, her long, dark hair falling neatly over her shoulders, and a simple, cream-coloured dress. Caleb, in a grey button-up and jeans, greeted her with a gentle smile.
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