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Her eyes pierced through the curtain of darkness outside, unblinking. The light at the rickety stairs below flickered. Rain flies circled and pitched on the glowing bulb, heedless to the danger. Off in the distance, the blue grey light of the moon coated the hills; leaving the trees and outhouse, attendant to the shadow of the slow rolling clouds above.

The freshly bathed grass tinged the atmosphere. She could still see water droplets, balancing precariously on the blades of grass. Just like her life. 

Anna felt none of the cheer she usually would from the simplicity of nature. She shunned its subtle, soothing dalliance with her emotions. Normally, she found peace in the night’s stillness; but not tonight. Instead, she was perched at the window sill, like an unwearied hawk. 

“No more,” Anna muttered under her breath.

“You will pay for this Candace.” Tears splashed on her habit. They were absorbed almost as quickly as they fell.

She would not sit idly. Candace had no right to treat her like yesterday’s garbage. She had been diligent and faithful over the years. Though initially, it was not her belief, she accepted Sister Candace’s ways and allowed her mentor to shape her into who she was today. This was not right and now she was being overlooked for another. 

It was a week before their wedding and Anna was excited. She wanted to surprise Davis, and maybe cook some dinner. It would be perfect, just the two of them. A smile transformed her face as she thought about her life with this godly man. He was everything she wanted.

When they met, Davis was a member on the youth choir. She had just transferred to the church after her parents, moved from Montego Bay. She missed her friends at Family Church on the Rock, but that now seemed like a lifetime ago. 

Her parents encouraged her to join the choir, as they thought it was a good way for her to make new friends. They were right.

Davis sang tenor and she sat next to him in rehearsals, with the other altos. He had invited her out on many occasions but she refused. A few months later, they were on the church bus, heading to sing at a church concert in August Town. He sat in the centre isle, beside her and they struck up a conversation.

After that they went out in groups, until Davis asked her parents’ permission to court her. Anna thought it old fashioned, but her parents seemed thrilled by it. After two years, he proposed to her. Anna was overjoyed. How could she be so blessed?

Anna thought of David fondly as she headed over to his apartment. She glanced up and down the main road checking for oncoming cars, as she crossed over in front of Greater Portmore mall. Her steps could be heard splashing in the small puddles of water. 

As she glided through the light drizzle, Anna braced her shoulders. She pulled on the sleeves of her sweater to ward off the chill creeping past her wrists. Vague hints of orange still coated the clouds in the distance, as the Sabbath sun slinked beneath the horizon. 

In 15 minutes she was at the entrance of the scheme. She could hear a lone car cruising on the opposite avenue, as she rounded the corner on Davis’ street. 

The lights at the back of the premises were on. She fished out the keys from her purse. She could see the lock, thanks to the street light. After a firm twist of her key, the front door opened with a faint squeak. Anna pulled it shut behind her. 

The unyielding rays sneaked through the feather curtains, into the living room. She placed her bag and keys on the kitchen counter. Through the cracks of the door, Anna could see the soft blue light of the energy saver bulbs in the back room. 

“Ah Davis, you keep forgetting the lights,” Anna sighed. Their light bill would be expensive, if this was how it would be, when they were married.

She opened the back room door. 

“Anna,” Davis pushed off the woman who was giving him more than a lap dance. “What are you doing here?”

“Davis!” Shock, despair and adrenaline coursed through her veins. 

“Anna, I can explain.” Davis struggled to zip his pants.

The putrid fumes of sweat assaulted her nose. The smooth tones of Ginuwine simmered in the background, as Anna’s eyes gulped in the naked limbs of beguiling females, draped all over the men she thought were her brothers in Christ. 

They froze. 

Guilty eyes stared back at her. Anna was disgusted and devastated. 

How could Davis be a part of this? How could he betray her like this?

She grasped the doorframe. Her pulse was beating loudly in her ears. The room started to spin. 

“No, no, no, no. no! This can’t be happening.” Anna spun around and grabbed her bag.

She sprinted from the house, as if the hounds of hell were at her heels. 

“Anna, Anna,” Davis shouted, stumbling as he tried to catch up with her. Anna didn’t stop. 

She barely made it back to her parent’s house, before bursting into tears. Her chest hurt as she gasped for air. The back door was opened. Her parents didn’t see her slip into her bedroom.
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