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Sweet College Romance: 12,600 words

      

    


​I knew spring had arrived because of the grape juice.

During winter, the grape juice in the plastic communion cup I tossed back every Sunday morning was icy, sweet, and delicious. During summer, it was warm and sour. This morning, the grape juice was tepid, at best. If I hadn’t already seen the daffodils and Bradford pears blooming as I entered the church building, this would have clinched it.

I must have made a disappointed face. My mother, knowing my passion for anything Welch’s, gave me an annoyed look, as I passed her the silver tray. “Julia!” she murmured in a no-nonsense voice that intimidated me when I was ten. At twenty-one, it was still effective.

I went back to thinking about Christ’s suffering on the cross, how He died that we could live. I had already broken off my piece of unleavened bread, and as I had chewed, I had thought only of His broken body. I had had only good intentions when I lifted the cup up to my lips. It was Jesus’ blood, and not to be taken lightly. And then it was tepid.

Sighing, I closed my eyes, and tried to focus better. This was why we all gathered together, to remember this last supper. To partake in it every Lord’s day, with fellow Christians. I knew all of this. And yet, I was having a hard time. I prayed silently to God to forgive my wandering thoughts. I started to tack on a P.S. about future grape juice temperature, but decided not to push my luck.

At least I had remembered to write out my contribution check earlier. Lately, since I had been so scattered, I did good to write it out as they were passing the contribution tray down my pew. Did I sign it? I quickly turned it over, and reassured myself one more time. I placed the check face-down in the tray, and passed the tray to Mom. I used to fold my contribution check twice, but my brother-in-law, Shane, complained about having to unfold all of those checks when he and the other men were counting the contribution.

I glanced up and saw Adam Blake standing at the end of the pew, as he took the tray from my dad. Adam, my one-time crush at church camp when I was an eighth-grader and he was a senior and one of the counselors, met my eyes with amusement. He must have seen me flipping the check over. He also probably heard my mother’s scolding.

Great. The blush was starting. I was twenty-one, after all, and I should have been past all this by now. Today was not the first time I was grateful for my olive complexion. I bent my head, allowing my dark chin-length hair to cover my flushed cheeks, just in case.

Ah, Adam. He was the one who’d always made my heart accelerate, especially when he’d flash that easy smile of his at me. Thick chestnut hair, hazel eyes, a long, lean body, he’d made all the older girls sigh and try to find excuses to sit next to him in the sanctuary. I knew he’d enjoyed the attention. He was a guy, after all.
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