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         The lemon filled my hand. It felt hot from the sun. I slowly let my thumb slide over the smooth lemon peel, letting it fall into place in the basket. It was half full already with all kinds of citrus fruits. The tree’s beautiful stiff leaves released a fresh smell as I grabbed them lightly to get my hands on the fruit. Of course, it was the flowers that truly were the masters of fine scent. I closed my eyes. I thanked the Father for this wonderful scent that was being so generously shared with me without demanding anything in return.


A bee flew past and landed determinedly on a flower right in front of my eyes. I watched it fumbling around and touching the flower’s silky matt petals. It disappeared into the deep middle a short while, before flying away – buzzing to itself whilst carrying its prize of rich, powdery pollen.


During my time as a young novice, nature’s carefree way of uniting had made things difficult for me. It disturbed me and worried me. The flowers opened themselves shamelessly and flaunted themselves. There where sexual interactions everywhere, plainly out in the open. It pulled and tore at my body. I was only a young lad with hot bodily functions. The nights were full of dreams where my phallus bulged out and was stiff as a board. It exploded out cum as I wriggled powerlessly. But that was a long time ago now. The rough monk habit caressed my naked feet. The coarse fabric was, in a way, a sign for my body and my life. I tried being faithful to the spiritual path and found the peace I’d been looking for.


I looked out over the monastery walls. A dark cloud was drifting in from the ocean. The sun threw silver against a falcon that silently flew through the air with quick wing strokes towards the rock face. Without realising it, I shuddered at the sight of the bird. I bent down and grabbed my basket, getting ready to leave the monastery garden.


That’s when I saw him. His steely eyes locked themselves on me, long before I met his gaze. He stood by the red rose tree, looking a little puzzled and lost in the unfamiliar clothing. It was just his gaze that wasn’t shy. It actually felt as if he had been waiting for me forever. And there I was, waiting, calmly and patiently.


I had difficulty gathering my thoughts during mass. Irrelevant questions kept popping up in my head during the hymns. For example, what was his name? Where was he now? Of course, we hadn’t talked together. The rules of conversation were very strict. During the meal, I could just see the new brother from the corner of my eye, but I avoided his gaze, even though I felt threads of invisible silk unite us, soul to soul and, what was worse, body to body! I was on fire. Alone in my cell, I fell to my knees by my bunk bed. After fifteen long years – why? Why did I have to be tested? The sight of Antonio – that was his name – was etched on my mind. The bright flame inside of me was lit up. I prayed to the Father to put it out. Again and again, I prayed for forgiveness of my sins.


Feeling relaxed and free again, I went to do my chores in the herb garden the next morning. All difficult thoughts were gone. I was again filled with peace. Not even when the Abbot approached with Antonio did my feeling of serenity lessen. The Abbot quickly told me that the young novice was to be taught the healing powers of herbs. He was, therefore, under my care. He left us alone.


The eyes that had been waiting for so long met mine again. The top of his head shone in the morning sun. It was as if the colour red was thrust into my every cell, like an obsession! My heart beat faster. My dick grew enormous under my robe. For every breath I drew in, my dick seemed to shamelessly fill up with blood. Light-headed horniness swirled around in my body, only to focus in on my unmentionable body parts – it felt as if my cock was boiling and throbbing with sinful lust. It was as if the pulsation in my phallus echoed between the rock faces surrounding us. We mechanically gathered wormwood, hop, and red clover. All I wanted to do was to be in my cell all alone to pray and talk to my Father.


By the grapevine, Antonio placed two fingers on my hand for a second or two. It was only to get my attention while we worked. Even deliberately touching each other’s bodies was illegal in our monastery. I should have jumped and pulled my hand back as if on fire. Instead, I remained calm. The memory of the touch settled into my body. I was suddenly very aware that I was a physical body – a sinful body. I wasn’t the humble monk that’d been called to religious duty. Not now. It was as if I’d been possessed. I was completely obsessed with the simplest of feelings.


I avoided Brother Antonio’s eyes during the rest of the work. I did whatever I could to shut my ears so I wouldn’t hear his heartbeats. As quickly as possible, I made my way to my cell. I prayed for forgiveness of sin for a long while. I didn’t calm down until late at night. When I woke up the next morning, I didn’t have the feeling that I’d been hoping for of peace and relief in my soul. My lips were placed lightly against the very place that Brother Antonio had touched. My blood was boiling in my body. I fell to my knees on the stone floor.


“My dear God, why do you give me bodily lust when it’s sinful to follow its desires?”

I prayed for the temptation to be removed. Afterwards, I felt a little calmer. My prayers must’ve been heard – they came straight from my deepest need.
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