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The confessional smelled like old cedar and secrets.

I stepped inside before I could talk myself out of it, tugging the little wooden door shut behind me. The cushion was worn but warm beneath me, the velvet faded with time and penance. On the other side of the thin lattice screen, I saw only a shadow. Just enough light from the altar candles to catch the outline of someone sitting still — not moving, not speaking.

For a second, I froze.

Then I whispered, “I haven’t done this in years.”

A pause. Long enough that I wondered if maybe they hadn’t heard me.

Then a low voice — male — said, “Start wherever you need to.”

I almost laughed. But it caught in my throat.

I wasn’t even Catholic anymore. Hadn’t been for a long time. The last time I sat in one of these booths, I still lived with my parents and thought masturbation would summon demons. Now I lived alone, drank oat milk lattes, and mostly just summoned anxiety.

But something about this place made me feel... honest.

“I touched myself last night,” I said.

The words came out like a test. Soft, but sharp. A match struck in the dark.

Another pause.

Then that same voice: “How did it feel?”

I blinked.

“What?”

“Was it good?”

I leaned forward slightly. The screen between us stayed dark, the shape of him still just that — a shape.

“You’re not a priest,” I said.

“No,” he said. “I’m not.”

“Then what are you doing in here?”

His voice dipped lower. Like a secret.

“Listening.”

I didn’t know what to do with that. My pulse kicked up, my thighs suddenly too warm in the small, wooden box.

“You come here often?” I asked dryly, trying to hide the way my voice had gone tight.

He chuckled, and the sound traveled through me like heat. “Only when I feel like I might say something I shouldn’t.”

I swallowed.

This wasn’t what I came here for. I came for quiet. For somewhere to sit and not be perceived. Somewhere I could think without the sound of my neighbor’s blender or the endless drone of shitty podcasts trying to sell me protein powder.

But this?

This was something else entirely.

“You said you touched yourself,” he said again. “What were you thinking about?”

“You ask a lot of questions.”

“So do you.”

I let a beat pass. Just to see if he’d fill the silence again. He didn’t. He waited. Patient. Like he had all night.

I shifted on the cushion.

“It wasn’t anything special,” I said. “Just... late. Couldn’t sleep.”

“And?”

“And I was lonely.”

He exhaled, and I felt it more than heard it. Like the whole booth inhaled with him.

“Did you finish?”

“Jesus.”

He laughed, low and warm. “That’s not an answer.”

My cheeks burned. “Yeah,” I said finally. “I finished.”
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