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Bless me, Father, for I have sinned.

 


I was a good girl.

 


I had always been a good girl.

 


Until one day, I wasn’t.


 


***

 


The church was empty and the air
inside was cool. The dark wood door of the confessional stood just
a few feet away, inviting me in. Inside that tiny wooden room, the
air was warm and still. I could see the form of Father Williams
through the divider and my breath caught at the sight of the
handsome young priest.

 


"Bless me, Father, for I have sinned. It has been
two weeks since my last confession."

 


“Tell me your sins, child.”

 


I was just eighteen, but I
bristled briefly at being called child before beginning. “I lied to
my parents about where I was going last night. I told them I was
going to the movies with friends, but I went to my boyfriend’s
house instead. His parents are out of town, so we had a chance to
be alone. I’ve always been dedicated to saving myself for marriage,
but I love Eric so much, and he wanted to touch me so
badly.

 


“I told him that I came into his house a virgin, and
I would leave the same way, but what we did doesn’t really count as
sex, right?” I sounded unconvinced even to my own ears.

 


“I can’t judge the level of your sin without more
details. Continue.”

 


Obediently, I did. “At first it was just kissing,
but he kept putting his hands under my skirt. At first I kept my
legs closed but he just kept kissing me and I started to relax,” I
shifted in my seat, the memories flooding back and bringing the
feelings of shame and arousal with them.

 


"He put his hand inside my panties and then he
kissed my neck and said, ‘I can feel how much you want this.' He
started touching me, and it just felt so good that I let him. He
pressed two of his fingers inside of me and started pumping them in
and out. I could feel this pressure building up inside my body like
a volcano and he just kept rubbing me until I started shaking. ‘I'm
going to make you come,' he said. He pushed his fingers deep inside
of me, and I came on the couch in his living room, my skirt around
my waist and my legs spread open for anyone to see.

 


"He took his fingers out of me and I heard the
zipper of his pants go down. I'd never seen a man naked before, but
there he was. It was hard and red, and he took my hand and said,
‘Stroke it. I made you feel good.' So I did. I slid my hand up and
down, and when he tangled his fingers in my hair and pushed my head
down, I opened my mouth and let him put it inside. I bobbed my head
up and down and in a few seconds, I tasted salt as he finished in
my mouth.

 


“I can still taste it,” I finished. My face was
bright with embarrassment as I realized just how explicit I had
gotten in front of a priest. “I want to be good. I want to be pure.
I made a mistake. I just want to be forgiven so I can start anew,”
I whispered, keeping my eyes focused on my folded hands.

 


“How can someone who lets herself be used like a
whore ever be pure?” The words were soft, but I heard the venom in
every syllable.

 


I look up to stare into his dark eyes, piercing me
through the screen. “I want to be forgiven,” I repeat.

 


“Don’t we all. You’ll need quite the act of
contrition to earn forgiveness for this. Are you prepared to submit
to the will of God?” His voice was cold as iron. Saying no was
unthinkable.

 


“Yes.”

 


He pushed aside the flimsy barrier that hung between
us and pulled me down onto his lap. I could feel the evidence of
his lust pressing between my thighs. I had come right from Eric’s
house to the church, so the crotch of my panties was still damp
from earlier. Retelling the story had awakened my senses again, and
the priest’s rough handling had me dripping with want.

 


The thin white cotton ripped easily and he tossed it
aside. “Golden hair above and below,” he said, tracing his finger
down the length of my slit. “You really are a filthy slut aren’t
you? Lusting after a man of the cloth, after all.”

 


Without giving any warning he shoved three fingers
inside of me. I groaned, the feeling of fullness almost too much to
bear. He drove his fingers in and out of me pushing me closer and
closer to orgasm, but pulling back each time before the waves of
release could crash over me.
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