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Father Gabriel

The smell of incense fills my nostrils.

The freshly cleaned confessional is quiet and peaceful.

I imagine the round and warm, massive bulge of Eva's belly. I imagine her warm, fertile body flexing under my fingers.

Hot skin that carries a burden and weight greater than itself.

I imagine her small, beating heart convulsing under the too-tight monestray robes, pressed against her swollen breasts that are filling harder and harder with the sinful juices of the poor,  blessed girl.

A girl who came to my monastery a year ago in search of refuge, salvation, isolation from the burden and shame she carried alone for too long.

Innocent and chaste Evangelina, who appeared at the door of a secluded, stone monastery crying, hopeless and completely lost, without a piece of faith that she could be saved, and looking for only one thing -

An escape from her fertile body that she no longer knew how to carry.

She asked for forgiveness, mercy, and redemption.

Or, even worse and more than that, she was asking for a punishment, an atonement for sins she did not commit, but which, nevertheless, like an invisible force, crept under her skin, under the sweaty body she could no longer hide, making her irresistibly sinful, lost in her milky abyss, and absolutely ready to submit to the will of God.

I welcomed her then, in my holy house, and my hardened heart surrendered only to God, ready to do everything in my power to help her.

Ready to kneel with her and beg for her redemption, asking for forgiveness for the sinful, sweet juices that flowed from her.

Ready to take her suffering upon me, no matter how heavy that cross might be.

However, as time went on, Evangeline's curse, the milk potion, whether divine or demonic, became increasingly difficult.

The sweet smell of incense and the silence of God's rooms were no longer enough to soothe her.

Fasting and balms made from rare herbs did not heal and cleanse her body; on the contrary, they made it even more fertile, milky, and full.

The juices flowed from her, overflowing and heavy, pouring down the warm skin along with the tears of a girl who was powerless, and who, in agony, asked only for one thing - forgiveness and redemption and an end to the terrible suffering she could no longer fight.

I gave her cold water and washed her hot, burning, and throbbing temples. I held her, as if in a frenzy, she begged for an end to her suffering.

I watched her writhe and shake in my arms, too heavy and too full, and too weak to go on.

I had to do something.

Every servant of God was obliged to do good and to give his whole self to help the one who was suffering.

Evangeline's suffering was too great.

Too big to look at with a calm heart.

That's why, in the darkness of the chapel, in the half-shadow of the holy space, I began to do God's work, desperate, I unbuttoned her wet, black robe and every day earnestly and readily emptied the juices that were pressing on her chest.

I drained her to the last drop, caressing her golden hair that glowed in the warm, flickering shadows of the sun streaming through the windows, and I became equal parts mesmerized and possessed by the tearful face of the helpless girl who gave herself completely to me.

Her body was now in my hands; she alone was ready to do and agree to anything to get rid of the terrible burden.

She didn't ask questions; she didn't speak.

Calm as a carved statue, she knelt on the marble floor, hidden by the wooden doors of the chapel, and allowed my hands to ease her sinful body even a little.

After that, she stayed inside alone for a long time, begging for forgiveness and healing.

Begging God to end the suffering and drain the juices that swelled her fertile, chaste breasts.

Begging for a cure.

But there was no forgiveness, and her prayers were not answered.

Every morning, anew, I would secretly watch her get up before everyone else, and bandage her breasts with heavy, cotton cloths to even a little reduce the pressure and pain, and then hide them unsuccessfully, under the still too tight, long, black robe, which by noon would have become shamefully soaked with her thick, sour-sweet juice.

Every day, anew, I would watch how by sunset, her eyes lose every glimmer of hope, and how silent, lost, and completely submissive she enters the confessional, crushed by the burden and the amount of fluid she is no longer able to contain within herself.

-It's time, Eva.

Then I would whisper softly to her, and lead her secretly to the back, away from all prying eyes, undressing her body, on which I became as if, God forgive me, addicted, wrapped up in  her nakedness, addicted on the white skin that shines from the dark shadows, on the heat of the boiling blood that streams in her, as if frantic, myself as if possessed and cursed, and squeezing her warm, red, small bulges with my rough hands, watching in a daze as the sweet juice slides out of her and fills the metal buckets beside my legs.

I begged the most holy Lord to show me the way, the way, and deliverance, how to save young Eve from her terrible burden.

I knew that, sooner or later, she would crack under this terrible pressure.

And one morning, woken up rested and fresh, by the chirping of birds from the branched treetops - I knew, I saw, the only way, medicine and path that would save her.

I couldn't afford to lose her, so I was ready to do absolutely anything.

To do even what may have been fornication and sacrilege in the eyes of the ordinary world.

A world that will never understand mighty God's ways.

I was ready to do it, because I knew that the love I felt for her was deep and pure, driven by only one desire and motivation - to help a young, hopeless girl, whose tearful, brown eyes had now become the color of my every dream.

I knew in every vein of my body what the cure she needed was.

A purification ritual.

A holy union that will finally heal her.

A joining ritual that will relieve her of all pain and terrible pressure, filling her with a new, warm fluid, and expelling all sin and suffering from her.

In the privacy of the chapel, in the late afternoon hours, which were now reserved for our secret release, for emptying her body of the burden she had been carrying all day, I said to her gravely:

-Evangelina, I had the most wonderful dream. The path to your ultimate healing is closer than ever. I asked God to show me the way, and he did, with all His grace. I know how to free you from your terrible burden forever.

Her red eyes, swollen from crying, looked at me unblinkingly, as if petrified, and her body, tense and firm, seemed to have completely stopped moving.

-Yes, Father?

She spoke with new confidence and hope in her voice.

- The purification ritual, in which our bodies will unite, is the only thing that can bring you permanent relief.

Eva looked at me calmly, seriously, the air around us seemed to become thicker, warmer, and the entire chapel was filled with a sweet and fresh fragrance.

She spoke again, her voice trembling.

- Father, when I came here, I gave my body to you to do with it as you wish. I am sinful and weak, and I only ask for the redemption of my poor soul. I trust you with all my heart, Father, that your prophecy will save me. I am ready to give myself completely to you.

I stroked her golden hair, letting myself feel the silky softness of her golden strands under my fingers.

Still naked, she stood still and ready, kneeling before me, waiting patiently for my next word.

I allowed myself to feel a slight pulsation in my groin that started to tighten pleasantly, that feeling of hardness and strength that I haven't felt in such a long time.

I allowed myself that because I knew that it was all happening according to a higher plan.

I knew that this was necessary in order for our ritual of cleansing and union to be complete and successful.

-Very good, Evangeline.

I put both of my hands on her small, white shoulders.

I laid her down on the cold, marble floor and then entered deep into the wet space of her womb, ready to fill her with my juices that would bring her eternal healing.

Evangeline
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I feel the cold, monastic marble pressing into the soft skin of my white knees.

I am kneeling, hands folded tightly in front of me in a sign of prayer and complete surrender.

The massive bulge of my stomach pulls me down, and I barely manage to keep my balance, but I remain on my knees anyway, humble and weak, almost broken under the weight that grows unbearably heavy every day.

I feel a terrible tiredness that takes over my body in a slight stupor.

I'm not even sure how much time has passed, and how long I've been sitting like this, humble and alone, overflowing, heavy, and fruitful, begging for God’s mercy and relief that I never received.

Father Gabriel has been saying for months that the rituals of purification and the holy union will bring healing, but all I feel is that the burden is getting heavier, and that if it weren't for his strict and firm hands that bravely guide me and keep me from stumbling, I would have broken a long time ago.

I
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