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Sins Of The Flesh - Tales Of A Tempted
Priest: Part One -The Confession of Vivienne Mercer


 


Father Michael Harrington was about to make a
new start, having been informed by the Bishop that there was a
vacancy at the parish of Blackmoor, where his duties were most
needed, as the Bishop had heard rumours of misbehaviour spreading
amongst the community. The Bishop didn't go into details but said
the small town could use some moral and religious grounding and so
Father Michael would have to relocate.



He had mixed feelings about leaving, for he had grown fond of the
quiet, innocent village of Leighton where he had been the Catholic
priest for several years. The people there were so pure and
innocent that he rarely had to listen to a confession and even then
it would be of a very mild nature. He would smile quaintly to
himself as they would confess some minor transgression or mild
venial sin that they had been feeling terribly guilty about for
months.



As he boarded the bus for Blackmoor he started wondering what the
nature of their misbehaviour might be, wondering whether alcohol
had resulted in domestic violence or maybe even drugs, though he
knew he was rather naive about things like that, not having been
exposed to it before. He looked around as he got off the bus,
thinking what might be in front of him during his stay here, and
made his way to the clergy house as instructed.



As he walked along the road, a woman opened her front door and
asked "Excuse me....are you the new Catholic priest?".
Father Michael was in his priest attire so it was obvious and he
introduced himself to the rather frightened looking lady. "Oh, I
hope you can bring some good into this town....sin and vice have
taken over so many souls here, they have lust in their hearts
Father! Not even the burning flames of eternal hell seem to scare
them!"



Father Michael was stunned by this outburst and didn't know how to
respond, eventually muttering "I can only do what God wishes me
to do...I hope I will see you at Sunday Mass?". The woman
nodded and replied "Oh yes Father, my faith is all I have...I
will be listening to your every word....warn them Father! Warn them
about Sodom and Gomorrah! That sinners of the flesh will pay the
price!" she said, her voice rising with her passion.



Father Michael couldn't tell whether the woman was crazy or if
there was some truth in what she was saying, after all he had been
told about the misbehaviour. He politely bade her farewell and
hurried to the clergy house, opening the front door with the key he
had been given and spent the evening in his lounge reading Bible
verses about Sodom and the dire consequences of being lead astray
by carnal desires.



It was an area of himself that he had struggled with the most. He
had sworn to a celibate life when he took the Sacrament of the Holy
Order as part of becoming a priest and he was often plagued by
sexual thoughts and dreams that tormented him. He saw these desires
as part of the testing of his faith and refused to let them get the
better of him. When he was the priest of Leighton, it was such an
innocent, idyllic place that temptation was never placed before
him, in fact not one confession had ever been about carnal
weakness, almost to his disappointment.



In Blackmoor, though, the old woman raving on her doorstep was
right, sin and vice of the lustful kind had indeed seized the souls
of many in the town. It had all begun when a rather mysterious dark
haired woman had moved into the town, living in a large house
located in the hills above the main part of the town where most
resided. Her name was Vivienne Mercer and she was the rich widow of
a business tycoon who had made his fortune in oil but had died in
his late forties in mysterious circumstances.



Since she'd moved there strange rumours had begun to emerge around
what went on in her sizeable mansion, the main rumour being that
she had a taste for young men who she would invite to spend the
night with her. So prevalent did these rumours become that her
house became known as the Mansion On The Hill, and young men were
warned to stay away from her as she would lead them into
disrepute.



To the sexually curious young men of the town this, of course, made
her all the more intriguing and several applied for jobs that she
would advertise in the local newspaper. One by one they were drawn
into her web, and it wasn't long before the rumours began about her
sexual tastes not just being limited to the male species. Wild
tales of maids employed there experiencing erotic encounters with
Miss Mercer began circulating around the town and while they became
embellished along the way, they were far from without
foundation.



Vivienne Mercer was a complex woman with a mesmerising charisma and
charm, aware of her ability to influence others but not entirely
unrepentant about her sexual over indulgences. She was a lapsed
Catholic, but the ideas of sin and redemption still had a strong
hold on her, and she genuinely feared she may go to hell for her
wicked ways. Yet while she had the ability to control others, she
could not seem to control this aspect of herself, and couldn't
prevent herself luring others into her web of sensual
temptation.



Through her latest maid, she had heard the news that a new Catholic
priest had taken residence and would be giving his first sermon on
Sunday. Her Catholic guilt seemed to stir in her at this news and
she actually started contemplating attending, even though she'd
never been seen in public in Blackmoor before. She rather liked the
thought of all those shocked faces upon seeing her present, and she
felt that perhaps now was the time to return to her religion and
confess her sins to this new priest.



Sunday soon arrived and Father Michael was as nervous as a
schoolboy on his first day. He had prepared his sermon on the
perils of giving in to lust and sin, quoting the relevant parts of
the Bible. As he read it back, he was worried at how heavy and
intense it sounded, but he knew he had been sent here for a reason,
to try and redeem the lost souls of Blackmoor. There could be no
going back to innocent Leighton now, how far away that place seemed
to him already....



His other reason for being nervous, that no one would turn up and
he would be stood alone in an empty church, was soon placated as he
approached the pulpit from the rear entrance and saw people
arriving and taking a pew. In fact, he was startled to see how many
were arriving to hear him, but knew now was not a time to panic and
took some deep breaths to retain his composure.



Thinking the church was as full as it was going to get, he made his
way up the steps of the pulpit and placed his sermon on the podium
ready to begin. Arriving fashionably late, however, was Vivienne
Mercer, whose footsteps echoed through the church as she walked in,
heads turning to see who this latecomer could be. She was greeted
with a few gasps but mainly stunned silence as people realized this
was no stranger.



Father Michael had no idea who she was yet, but could sense the
power of her personality and was drawn to her effortless allure.
She was wearing a large black hat that covered her face a little,
so retained an air of mystery. Father Michael gripped the sides of
the pulpit with trembling hands but steadied himself and addressed
his new flock, their faces expectant as they waited for his first
words.

 


With a deep breath he announced "I am
Father Michael, the new Catholic priest of Blackmoor....today I
want to talk to you about morality...the Bible teaches us a lot
about how we should conduct our lives, and is there to remind us
when we have strayed from the path...".



He was pleased how his deep voice resonated through the church,
giving his words a power and weight, and he could tell from the sea
of faces before him that he had their undivided attention. He then
gave a lengthy sermon about the dangers of succumbing to the
pleasures of the flesh and he could see looks of guilt on some
faces as he quoted Corinthians 6:18 'Shun lewd conduct. Every
other sin a man commits outside his body, but the fornicator sins
against his own body...'.



The sermon lasted an hour, Father Michael keen to make a strong
impression and he felt he had their rapt attention throughout,
which pleased him. He finally stepped down from the pulpit after
his final address and the congregation began to slowly disperse. As
he watched them leave, he couldn't help but feel like they were
lost sheep, and hoped he could be their shepherd. He gathered his
notes and Bible and was about to leave as the church was seemingly
empty, but suddenly he saw the mysterious woman who'd arrived late
still sitting at a pew at the very back.



He was quite alarmed to see her there unexpectedly but she got up
and approached him. He noticed her steady, assured gait as she
walked up to him and introduced herself, her footsteps echoing as
she reached the altar. She removed her hat and her long, curly
black hair unfurled down her back, which Father Michael found
mesmerizing. "Hello Father...my name is Vivienne Mercer...thank
you for a wonderful sermon...I must confess that I am a lapsed
Catholic, haven't been to church for years...but I'm ready to try
and get back on the path...I want to confess my sins...but it will
take time, may I book a private confession?".



Father Michael felt enchanted by the sound of her rich, rather deep
yet feminine voice and was flustered at first, but covered his
mouth and cleared his throat, replying "Confession will be held
on Saturday afternoons as standard...from 2pm to 6pm...if you have
a lot to confess, then perhaps arrive at the end and I will see you
last....I'm glad to hear you are rediscovering your faith, it is
never too late in God's eyes...".



Vivienne smiled and responded  "Oh Father, I do hope I can
redeem myself, I have been so carnally wicked....but now is not the
time to go into that...I will see you on Saturday evening....".
With that, she turned on her heel and made her way out of the
church. Father Michael stood watching her, mesmerized by her
powerful presence and charisma. He spent the evening alone in the
rectory wondering if Miss Mercer was truly repentant about her
supposed sins or was simply a plotting temptress sent to test his
faith and thought of the old woman ranting on her doorstep.



Father Michael was right to suspect Miss Mercer for, though she was
a lapsed Catholic and part of her did want to be redeemed, she was
driven by her need to satiate her desires and found nothing more
exciting than tempting others into sin. The thought of tempting a
priest to fall from grace was hugely appealing to her, and
represented her biggest challenge so far. The people of Blackmoor
had been easily influenced by her charms but a man of the cloth
seemed a much trickier proposition, and one she could not
resist.



She certainly made an impression on Father Michael, who found
himself thinking about her often during the following week, even
waking up sweating in the middle of the night from an erotically
charged dream where Miss Mercer had appeared as naked Eve tempting
him to eat fruit from the Tree of Knowledge. He began to imagine
her as the 'great harlot' so prevalent in the Bible, a modern
Jezebel here to test his moral character, and he knew he must
resist her....



He began to dread the coming Saturday though, knowing that he would
be forced to listen to the confessions of the people of Blackmoor,
no doubt their numerous sexual indulgences, and then finally
Vivienne Mercer's confessions which would be the most lurid of all.
If only he had not been cursed with such a strong libido such
matters would not torment him he thought to himself, finding he was
becoming aroused at the thought of her intimate confessions.



Father Michael awoke on the Saturday with beads of sweat on his
brow from yet more feverish, erotic dreams of Vivienne Mercer. He
braced himself as he got himself ready for confession, knowing this
was going to be a long four hours, with Miss Mercer arriving at the
end with a long list of sins to confess.



He made his way to the confessional and right on the stroke of two
o' clock the first confessor arrived, taking a seat in the
confessional, Father Michael sat opposite but facing away,
separated by a black lattice screen that protected the confessor's
anonymity. Father Michael said the prayer of the Sign of the Cross
then the man said softly "Bless me father, for I have
sinned..." in a guilty sounding voice that wavered
slightly.



He explained it had been years since his last confession but that
his venial sins had all been carnal in nature. He confessed that he
had been weak before temptation of the flesh and it had begun with
his employment as a gardener at a rich widow's mansion. Father
Michael found himself getting aroused as the man confessed
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