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GUILTY VISIONS

 


Jemima gazed out
of the window at the setting sun, fingering the large silver
crucifix which nestled in between her young ripe breasts. She
always loved this time of day; no matter how tired she was from
counselling people all day, the beauty of the orange rays filtering
through to the small front room of the care centre never failed to
re-energise her. Her shift was ending, and she was itching to get
out there into the spring evening; jiggling her long legs in
excitement.

 


Father Lucas, the
manager of the Welcome Words care centre, noticed her excitement
with amusement. “Ready to go home, Jemima?”

 


Jemima jumped,
startled from her sunset-kissed reverie. “Oh, er, well, only if you
don’t need me anymore, Father. I mean, I’m happy to stay and
help...” Father Lucas smiled indulgently. “We’ll be fine without
you. No one else has come in. You’re young, you need to play as
well as work!”

 


“Thanks, Father!”
smiled Jemima, sliding off her chair and pushing her long orange
hair out of her tired green eyes. “It has been a long
day”.

 


“Well, enjoy your
evening”.

 


She stepped out
into fresh April air, her chest swelling in delight as she breathed
deeply. She did enjoy her work, but sometimes it could be very
tiring. The care centre was a Catholic drop-in centre for anyone to
come by and discuss their problems; whatever they were. It was
situated near the outskirts of Volkstone, but this was still quite
a substantial town so there were always plenty of lost people
drifting in and out.

 


Jemima had been
sent here by her home town church to be a counsellor, something
that deeply pleased her. She didn’t know if she wanted to be a
counsellor all of her life; a lot of the problems had been dealing
with over the past few months had been a little too complex for her
innocent nineteen year old mind to comprehend, but she was trying
her best to be helpful.

 


What she was
enjoying was being out of her sleepy home town and living life on
her own. Of course, she was still following her church, but the
church members here were all very pleasant and made her feel
welcomed as a family member. She was especially fond of Father
Lucas, who was also the rector of the church. He had such an
easy-going and happy attitude; as if absolutely nothing could ever
upset him. He was really the perfect head of Welcome Words; no
matter how twisted, dark, or depressed the clients felt, one look
from Father Lucas could instantly lighten the mood. She sighed. The
dew-speckled trees on her walk home to her host family seemed to be
beckoning with promises of new openings and new beginnings. She
didn’t know what they were, but she was learning new things every
day. And who knew what tomorrow would bring?

 


Tomorrow was
Friday, when they would put on an ‘all-welcome’ coffee morning at
the care centre, aimed at helping lonely people to connect and
generally provide a community space, simply for people to feel safe
just being themselves around others without judgment. Jemima always
enjoyed the social aspect and festive atmosphere of the coffee
morning. And somehow, the moist evening air, the ripening buds on
the trees, and the first flowers thrusting up from the ground were
filling her with delicious tingling sensations. She had good
feelings about tomorrow...

 


******

 


“Jemima! You have
to try this cake! Mary has really created something incredible this
time,” called Father Lucas as Jemima walked in the next
morning.

 


Delighted, Jemima
took the offered slice. She had been right; today was a special
day! Normally, at the coffee mornings, along with tea, coffee, and
orange juice, all they provided was cheap own-brand supermarket
biscuits for the clients - but occasionally, a church member would
bake something tasty as well.

 


The piece of cake
which Father Lucas had given her was moist, soft and still a little
warm with a luscious spicy smell and some kind of gooey cream in
the middle. She took a bite.

 


“Mmmm!” She
exclaimed, “itshderishoush!” Father Lucas laughed. Blushing, Jemima
swallowed and repeated, “It’s delicious! What’s inside
it?”

 


“You’ll have to
ask Mary. She’s around somewhere!...” he flitted off to greet some
entering clients, leaving Jemima alone with her cake. She took
another bite, and closed her eyes in ecstasy. She would have to get
the recipe from Mary. What an amazing creation!

 


“Looks like good
cake”, she heard a male voice say. Startled, she opened her eyes.
Standing before her was a tall pale youth who she had never seen
before gazing at her with deep blue eyes.

 


“It
almost feels too good”, confessed Jemima; “like it shouldn’t be allowed.” She
smiled sheepishly, aware that her words may sound silly. True
enough, the young man’s face cracked into a smile which somehow
reminded her of the serpent from the Garden of Eden. Now why was
that? But before she had time to think about it, the smile softened
and he fixed her with a frank stare of unusual
intensity.

 


“Nothing is too good,” he said softly, “how can it be?”

 


Jemima gazed at
him, feeling a magnetism pulling her towards him which she had
never before felt from anyone. His eyes transfixed her, seeming to
look through her and into her deepest soul. Slowly, and barely
aware of what she was doing, she raised her slice of cake and held
it up to his mouth. “Please, taste it,” she said softly.

 


Very delicately,
the young man reached out and took the cake from her hand. As he
did so, his long white fingers brushed hers – lighter than a brush
from a moth’s wing, and only for a second. The touch sent an
instant electric tingle through her whole body. He took a bite from
the cake, still piercing her to the spot with those hypnotic
eyes.

 


“Mmmmm”, he said,
and Jemima seemed to feel the rumbling of his pleasure pulsate
through her own body. The taste of the cake was still fresh in her
own mouth and she found herself moaning too in agreement. The young
man licked his lips, and she shivered involuntarily. Then he smiled
again: this time, a broad grin which broke the spell somewhat. She
shook herself, confused. What did these tingling feelings
mean?

 


“My name is
Corson”, he said, offering her his cake-free hand. “It’s a real
pleasure”.

 


She took his
hand, feeling his strength, and the tingling feelings increasing.
She gazed at him, wondering what was going on, or if he could tell
that she was experiencing new things, things which she had never
before felt, in his presence.

 


“I’m Jemima”, she
said, her head spinning.

 


“What a beautiful
name”.

 


She felt the
colour rising in her freckled cheeks and looked down. “I’m glad you
like the cake”, she mumbled.

 


“I adore it”, he said. “Did you make it?”

 


“No! No, I’m just
a helper here.”

 


“How
fascinating”, he grinned again.

 


“Jemima, could
you help make some more coffee?” called Rachel, another worker.
Jemima left Corson, somewhat reluctantly.

 


All morning,
whenever she got the chance, she sought him out and they chatted.
He seemed deeply interested in her life in a way which was
different from any acquaintances she had made in the past. She felt
a profound attraction to him, which scared her not insubstantially,
but the feeling of his gaze on her felt so good that she decided to
ignore her fears.

 


At the end of the
coffee morning, they walked out together, still
chatting.

 


“I haven’t seen
you before in church”, she was saying, “do you attend a different
one?”

 


“Oh, I like to
visit all sacred places once in a while”, he replied, “but somehow
I can’t get into the swing of a regular routine. Do you enjoy it at
church?”

 


“Oh, yes,” said
Jemima, “the congregation are really nice. They make me feel so
welcome here.”

 


“And...?” he
pursued, encouragingly.

 


“Well, I suppose
I enjoy...most of the sermons...” she paused. “It’s just what I’ve
always done, you know. Since I was little. I definitely prefer
church here than in my home town though”, she added decisively;
“Father Lucas is so funny. And here I feel...I don’t know.
More...free, I suppose”.

 


“You feel it’s
important to be free?” he asked softly, and stopped
walking.

 


“Oh, yes”, said
Jemima. Then, considering, she added, “I suppose we have to follow
the rules of the church though...” she looked up at Corson, biting
her lip. “Why have we stopped?”

 


They were at a
quiet intersection where they had a choice of three roads to take.
Corson gently took her hand in his, and gave her that soul – spying
look again. “I also enjoy being free”, he said.

 


“If you would
like to come with me, it would be my pleasure to entertain you at
my place. It’s a place where we can truly...relax”.

 


He took a step
along the right-hand path, still holding her hand, and looked back
at her enticingly. Jemima, helplessly intrigued, found her legs
following him without her brain having to tell them to.

 



*******

 


As they entered
his house, she could feel small bubbles of excitement coursing
through her whole body. He lived in the top floor flat of a
converted Victorian mansion, and as he showed her into the living
room, she had to sink into the luxuriously soft sofa to prevent
herself from shaking visibly. He went to make some tea for them and
she gazed around the room in passionate curiosity. Every part of
the walls were covered in pictures of a kind which she had never
seen before; intricate geometrical patterns spiralling out in
fluorescent colour; incredibly detailed diagrams of fabulous
machinery; paintings showing beautiful visions: of trees, of
coloured lights, of – she blushed. In the corner was a very
realistic painting of a naked woman, bent over and leaning against
a wall. She wasn’t sure if she was supposed to be looking at
that.

 


Corson returned
with the tea and noticed where she was looking. “It’s beautiful,
isn’t it?” he said, putting down the tea and handing the painting
to Jemima for a closer look. The blush on Jemima’s cheeks deepened;
she didn't know where to look.

 


“Isn’t
it...sinful?!” she asked worriedly. Corson laughed.

 


“Why do you think
so?”

 


“Well...it says
in the Bible that nakedness is wrong. You know, like when Adam and
Eve eat the forbidden fruit.”

 


“In
Genesis?”

 


“Yes”.

 


“Hmm”, said Corson. “I don’t remember that. Adam and Eve
became aware of
their nakedness, but God does not condemn them for being aware of
their own bodies”.

 


“Oh...yes, I
suppose not”, conceded Jemima, who had never thought of this
before. She was becoming increasingly aware of her own body; she
felt like inside her, parts were opening which had never opened
before. She looked at Corson, tingling.

 


“I don’t think it
can be a sin to be aware of our bodies”, she whispered.

 


He leaned
forwards, slowly taking the picture from her hand and placing it on
a side table.

 


“Neither do I,”
he spoke, lifting the back of his hand to her cheek and stroking
her, again very, very lightly. She shivered at the power she could
feel emanating from him. She wanted more.

 


She looked up at
him, hungrily, questioningly. He came to her, sitting before her,
and she reciprocated his stroking, guiding her hand along his
smooth cheek, feeling his soft dark stubble. On an impulse which
she had no conscious though about, she pulled his head towards her
and slowly, tentatively, kissed his mouth. It felt good.

Pulses of
electricity coursed through her body, opening further her
unexplored places. Now he was kissing her softly all over her face,
her neck, down to the collar line of her plain white blouse. With
each kiss, she was electrified more and more, and sat still, not
daring to think about all the things that might be wrong with this
situation. As he began to undo the buttons of her blouse, however,
she caught sight of the crucifix hanging between her breasts and
experienced a moment of doubt.

 


“I don’t think we
should be doing this”, she said – although her eyes told a
different story.

 


Corson responded
by guiding his tongue over the space revealed by her bra in between
her firm, round breasts, giving her a long, slow lick that ended at
her ear.

 


“You don’t?” he
whispered; irresistibly.

 


She quivered and
moaned, torn between the ecstasy of his touch and the echoes of
nineteen years of instruction to her virgin ears.

 


“I think we are
being sinful;” she ventured as he continued, very gradually, to
undo the rest of the buttons of her blouse. She bit her lip as he
gently pulled it from her, discarding it onto the floor.

 


As he put his
arms around her, stroking her back, he asked, “But do you want to
keep going?”

 


She looked into
his eyes, seeing reflected in them her own burning desire. Now she
felt her entire body calling him, wanting him in a way she had
never even considered she could want a man. It was such a powerful
feeling! How could it be wrong?

 


“Oh, yes. I
really, really do”, she whispered, unconsciously pressing herself
against him. He drank her in, slowly caressing her young curves. He
grabbed the hook of her bra and skilfully flicked it off and onto
the floor, revealing with delight her firm boobs, the nipples
pointing directly at him. He rubbed his face over them, again
producing moans of pleasure from Jemima.

 


“But we shouldn’t
be doing this”, added Jemima in between moans.

 


“Then,” he
whispered as he continued to fondle her breasts with his hands,
“you are being very...naughty”.

 


She looked at
him, her eyes shining.

 


“And”, he
continued, “do you know what naughty girls do?”

 


She bit her lip,
her heart pounding. Then, cautiously but curiously, she reached out
and began to undo the buttons of his own shirt, which was a deep
crimson. He nodded encouragingly at her as she pulled it off,
throwing it to the floor to join hers. She began to explore his
pale, muscular chest with her hands, generously stroking with her
palms, enjoying the
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