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      I’m so horny I could just die.

      I’m serious!

      This always happens when I’m bored.

      That’s what my parents don’t understand. Instead of punishing me by making me do all these stupid church affairs, they should stimulate my mind.

      Also, it’s stupid that I’m almost nineteen years old and they’re still in control of my life.

      “There you go, Mr. Alistair. Have a great day,” I say with a phony smile as I hand another parishioner a bread roll. He smells like stale smoke and that flannel coat probably hasn’t been washed since I was born.

      At least that helps keep me from getting so worked up I just strip off all my clothes and run naked through the church basement.

      It’s just the second he’s gone, and I have nothing to do, my mind wanders again. My fantasies don’t even make sense. It’s all disjointed body parts, snippets of movies I’ve managed to see before changing the channel when I thought I heard my parents moving down the hall.

      I’m still a virgin, see?

      Despite my parents treating me like I’m wearing a scarlet letter.

      Yes, I failed my last math course.

      Yes, I have to spend the summer doing a makeup course.

      But that wasn’t why they decided I needed to seek penitence.

      Nope, that was all down to one stupid doodle I made of a man fingering a woman.

      It wasn’t even that good.

      The anatomy was all wrong, but I rubbed myself to that silly little sketch until I was almost raw. That’s when they found it. I mean, not when I was actually touching myself. That would have been humiliating. No, they found it the next day, and decided I was a sinner who needed to repent.

      So now, here I am, serving the Lord by feeding the hungry. Well, I’m just giving the food out. I imagine the people could just serve themselves, so my role is meant to make me feel good about myself. Instead, I’m bored, and my gaze follows Father Stone as he walks between the tables.

      He has such an ease to him. He’s pretty young for a priest, and new to our parish, but everyone took to him immediately. I guess when someone’s that charming and handsome, it’s hard to find a flaw.

      I trace his frame with my eyes, and I can’t find one. He’s tall and trim, not too broad. He wears glasses, but with his neatly trimmed hair and his shaved face, it gives him a thoughtful maturity. The button-down shirt is tucked into his charcoal pants, and when he leans forward, his butt…

      What I wouldn’t give to draw it. I’d take the risk, because I know rubbing myself to that would be satisfying.

      I don’t realize that I’m grinding into the edge of the plastic folding table until a woman approaches me. Her perfume alerts me before I see her, but she stares at me disdainfully as her manicured hand grabs the edge of the table and pulls it back into place.

      “These are not meant to bear weight,” she chides me, and I know she saw me humping the corner. I flush, but try to brush it off.

      “Good thing you’re here for seconds, then.”

      She scowls at me, snatching a bread roll from the serving platter in front of me before stomping off. Her table stares at me the second she gets back, and I know I have to get out of here. I need some fresh air before I do something embarrassing.

      Maybe I could just find some private room, take care of this ache between my legs, then return to being a good little pious parishioner.

      I excuse myself to Misty, the other wayward teen that’s jonsing for a vape as bad as I am for something carnal, and she says she’ll cover for me. My parents insisted I wear a blouse and a skirt, but I tied the yellow cardigan around my waist in protest once I was out of sight. The tights they bought me are itchy, and they make me even more aware of my hips. The heat growing between my thighs.

      How dare that woman interrupt my lusting over Priest Stone’s ass?

      I walk up the back stairs into the church’s kitchen, which is empty for the moment. It’s so weird being here when it’s so quiet. Saturday afternoon, and everyone knows we’re hosting the luncheon downstairs, so I have the place to myself.

      I walk down the hall, past posters for Sunday school, reminders of fire drill safety, and of the volunteer schedule. I stop and stare at it for a second, noticing how many times my name is written in. Lacey. Lacey. Lacey.

      Did Father Stone write that in? The handwriting is small, tidy, neat. The thought of him writing my name over and over again like a mantra excites me. Does he think of me as he writes it? Does he picture me in my stuffy little blouse, with my dirty blonde hair pulled back in a bun? My hips wiggle in this tight skirt, and I wonder if he’s ever noticed.

      But no, Lacey, of course he doesn’t, and of course he hasn’t. He’s a priest. Taken a vow of chastity.

      Does that mean he can’t look, though?

      Whatever, I need to find somewhere private, so I go to the end of the hall and walk through the open door into an office. It’s sparsely decorated, except for a cross and a painting of Jesus, some books on the shelves, and a few papers around. Functional. The window overlooks the forest, so there’s no chance anyone can catch me.

      I shut the door and take a seat on the rolling chair. On the desk is a letterhead with Father Stone printed in a formal font.

      I’ve never been in his office before. When my parents signed me up for volunteer duty, it was at the front doors as everyone else streamed out after the service. If I didn’t know better, I’d say they got off on my humiliation.

      I inhale and try to catch Father Stone’s scent in the air. There’s a soft hint of soap and I smile. It’s almost like he’s here in the room with me. If I close my eyes, so I do. My hand slips beneath my skirt, beneath my pantyhose, beneath my panties. My skin is smooth and supple, and I push my fingers down further until they’re grazing against my virginal slit.

      Already I’m wet and I whimper with desire. I conjure up the picture of Father Stone, bending over, smiling. He has such a warm smile, but his eyes are so penetrating. He made me nervous when we first met because it felt like he could see right through me to what a sinful girl I want to be.

      Now it’s one of my top fantasies. I envision him watching me, judging me with a little frown as he tells me to confess every filthy thing I think about. Honestly, I wish my parents hadn’t done me a favour by keeping the reason for my punishment between us. I imagine his eyes widening in scandal as they tell him about how I was drawing lewd art, that it was so detailed and crass. That it was a woman and a man, and that the man was pleasuring her with his fingers.

      I part my pussy lips, gliding between them. They’re so hot and plush from arousal, and I whimper. I need more, but I’m still so inexperienced. It’s always just out of reach, this elusive ‘orgasm’. But still, I search for it, trying to follow those sharp jolts of pleasure. Maybe I’m too greedy, because the second I do, it fades, leaving me only with its memory.

      My breathing increases, and I undo the top three buttons on my blouse in quick succession. My chest rises and falls, and I touch the cross there, mentally apologizing to God for what I’m doing in his house of worship. Then I dip my fingertips into my bra, and I find a nipple, circling it until it’s stiff.

      “Ah, Father Stone,” I moan wantonly. “I’ve been such a bad girl.”

      My own words send a shiver of delight through me, and this one doesn’t fade so quickly. Maybe I’m onto something! Maybe I just needed a soundtrack.

      “I deserve to be punished.” Oh God, my nipple is so stiff it aches, I grab the cup of my other breast, pulling it away, only to find that nipple is its twin. Exposed to
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