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A Detailed Warning:

 


This collection contains unsafe sexual activities,
unprotected sex, poorly negotiated BDSM, and bad kink etiquette.
While the characters are consenting adults, some situations
depicted do not allow for safe communication between partners. In
other words, do not treat anything on these pages as a model for
real life sexual activities. Please approach the series with
caution, and heed the content tags.
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There's one thing no one warned Riley when he
agreed to take on a parish in a midwest middle of nowhere: that a
congregation full of big, strong, alarmingly attractive farmers
would prove to be distracting as hell.

There's an irony to this problem. After all,
his wandering attention is the reason he's here in the first place.
If the bishop of his local diocese hadn't grown suspicious of his
inclinations, Riley McMillan would still be preaching from a pulpit
in the city where he belongs. Instead, he is here, at the ass end
of nowhere, shepherding a congregation that would just as soon
share a potluck as communion.

It's not fair. Riley has never given in to
his baser urges. Why should he be punished purely for wanting
things, when he's never indulged his body's powerful lusts?

Then again, it was probably only a matter of
time. He would never actively pursue a member of his own church,
and he would cut off his own hand before knowingly making anyone
uncomfortable—he's always careful not to give any outward sign of
his troubling attraction to stern older men—but there is a whole
world out there of people who don't attend his sermons.
Riley's good looking in his own right. He has been described as
handsome, sexy, and too pretty for his own good, mostly by people
who had no idea he was a priest. How long could he reasonably have
expected to hold out in the face of such flattery, from exactly the
sorts of men he craves on top of him?

Despite his disappointment when he accepted
this new gig, Riley felt a certain relief too. Surely once exiled
to the middle of nowhere, he would be safe from himself. There were
no night clubs, no hookup spots, no gay bars anywhere near his new
parish. How many powerfully-built silver foxes could one small
farming town possibly contain?

Apparently this was a foolish question. The
answer seems to be: dozens. More than Riley can possibly
hope to keep track of, and he doesn't know what he did to earn this
unendurable torture. Delivering a coherent sermon is damn near
impossible when he can feel the eyes of so many burly, beautiful
men watching him.

Even worse, he's beginning to suspect that
some aren't only watching him for his insights on
transubstantiation—which leaves his libido running rampant and
unchecked.

Riley does his best to insist these
suspicions are fanciful imaginings. Pride is a sin, and it would be
ridiculous to assume a congregation full of attractive men are
lusting after him the way he secretly wants them. Not every
burly, muscular, strong-jawed farmhand is in the market for a
scrawny young priest with questionable morals. That would be
wishful thinking at best, folly at worst.

More likely he's imagining things, and no
one in this tight-knit little community is ogling him.
Certainly no one would be so brazen as to make a move. People talk,
and gossip is the only thing that travels faster than fire through
a small town in a dry summer.

All of these things bring Riley a disjointed
mix of comfort and disappointment—right up until the moment a heavy
knock sounds at his door, startling him from a quiet pot of
afternoon tea.

No one has knocked on his door since he first
moved in. The rectory is a small building, completely separated
from the church itself by a dusty, sprawling yard. The church is a
big stonework monstrosity, built in the style of a fancy
cathedral—an unlikely bit of architecture in the middle of nowhere,
servicing a dozen surrounding towns that range from quaint to
barely populated. A handful of rich congregants with more money
than sense paid to erect the structure and surrounding buildings
decades ago, and their children appear to be quite content tithing
for the upkeep such an elaborate edifice requires.

Riley has plenty of privacy during the week.
The minimalist church staff works only on the weekends—all of the
clerical and janitorial tasks fitting easily before and after
services—with an occasional burst of midweek activity when there
are events, fundraisers, weddings, or the yearly curse of summer
bible camp. Anything else that needs doing over the course of the
week, Riley himself is more than equipped to handle. It's not as
though he's ever trusted himself with much of a personal life.

It's strange to hear someone knocking at his
front door, and Riley hurries into the front hall, leaving his
freshly filled teacup on the counter beside the electric
kettle.

Opening the door lets in a gust of
sweet-smelling autumn wind—and a glimpse of Jackson Hess standing
on his front stoop.

Riley's mouth waters at the sight of the
mountainously tall man, and his hand tightens on the door. Jackson
stands a full six inches taller than him, and those broad shoulders
are enormous beneath the soft blue of a polo shirt, the open collar
providing a tantalizing glimpse of bare throat. Patches of silver
fleck the short hair at Jackson's temples, and his strong,
clean-shaven jawline makes him look sharp and stern.

With what he hopes sounds like casual
curiosity, Riley asks, "What can I do for you, Jackson?" He prays
his widening eyes haven't given away anything untoward, and he
averts his gaze as he steps aside to invite his guest into the
rectory.

It's a tiny building, and it feels even more
so once Jackson is standing inside. He's so much bigger than Riley,
and he seems to fill the entire hallway with subdued strength. He's
wearing loose jeans and work boots, and his expression holds a
piercing intensity that Riley has never known how to decipher, no
matter how many times he's seen it peering into him from one of the
front pews.

"I hope I'm not interrupting anything
important on your day off," Jackson says.

"Not at all. Make yourself comfortable. Would
you like some tea?" Maybe Riley is a little too quick to
reassure—it's not as though he has any rational reason to be
enthusiastic about having a near-stranger in his home.

Jackson isn't really a stranger, though.
Riley's been preaching here for well over a year, and while some of
his flock has only begun to trickle in more recently—Riley's ego
can't deny being pleased at the notion that people appreciate his
work enough that word is spreading—Jackson has been present since
day one. Always attentive, always singing enthusiastically along to
the noisy pipe organ, always the first to volunteer when there's a
fundraiser to organize or a community event to coordinate. Riley
would not go so far as to call this a friendship, but he'd like to
think they're headed that direction.

He still has no explanation for Jackson's
presence on his doorstep today, despite wracking his brain as
Jackson toes out of his boots and follows Riley deeper into the
little house.

"No tea, thank you." There's a smile in
Jackson's voice as he emerges alongside Riley into the spotless,
sunny kitchen. The air smells inviting, thanks to Riley's cup of
english breakfast steeping on the counter, and the handful of
wildflowers he put in a vase on the windowsill this morning. The
entire space feels cozy and domestic, thrown off only by the
unfamiliar new presence putting Riley's senses on eager alert.

"Is everything alright?" Riley turns to face
his guest directly for the first time since spotting him on the
front step. He tries to remember what all he knows about Jackson
Hess. Owns a farm just a couple acreages over. Has a daughter who
married and moved out of state last year. No spouse, though Riley
hasn't yet learned if he's a widower or divorcee.

"Everything's great." Jackson's gaze burns
brighter, and the indecipherable glint takes Riley's breath away.
"At least, so far. I may be about to fuck up a good day, but I'm
done waiting around for a clue you might never drop."

"What… does that mean?" Riley has no
explanation for the way his pulse is suddenly racing.

"It means I'm about to ask a very personal
question. And if you kick me out instead of answering, I'll
understand, but I still gotta ask." Jackson holds Riley locked in
that intense stare, and there's no hint of nerves or
self-consciousness when he continues, "Are you gay, father?"

Riley's entire existence tilts on its axis,
and he jolts back an involuntary step. He would probably retreat
farther in his surprise, but his butt hits the edge of the table
that sits against the wall.

No one has ever asked him outright. In all
his years of pining after unattainable men—and then subsequent
years of celibacy and trying not to look—he has never been asked to
articulate his inclinations. He feels suddenly naked in the
inescapable tractor beam of Jackson's gaze

"Yes," he whispers, helpless to give any
other answer.

A sleek, sharp smile cuts across Jackson's
handsome face. "Good. One more question, then. If you don't want to
answer, just say the word and I'm gone, no hard feelings."

"Okay." Riley licks his lips, cheeks heating
at the way Jackson's eyes track the movement before capturing him
again.

Jackson takes a step forward. Then another. A
third. Suddenly he is looming directly in Riley's personal space.
Not touching him—there is something cautious even in this crowding
proximity—and Riley is inexplicably certain Jackson really will
leave at the first hint of disapproval. He can't explain why he
feels so steady and safe in Jackson's presence, especially when
Jackson's intentions are becoming more obvious every second.

When Jackson's second question comes, the
words are a seductive rumble that makes Riley weak at the knees.
"You ever been fucked by a man big enough to hold you down?"

It should sound like a threat. Jackson
is big enough to hold him down, and he is practically on top
of Riley. Everything about this exchange should feel dangerous. But
there's a bright warmth softening Jackson's smile, and the same
pulsing certainty in Riley's chest that he is safe. Jackson
is safe. The man standing before him may have carnal intentions,
but he is clearly not taking anything for granted.

So Riley allows himself to answer honestly,
not the slightest bit tempted to try and slip out from the space
between table and guest. "I've never been fucked by anyone, big or
not."

Jackson's smile turns positively wolfish. "Do
you want to get fucked? I've seen the way you look at me
sometimes. Makes a guy wonder what you might be into."

"Yeah?" Riley hates how breathless he sounds,
but Jackson doesn't seem to mind.

"I've never fucked a priest before. Never
seen one as pretty as you, either. But I've sure spent a lot of
time thinking about it since you came to town."

Riley catches his lower lip between his teeth
and bites down hard, a desperate effort to keep from admitting that
he's been fantasizing too. Not just about Jackson, though
especially him. But also the rest of the burly, sincere congregants
cut from the same sturdy cloth. He has barely resisted the urge to
touch himself thinking about strong hands holding him down and
powerful bodies mounting him however they please.

Apparently taking encouragement from the fact
that Riley is humoring this conversation in the first place,
Jackson leans down—bringing their faces alarmingly close
together—and braces both hands on the table to either side of
Riley's hips. "So? You gonna answer my question?"
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