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It isn't the first time they've done this,
and it definitely won't be the last.

Another loud crack of impact resounds through
the room—skin against skin—a stinging, open-handed blow as Cal's
palm comes down on the swell of Michael's ass. The skin beneath
that relentless hand is already on fire, feverish and bruising. The
pain is a beautiful, throbbing thing. It aches in perfect rhythm
with Michael's rushing heart, and with the stiff cock hanging
neglected between his thighs.

His desk is cool and sturdy beneath his
chest, the height just low enough that his legs are spread
uncomfortably wide, his bare feet planted solidly on the floor. He
is naked and bent forward, his wrists bound tight behind his back
by the thick gold cincture of his own vestments.

The blasphemy of Cal's choice of 'rope' makes
Michael's soul sing, even as another heavy strike makes him cry
out. He is supposed to be counting while Cal spanks him—had the
best intentions of behaving when he was stripped naked and bent
roughly forward for the treatment he's been craving all week—but he
gave up somewhere around twelve.

The count doesn't really matter anyway. This
is nowhere near the main event.

They should not be doing this here. If the
cord binding Michael is blasphemous, the act of fucking around on
church grounds—of carrying on this brazen affair in this very
office, surrounded by bibles and altar cloths and liturgical
texts—is even worse. The sacristy is only a door away, and the
sanctuary just beyond, with the bare altar and stark pews of a
midnight-empty church.

And right here, Father Michael Lane himself.
A jaded and unrepentant priest, accepting a congregant's punishing
hand as he waits to be fucked.

Cal will fuck him. But there will be a
welcome ordeal first. There is always an ordeal first, one
way or another. Nothing between them has every been so
straightforward as sex. Michael requires this too—the cruelty, the
measured violence, the satisfaction and stimulation of pain—and Cal
Winstead has always given him exactly what he needs.

They have been carrying on this affair for
over three years. Some days it feels like a miracle that no one has
caught them. Other days it seems more like divine providence.

"You seem more distracted than usual
tonight." Cal's voice sounds light and even, despite the jarring
strength in his next swing.

The burning bite of impact radiates along
Michael's senses.

Michael squirms atop the desk, strains at the
bonds securing his wrists. He is not so much distracted as
restless, but Cal wil not care about the distinction.

"Please, sir," he breathes, panting
and writhing as he pictures the man standing behind him. Cal is
still fully dressed. Has perhaps shed suit jacket and tie amid the
energetic spanking, but otherwise must still look as regal and
dignified as always. Strong shoulders, stern posture, possessive
eyes. Michael can feel those eyes on him during mass. He knows when
Cal is in one of those pews purely from the zing of electricity
that rushes through him during the homily.

This is better. Alone. Naked. At Cal's mercy,
with this steady boulder of a man all to himself.

"Please what, Michael?" Affection
softens the question even as another powerful blow connects with
his backside and drives the breath from his lungs.

"More," Michael gasps. "Oh god, fuck,
I'm ready."

It's fortunate that Cal doesn't make him
articulate any better—doesn't pretend not to understand. Sometimes
he teases. Drags this out and makes Michael find actual words for
what they both need. Tonight he takes pity. The blows stop and the
hands disappear. Michael would protest the fact that he is no
longer being touched, but this moment of delayed gratification is
necessary. He breathes and waits and listens.

Even though he can't see what Cal is doing,
he tracks by sound the rustle of fabric and footsteps behind him.
Cal moves with teasing slowness, collecting the half dozen candles
that have been burning on a table nearby this entire time. Endless
minutes to create hot pools of wax for what comes next.

One by one Cal deposits every lit candle on
the desk. Michael knows that the two he can see are perfectly
matched to the rest. Thick pillar candles, white and unscented, so
sturdy they stand on their own with no need for sconces or support.
They look nothing like the thin tapers used for mass, those narrow
beeswax ritual candles too hot to safely use on skin. But Michael
has still taken to stocking and storing these thicker specimens
alongside the church's usual store, and no one has yet commented.
Certainly if anyone has noticed, they haven't discerned the true
purpose of these tools.

Blasphemy indeed.

"You sure about this, Father?" Cal murmurs in
a teasing hush, stepping in close and stroking a hot hand along
Michael's ass. "You ready to hurt this much?"

Michael shivers beneath the touch. "Yes.
Please yes." There is nothing quite like the pain of hot wax
wielded by an experienced hand. Michael is salivating he's so ready
for this additional flavor of pain.

"Mmm," Cal hums agreeably, picking up the
first candle in Michael's line of sight. That big hand wraps around
the thick girth of the candle like it's nothing, and Michael
watches the flickering flame until it vanishes from his peripheral
vision.

He forces himself to breathe, even though the
instinct of anticipation is to hold his breath. Quick, shallow
inhales are all he can manage. The stillness and quiet might just
drive him mad as he waits for Cal's next move.

Then, in a jolting heartbeat, the first
trickle of wax hits his already feverish ass, and Michael gasps a
choked sound. A small rivulet rolls partway down rounded flesh and
then hardens to a stop. He is still reeling from the slick heat of
contact when Cal drips a second, longer path along the small of his
back. Several seconds elongate, and then comes another splash over
the swell of the opposite cheek—perfectly placed to touch and
barely trace down his crack, making him sob and jerk at his
bonds.

All this registers so intensely that the next
pause catches him completely off guard. Even once Cal sets the
first candle down in order to take up a new one, for several
seconds nothing happens.

Michael is panting harder now. The corner of
the desk digs into his stomach, and he yearns for friction on his
neglected cock. He isn't quite near enough to rub against the edge
of the desk, though even if he could, he would resist. Only Cal has
the authority to allow him orgasm. Even alone in his own home, he
does not touch himself without Cal's permission. He needs that
commanding edge—that powerful absolution—almost as much as he needs
oxygen.

In another lifetime perhaps he would be
ashamed of the obedient and wanton creature he has become. In this
lifetime there is only Cal.

At last another spatter touches his
sensitized skin—a generous splash that streaks down his left thigh
before hardening. Michael startles with an audible cry when Cal
sets a hand to the same spot a moment later, stroking and
squeezing. It is a disconcertingly gentle touch amid the otherwise
rough handling of the night, and Michael wriggles—helplessly,
thoughtlessly—beneath the persistent caress.

The hand vanishes. Another, smaller trickle
of wax touches the inner swell of his ass and sneaks again into the
intimate and sensitive crevice. This is no accident, judging by the
almost immediate repetition on the other side, and Michael whimpers
pitifully.

They've barely started, and he is already
overwhelmed. Heat, pain, pleasure. Raw sensation across skin that
Cal beat red in anticipation of this intricate play.

"Breathe, Michael," Cal admonishes,
only to collect a fresh candle and pour a more sizable splash that
makes Michael buck and stifle a cry. "We've only just begun."

This time when Cal sets the candle down,
instead of a firm caress there comes a vicious, open-handed blow.
Michael shouts, unprepared for the spanking to renew, but he makes
no effort to get away. Even this pain is a ragged delight, zinging
along his spine to join the tangle of signals igniting confused
pleasure inside his brain.

Cal hits him again. Again. A rain of impacts
that jar Michael against the desk and leave him winded. His senses
are spinning by the time the rhythm eases and stops. He is dragging
in heaving, shuddering breaths, turning lightheaded with the rush
of oxygen.

The candles are still burning. He aches for
more.

In a distant corner of his brain, he is aware
just how easy it would be to end this. A single use of his safeword
would call a ceasefire, would see his wrists released and the pain
stopped. But Michael does not want to stop. He is all unapologetic
eagerness as he waits to be manhandled and taken and hurt even
more.

He is expecting more wax, and so he startles
when instead Cal grabs him and—with arousing ease—wrestles him into
a different position. Vertigo overtakes Michael as he is forcefully
moved, the entire world tilting and shifting around him.

When stillness returns, he is on his back
farther up the desk. His bound wrists remain trapped, now pinned
behind him, and the candles continue to burn nearby. His ass rests
fully on smooth wood. With his legs bent—a position Cal has
commandingly guided him into—his heels are just able to brace on
the edge. Even deep as the desk is, it's not enough to accommodate
Michael this direction, and so his neck hangs at an awkward angle
over the far side. He can raise his head to see everything, but
already the effort is draining and he knows he won't be able to
sustain it.

"Keep your legs wide," Cal murmurs, pressing
Michael's knees apart and then trusting him to stay that way.
Michael meets intense eyes and does his best to obey once the hands
lift, and Cal gives an approving nod.

While the strength in his shoulders still
holds, Michael takes a long moment to appreciate the beautiful
sight above his exposed body. Cal has indeed shed coat and tie, and
unbuttoned the top of his shirt to reveal a tantalizing line of
throat. His trousers are prominently tented where his erection
strains, and Michael's mouth waters at the promise in that visible
arousal. It will only be a matter of time before Cal needs to
either pause or finish their activities in order to put his cock
inside Michael, and the moment will be glorious.

Cal does not always penetrate him when they
play, but Michael has no doubt that—one way or another—the
conclusion is foregone tonight.

For now Cal takes another candle in hand, and
Michael lets his head fall back. Waits. Imagines and wonders where
the wax will fall.

He arches nearly off of the desk when the
splash hits his left nipple. A wild curse escapes his lips, high
and thready, and he jerks at his bindings. Fuck, it hurts.
Sudden and striking, it floods his senses with fire, and only with
difficulty does he settle back into position.

He whimpers when Cal's free hand reaches
forward, thumb rubbing at his stiff nipple through the layer of
hardening wax. A teasing flick, a scrape of fingernail, a pinch and
twist make Michael cry out all over again. He's gasping by
the time he is finally released.

The next splash takes him along the hip,
right at the crease of his thigh. The third coats his stomach with
a long, cruel stripe of raw heat. Michael shudders and squirms, but
manages to keep his legs spread despite the perpetual anticipation
of pain somewhere more sensitive.

"God," Cal breathes above him, voice raw with
gravel. "Look at you. If ony the church knew what a hungry pain
slut their golden boy really is."

Giddy humiliation sings through Michael at
this gruff observation. No one can know, and yet Cal has always
seen right through him. Cal suspected what Michael needed right
from the start, and miraculously stuck around while he figured it
out for himself.

Michael is probably going to hell for this.
How can he continue wearing his vestments, holding his position in
the church, when all too often he falls to this?

But he also does not care. Not in these
moments, when he feels so fiercely and powerfully alive. When Cal
is touching him—when Cal is hurting him and claiming him and maybe
even loving him—Michael can't bring himself to worry about anything
else.

"No one knows." Michael gasps and jolts at a
stream of wax along his inner thigh. "Only you!"

"Good," Cal snarls and sets the candle
down. There is familiar fire in his eyes, and Michael is not
surprised to see him reach for his fly and begin unbuttoning.

He is surprised when Cal circles the
desk instead of stepping into the space between his trembling legs.
He shivers at the beautiful sight of Cal's naked cock, stark and
flushed against dark fabric and moving directly into his line of
sight. He shivers even harder when Cal's hands cup his nape and the
back of his head, to lift and steady him. Positioning him for the
insistent nudge of a hard cock against his lips.

With eager readiness, Michael drops his jaw
and accepts Cal's thick cock into his mouth. This is not an
especially dignified angle, but Michael relishes the helplessness
of the position—upside down and without leverage as Cal feeds the
length deeper.

The press at the back of Michael's throat a
moment later nearly makes him choke, but he controls his gag reflex
with the skill of long practice—another talent that a priest of the
cloth should not be honing, and certainly not right here on holy
ground. He opens his throat for the persistent and increasingly
invasive shove. Deeper and deeper, without protest or
resistance.
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