
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


Claimed in the Confessional

A Kinky Priest Book 4

 


By Adri Armstrong

 


 


 


Copyright 2023 Adri Armstrong

Smashwords Edition


 


 


 


Table of Contents:

 


Content
Tags

Claimed in the
Confessional

Other Titles
by Adri

 


 


 


This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If
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Harvest season continues at its strange pace,
leaving a total lack of free time for the farmers that comprise his
congregation, and a bereft sort of limbo for Father Riley
McMillan.

Even before Jackson Hess stormed into his
life like a hurricane, Riley might have felt a bit abandoned and
ignored by this turn of events—people don't make time for church
when their very livelihoods require every spare scrap of time and
attention. Riley can't blame them for that. But he's lonely now, in
ways he did not know he could feel. Jackson and Jonah remain too
busy to visit him, sometimes missing Mass despite their usual
devotion. Their absence makes him yearn in ways no priest ever
should.

There are other ways to keep busy, and Riley
grudgingly embraces them. Planning ahead for the church's winter
activities, honing the words of his sermons to keen and eloquent
edges, tidying and cleaning every corner of the enormous
church.

He spends more time than ever on both the
phone and the internet, reaching out to friends and former
colleagues whom he has neglected in his exile. It's not that his
days are empty. But they lack the forbidden intimacies he craves
with his entire soul.

Two weeks since he last saw Jackson
privately, another visitor comes calling in the solitary hours
following an evening service. The church has emptied, the small
staff departing until next week. Only Riley remains, as he always
does, locking up and turning off lights.

A tap at one of the big front doors nearly
startles him out of his skin, but Riley recovers quickly and
hurries down the shallow steps that span the narthex. The space is
dimly lit, and Riley minds his steps as he reaches and unlocks what
he hopes is the correct door. Pushing it open, he finds a face he
knows only in passing.

The smile the man wears is hopeful.

"Sorry to intrude so late," he says in a
deep, gravel-rough voice. "Can I come in, father?"

Riley moves aside readily, though it takes
him until his guest is standing in the low narthex light to conjure
up a name to go with the face.

"What can I do for you, Mr. Mason?"

His guest gives him a wry look. "Call me
Cole. Only my farmhands call me Mr. Mason. Makes me feel old."

Uninvited warmth rolls through Riley as he
takes in the sight of Cole Mason standing before him. The man is
ruggedly handsome, probably in his late forties if Riley had to
guess, which makes him twice Riley's age. His expressive face is
creased by smile lines and crow's feet, and a thick but closely
trimmed beard covers the strong sweep of his jaw. Both his beard
and the soft strands of hair atop his head are shot through with
salt-and-pepper silver, and his eyes flash a dark and inviting
brown.
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