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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.
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