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A bead of sweat runs down Father Brendan
Blaine's spine as he rises from his chair behind the altar—careful
to keep his movements smooth, his stride normal—and walks to the
pulpit amid the final ringing notes of the Offertory. Pleasure
jolts inside him as the plug up his ass presses against just the
right spot, but he keeps any reaction off his face.

The result is a serious and focused
expression, almost a glower, as he fights to keep himself under
control. Thank goodness for the tight plastic cock cage holding him
at bay. An erection might not be visible beneath his clothes and
the heavy robe he's wearing, but he'd just as soon not gamble on
it. As the priest overseeing tonight's midnight Mass, he has far
too many eyes on him to take such a chance.

What he's doing is risky enough in the first
place. He is indulging in a blasphemy of wild and unforgivable
proportions. Bad enough he's carrying on an affair with a member of
his congregation—a man twice his age, who's been part of this
church for years. Even worse, he's spiraled into such an
unrepentant vortex of depravity that he's offering spiritual
leadership in a state like this.

But tonight is Christmas Eve—technically
Christmas Day, now that the clock has tipped past midnight—and he
finds himself stepping up to deliver the homily with a plug up his
ass, a cage around his cock, and the knowledge that Jacob Truitt is
in the very front row watching him.

His cock gives a painful pulse, trying and
failing to stiffen within the confines of the little cage. He
doesn't intend to meet Jacob's eyes when he reaches his place
before the congregation, but he can't resist. Jacob sits at the
outside edge of the front row of pews, far enough over that his
massive frame and broad shoulders won't block anyone's view. He's a
gorgeous mountain of a figure, muscular and sturdy as a cement
mixer. His eyes twinkle with mischief, his mouth quirking in a
smile that is equal parts amusement at Brendan's dire straits and
possessive heat promising a reward later.

Jacob's short-cropped hair is dusted with
silver, as is his thick beard, and he wears a cheerful green
sweater in deference to the holiday.

Brendan makes himself look away, drifting his
eyes across the rest of the Sanctuary. Hundreds of people watch him
in return, most of them decked out in their holiday best, dresses
and suits and fancy hair. Rows of candles flicker along the
perimeter of the room, and their light doesn't reach the massive
ceiling high above. The darkness outside turns stained-glass
windows into images too strange and shadowy to decipher.

"Merry Christmas," Brendan finally says,
letting himself smile, hoping the expression doesn't look too
strange. "It's good to see you all here, to celebrate this holiest
of nights." The words continue to flow out of him. Smooth delivery
requires effort thanks to his predicament, but the challenge is
manageable after how many times he practiced ahead of time. Some of
those practice runs were accomplished with Jacob deliberately
distracting him—fucking him, spanking him, tormenting him in any
number of clever ways—and so Brendan is as well prepared as he can
possibly be.
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