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            Prologue

          

          MATEO

        

      

    

    
      I fell back on my narrow bed and allowed the tears to flow freely. The letter Justin left me fell from my hand to the floor, and a moment later I was curled up on my side, sobbing into the pillow.

      “Why, damn it, why?” I cried. “This isn’t fair.” 

      There was a knock at the door, and I sat up straight and swiped at my eyes with the back of my hand. “Yes?”

      “Mateo, are you okay?” An older man’s voice asked. It could be any of the monks. I’d become such a recluse I couldn’t recognize the voice. 

      “I’m fine.” I lied, hoping whoever it was would go away. 

      “Pray, Mateo. God knows your pain, and can help you through it.” The man mumbled, then I heard his footsteps walking away.

      “Yeah, right,” I muttered. “If God wanted me to remain a priest, he wouldn’t have placed Justin on my path in the first place.” I spotted the letter at my feet and scooped it up. Then I smoothed out the crumpled page on my thigh and read it again. 

      …I will never forget you or the times we’ve spent together. I decided to leave Holy Cross Abbey and move on to Richmond. This is my gift to you. After our encounter, you were crying, and I could see how conflicted you are about me and the priesthood. You said, “I can’t go on like this, Justin.” 

      “Damn it,” I punched the mattress and a tear drop splashed on the paper in my hand. “At least I know where he went. Not that he’ll want to see me.”

      If only Justin had known the real reason for my tears. I felt like Saul on the road to Damascus, but instead of a revelation from God, it was the sudden realization that there was no God. My faith was obliterated in Justin’s arms, and there was no possible way I could remain a priest now.

      I fell back on the bed and shut my eyes, then memories of our encounter at the gift shop danced behind my eyelids. Justin standing against the wall, and as I bit his shoulder my cock filled him completely. He’d cried out in pain first, but after a few strokes he was begging for more. 

      “Why does he have this effect on me?” I mumbled, then pressed down on my now erect cock. It throbbed underneath the zipper, and with trembling fingers I pulled it out and shoved my slacks down to my knees. “Because, I think I love him.” I whispered, then fisted my girth hard and fast, anything to feel the same way I had just a few short hours ago. Images of Justin’s face, his lips curled in ecstasy filled my mind. The memory of his tight ass wrapped around my cock made me moan. 

      ‘“I’m just a filthy priest,” I muttered, and my hand flew up and down my cock faster. Pre-cum flowed down my shaft, and soon the air was filled with my grunts, and the slick sound of wet skin. 

      “You're no priest,” I grunted through gritted teeth. Pressure filled my groin, and a moment later I gasped as cum covered my fist. 

      “Justin.” I whimpered, then I raised my hand over my face and stared at the semen. Since I’d hit puberty, I’d always felt ashamed of my desires. The priests had told us it was a sin. Now? I brought my hand down to my lips, and licked it clean.
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       I only had a single suitcase, and it lay open on the bed. My vestments and clerical clothes hung in the closet, where they would remain. I opened my drawers, and one by one packed the few clothes I had. It was only a couple of pairs of jeans, my underwear and a few t-shirts. Once I arrived in Richmond, I’d purchase the items I needed.

      Fear and hope competed for space in my head. My entire adult life had been in service to the church, and now I was embarking on a new adventure. I’d do anything to have Justin with me. But, would he want to? Or was he still a hardcore believer, who would deny himself the love I knew he felt for me in order to serve a non-existent God?

      Once my dresser drawers were empty, I shut the suitcase and pulled my phone out of my pocket. According to the website for the bus company, I had one hour before it departed Berryville for Charlottesville. Then I’d transfer to another bus which would take me to Richmond, a strange city I’d never been to. An AirBnB had been booked, a small studio apartment near the school Justin would be teaching at. 

      For my entire priestly career, I’d socked most of my pitiful salary into savings. Aside from a small amount I sent my family every month in Central America, I’d had no need for cash. What would I buy? Serving the church had been my life, and aside from purchasing the occasional book, money had meant little to me. Thanks to my frugality, I had more than enough to start my life over again. And if Justin wanted nothing to do with me, I’d move back to El Salvador. 

      A horn honked outside. I raced to the window at the same time my phone pinged. The Uber I’d ordered was waiting in the driveway. I picked up the suitcase and took a final look around my former cell.

      “What an apt name, because it was almost a prison.” I sighed, then placed the letter I’d written the Abbot on the dresser, and left.
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      Dearest Abbot,

      Thank you for your hospitality over the years, but I’ve had a revelation. I’m no longer able to work as a priest, and if I try to hang on, it will end up being a disaster. I apologize for not letting you know in advance of my plans, but everything happened so suddenly. I wish all of the brothers peace, and goodwill. I’m not leaving any contact information because I’m officially leaving the church, and my reasons will remain my own. 

      Sincerely,

      Mateo Ferdinand Castillo

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          JUSTIN

        

      

    

    
      “...in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, amen.” I said, crossing myself. “You may be seated.”

      The boys in my biology class sat down, then stared expectantly at me. This was my first teaching post, and my heart was hammering in my chest. The students were in pale green military uniforms, and sporting crew cuts. There were only twenty-one kids, unlike public schools, which typically had over thirty students.

      “My name is Father Finnegan.” I introduced myself, and the boys giggled. Somebody must have tipped them off about my mother, or they’d seen Sister Angelica’s show where Mom was drunk. No need to devote any time to that. “Open your books to the first section, on genetics.”

      I’d worried that the boys would be unruly with a new teacher, but they did as I instructed without a word. “Starting with you,” I pointed at a young redhead in the front row. “Read two paragraphs aloud. Then the boy behind you will do the same, until we’ve completed reading the chapter. Take notes please, and sorry I don’t know your names yet. I’ll learn them quickly. What’s your name?”

      “Timothy Bankhead.” The red-haired boy replied.

      “Everyone, state your name before reading. Timothy, begin reading please.” I instructed, then sat down behind my desk. The boy began to read, and my thoughts wandered. An experienced priest told me the trick of having students read aloud when you were not as prepared as you wanted to be. It took the focus off of yourself, and placed it squarely where it should be, on the students. It would also give me a chance to study the boys without making them self-conscious. 

      I’d gone to public schools in Los Angeles, and the behavior of these boys was markedly different from me and my old classmates. Everyone was paying attention and taking notes, unlike my former self. Throughout high school and the beginning of college, I’d been an excellent cheater. The lengths I would go to in order to not crack open a book were astounding. If I’d spent the same amount of time and energy on my school work as I did cheating, I would’ve been a valedictorian. 
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