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He can't believe he is here again.

Naked. Blindfolded. Trembling with
anticipation as he kneels on the floor in the vestry.

It was a shock the first time. A mistake the
second. An unforgivable weakness the third. Father Paul Nelson has
always known himself for a covetous sinner, but it wasn't until he
felt Logan's hands on him that he truly sealed his fate.

Never mind all the things he should have
done, starting and ending with refusing Logan Lane's first
proposition. Even if he could go back and undo every decision he's
ever made, he's not entirely confident he would change this one. He
needs it too much.

If he's going to hell anyway, he may as well
enjoy the ride.

His hands are bound securely behind him with
Logan's belt, the worn leather soft and grounding against his skin.
There's no give in the straps crisscrossing his wrists. He couldn't
get loose if he tried.

Eerie silence resonates through the room, and
Paul's pulse speeds. He can picture his surroundings clearly
enough. The neatly organized shelves stacked with communion wafers,
candles, and incense. The garment rack in the corner on which all
of the robes and vestments hang in an orderly row. The
stained-glass window, through which mottled sunlight streaks in and
warms his bare skin.

Paul is alone in this room. Logan left him
here and locked the door. Promised to return soon. The phone call
he needed to take was undoubtedly a pretense—these games are so
much more exciting with an occasional power play—but Logan's been
gone for what feels like an eternity.

Every second that passes ignites a fresh and
confusing mix of terror and arousal in Paul's blood. The church
building was empty when they began their game, and it should remain
that way. There are no services, no meetings, no scheduled
preparations or choir rehearsals. Nothing at all that should result
in anyone else arriving to discover him. Even if someone were to
enter the building, they would have no conceivable reason to
approach the vestry. Other people are allowed in this room, but
Paul is the only one who oversees these supplies. Rationally, there
is no reason to fear discovery.

And yet he can't ignore the precariousness of
the situation. It shouldn't rouse his libido to new and staggering
heights, but Paul is long past pretending he's anything besides a
shameless and incorrigible wanton.

At last, his ears pick up the faint sound of
footsteps in the tiled hallway beyond the door. He shifts his
weight restlessly, knees scuffing the thin carpet, joints
protesting the lengthy ordeal of holding his position.

He could have waited more comfortably. Even
without the use of his hands, he could have maneuvered somehow. But
that would have meant disobeying Logan's express commands, and Paul
would never disobey Logan. He has defied any number of higher
powers in his lifetime, but he will always do exactly what Logan
Lane tells him to do.

Perhaps it's not the breaking of his vows
that will send Paul to hell. Perhaps it's the simple fact of
idolatry.

He worships Logan. There's no point denying
it now.

A click of the lock makes his breath catch,
and then there is the creak of hinges and a closer tread of
footsteps. The lack of shocked outcry confirms it's Logan returning
to him, even before the door closes and the heavy steps draw
closer. Gentle fingers card through Paul's hair, and Logan's warm
chuckle ghosts across his senses.

"Did you behave yourself, father?" Logan
twists his fingers tighter—Paul is overdue for a haircut but finds
himself reluctant to pursue the task when he so very much enjoys
having his hair pulled—and drags Paul's head back before asking
more roughly, "Have you been a good little priest?"

Paul breathes an incredulous laugh. Of course
he has not been a good priest. He has been crouching naked and
ready this entire time, his rigid cock impatient for friction he
couldn't provide, his pulse pounding with anticipation.

Logan pulls his hair harder. "Answer the
question," he snarls, and the rough gravel of the demand sends
fresh heat coursing through Paul's blood.

"No," he answers honestly. "I've been a
terrible priest. I've been reckless and wanton and dirty."

"Mmm." The grip in his hair eases but does
not entirely let go. "But have you been good for me?"

"Yes." Paul shudders, wrists fidgeting in
their restraints. "I waited for you. I didn't move. Please, sir,
can I taste you now?"

He's not expecting Logan to drop to the floor
in front of him, but in the span of a heartbeat, suddenly Logan's
big body is kneeling directly before Paul, crowding in close. He is
a pleasant inferno, even more so when he drags Paul against him and
crushes their chests together. When Logan's mouth takes his in a
brutal kiss, Paul does not question this change in strategy.

He submits immediately, opening to accept the
rough thrust of Logan's tongue. He gasps into the kiss when Logan
bites hard at his lower lip, but he doesn't protest or try to get
away. Logan is well aware of Paul's penchant for pain—just one more
thing there's no point denying now.

He whimpers around the invading tongue when
Logan's free hand finds and pinches his nipple. The fist in his
hair holds him steady—he could not break from the kiss if he wanted
to—but the fingers tormenting him are restless motion. Stroking
softly one moment, crushing the next, brushing soothingly with the
pad of a thumb only to grasp and twist tight. Paul sobs helplessly
at this unpredictable handling, arching against Logan's chest as
though there's any way this will ease the torment.

It doesn't. Logan traps his nipple more
firmly and gives a deeper twist, and all the while his tongue fucks
Paul's mouth in a pantomime of everything else they will soon be
doing.

When at last the kiss breaks, Paul is
panting. He moans when Logan's lips trail down the column of his
throat, and a graze of teeth makes him freeze to perfect stillness
despite the tight torture still holding his nipple.

"I wish I could mark you," Logan murmurs. His
stubble scrapes the soft skin, and he nuzzles at Paul's pulse
point. "Cover you in bruises for the world to see. I want to show
everyone what a beautiful slut you are for me."

"Please," Paul whispers, and he
honestly can't tell if he is begging Logan to do it or to stop.

Fortunate that one of them has some
self-restraint. After another burning moment, Logan withdraws with
a sigh, not following through on the threat. Paul doesn't have to
work out what he would've done in the event of Logan pushing the
issue, because Logan will never put him in that position.

There are lines they have already crossed.
Lines they blur and tangle and explore beyond reasonable bounds on
a regular basis. But Logan will never set him up for the kind of
public downfall such a brazen display would cause.

And in his more rational moments, Paul is
grateful for this fact.

A second kiss follows, infinitely more
fleeting than the first, and then Logan rises to stand. Paul's
belly twists with desire, and his mouth waters, ready a hundred
times over for what comes next. He exhales in a rush when Logan's
fingers twine commandingly in his hair once more.

He opens his mouth as the harsh grip drags
him forward. His mouth meets not naked flesh, but the pronounced
bulge of Logan's erection beneath soft fabric. Logan hasn't even
opened his pants yet, and Paul strains forward, trying to take
Logan in anyway. He mouths at the stiff line of cock, craving more
with a desperation that used to startle him. He's learned the scope
of his own depravity since. He is no longer startled by his vulgar
desire to please.

Logan hums an approving sound and thrusts
against his face. It's a teasing rhythm, unsatisfying for both of
them. Another power play. Paul breathes a pleading sound and sucks
at Logan through the smooth fabric, not caring that he is making a
mess. He needs Logan to stop teasing and take him, and he has no
power to make demands.

"Calm down, you incorrigible little slut,"
Logan croons, easing Paul back despite needy resistance. "You'll
taste my cock soon enough."

"Please, sir," Paul moans. He has no shame
left. He sacrificed it on Logan's altar long ago.

He knows exactly what to make of the sounds
that follow, can picture Logan's every movement to accompany them.
The quiet hiss of a zipper being drawn down—no belt to unbuckle
since Logan has already used it to restrain Paul's wayward
hands—followed by rustling fabric as Logan uses one hand to slide
the pants down his muscular thighs and free his straining cock.

Paul drops his jaw, ready and eager. He holds
that position even though his wishes are not instantly fulfilled,
certain Logan is staring down and appreciating the view. Logan has
photos of him like this. A whole collection that Paul was shy about
at first. He has long since stopped pretending to have any such
qualms.
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