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Chapter One

 


A shiver ran through me as I turned on my
webcam. I quickly adjusted it so that my face wouldn’t show,
bringing the view down to my chest, stomach, and crotch. I was
already naked. While I waited for my partner to turn on his webcam,
I took a moment to look at how my body appeared on the screen — I
looked pretty good for a guy in his mid-thirties. My chest and
stomach were a little hairier than I would’ve liked, but I knew
some guys were into that kind of thing.

I nervously watched his icon on the chat
program, making sure he was still online and that he hadn’t been so
disgusted by me that he’d logged off right away. I couldn’t believe
I was actually doing this — I’d been trying to hide from my gay
side my whole life and now, here I was, about to have a jack off
webcam chat with some stranger on the internet.

But Mark wasn’t a stranger. Although, I
realized that might not be his real name. After all, I had given
him a fake name, told him I was Andrew, rather than admitting my
name was Peter. Really, I knew, it didn’t really matter if he knew
my real name — how many Peters were there in this world? The
chances that he’d figure out who I was because he knew my first
name were ridiculously low.

Yet that didn’t stop me from lying about my
identity.

Text from Mark appeared in
the chat window: Sorry — having webcam
troubles. Give me a moment.

Another shiver ran through me. I was so
nervous, but so excited, too. Any other night, I would’ve told Mark
I wasn’t ready for this and retreat behind the walls I’d built up
around me and my sexuality over the years, but my burning desire
for sex and my crippling loneliness had eaten away at me so badly
tonight that I was ready to do anything. I’d been talking to Mark
for weeks online, with neither of us quite ready to make the step
of showing each other what we looked like.

We’d described ourselves, vaguely, of
course, but even a trusting person like myself knew that people
tended to exaggerate when describing their bodies. I tried to
recall what I’d told him — tall, fit, hairy, and well hung. Well,
some of those were true. I was reasonably tall and somewhat hairy,
but I wasn’t exactly fit. Slender, yes, but not fit. And my cock
... well, I felt I was average, but that’s not something you tell a
guy when you’re trying to impress him.

Mark had described himself as average
height, a little muscular, tanned, smooth, and also well hung. He
sounded exactly like my kind of man, physically. I hadn’t actually
seen him yet, though, but I found it unlikely I could be turned off
by him unless he’d grossly misled me. I had gotten to know and like
him well enough through our text chats that I was sure I could
oversee any physical flaws.

Right then and there, a huge surge of fear
and trepidation ran through me. What if this guy was a fake? What
if he was some pic collector just waiting to catch me on cam? Or,
worse, what if he was some violent homophobe who was looking for
his next victim?

I was about to shut off my computer and
forget the whole thing, but then the screen flickered and Mark’s
webcam feed showed up. And he was naked. And he was exactly as I’d
pictured him. At least, his body was — like me, he wasn’t showing
his face.

My fear dissipated when it finally sunk in
that I was doing this, that this was real, that Mark was naked and
already hard and that he couldn’t possibly be a violent
homophobe.

I waved my hand awkwardly. “Hi.”

“Hey,” Mark said, his voice
sounding deep and masculine, though slightly tinny through my
crappy speakers.

“It’s good to finally,
well, see you, I guess,” I said. I was so nervous and at a total
loss for what to say.

“Yeah,” Mark said. There
was tension straining his voice. I could tell he was just as
nervous about this whole thing as I was. He had told me he’d never
been with a man before — never even shown himself on webcam,
either. This was as much a first for him as it was for
me.

I leaned back in my leather office chair,
still making sure the webcam feed ended at my neck. I ran my hands
down from my chest, over my nipples, across my stomach, and ending
at the root of my cock. This seemed to have an effect on Mark — he
grabbed his dick and started fondling it, holding his heavy balls
in one hand and lightly stroking his shaft with the other.

I mirrored his movements, touching myself in
the same manner. It wasn’t anything I hadn’t done before — being
single and in my thirties meant I’d done more than my share of
masturbation — but it felt much more ... erotic now than it had
ever felt before. The difference this time was that I had an
audience — a man who was as turned on by my body as I was by
his.

My tumescent cock solidified, growing harder
and longer. The head of my cock shone as the skin stretched.

“You’re so fucking hot,”
Mark said, his voice sounding deep and husky. He was growing as
thick and hard as me. “So much hotter than I imagined.”

“Mmm ... you, too.” I
flicked my thumb over the head of my cock, spreading the pearl of
precum that had gathered there, making my the crown of my cock
wet.

Mark was everything I was drawn to in a man
— masculine and thick. His chest had the developed pecs of a man
who worked out when he was younger and his chest and torso were
broad, but trim. His nipples poked through his thin layer of chest
hair, beckoning to me and my mouth. I’d never touched another man,
never held one, never kissed one, never licked one. Yet, I had an
overwhelming desire to suck those dark nubs and then nibble on
them, make them diamond-hard while I stroked his dick — or, even
better, as I rode his cock, shoved deep into my ass, my hole
stretched to accommodate its girth.

A tremble ran through me as orgasm almost
threatened to overtake me. I snapped out of my fantasy and stopped
jacking, tensing my core muscles, fighting back against the
oncoming eruption. When the sensation abated, I looked back at the
screen and at Mark. He was stroking quickly and dripping precum,
glistening trails running down his shaft and making his fist wet.
The light in his room reflected off his slick cock, illuminating it
like some holy relic. My mouth watered again as I thought of
getting on my knees between his legs and licking up and down his
shaft, lapping up the precum and stimulating his dick with my
tongue and mouth. And then I’d open my lips and take him in me,
swallowing him down to the root, stimulating and pleasuring his
cock until he exploded in my mouth, painting my tongue with his cum
and filling me so quick that my only option was to swallow it all
down.

“Fuck,” I moaned and threw
my head back, still stroking my length and fondling my balls. My
imagination alone was enough to get me off — and the fact that I
was fantasizing over an actual person that was into me, too, and
not some random porn star only shifted my erotic imagination into
overdrive.

I looked at the screen again. Mark was
pumping his fist furiously, turning into a blur over the
low-quality video feed. Fuck, he was long and thick — I wished I
could get that in my ass, that I could sit on him and sink down
until he was totally and completely buried in me. I’d never taken a
cock before, but I somehow knew I would love having that one inside
me.

I felt another surge of pleasure in my dick
— and this time I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer. “I’m gonna
cum,” I said, my words catching in a gasp as my orgasm mounted.

“Do it,” Mark said.
“Fucking blow your cum for me.”

I squeezed my eyes shut as the dam finally
burst and my balls tightened against my body. Cum rocketed out of
my dick, splattering down on my chest and stomach in waves. It kept
coming, kept flying out of me — this was the longest and most
intense orgasm I’d ever had. Pleasure rippled through me from head
to toe and back again. Each pulse of my dick as it shot out cum
only added to the intensity of it all. I moaned, then gasped and
tried to regain my breath as the contractions deep in my balls
slowed down, until I was still twitching, but my cum had been
drained.

I opened my eyes and looked down at the
white, sticky mess that now matted my chest hair, that ran in
thick, gooey lines up and down my body. I was covered in it,
absolutely covered. I didn’t know my balls could hold that much
cum.

Mark let out a strained sound and I looked
back up at the screen. His body jerked as his own orgasm took hold
of him. I watched, entranced, as his cock twitched in his grip and
then gushed cum like a fountain. In the dirty fantasies in my head,
I pictured that splattering all over my face, covering me, making
me wet and sticky.

His orgasm subsided a few moments later,
leaving him with a chest and stomach almost as messy and wet as
mine. I longed to lick up every last drop of it.

“That was amazing,” I said.
I’d seen cumshots before, of course, my own and the ones all over
the internet. But this one was intended just for me. This wasn’t
some random video on the internet, but someone who wanted to show
this to only me, someone who had gotten off on watching
me.

If only a small amount of online video sex
was this amazing and intense, then how incredible would actual sex
be? Already, my hole was twitching as my mind spun through half a
dozen dirty fantasies.

And then that little niggling voice of guilt
emerged in the back of my mind. This was dirty; no matter how
amazing it felt, this was wrong.

“I should ... I should go
now,” I said, still staring at the mess of cum all over Mark and
feeling guilty for being so turned on by it. When I felt guilty, it
took over me fast and hard. My cheeks were warm with a blush of
shame and my heart raced with nervousness.

“Yeah,” Mark said. “I
should ... get cleaned up or something.” It wasn’t difficult to
hear the guilt straining his own voice, too.

We were both men of deep religious
convictions. We’d spoken at length about it in the weeks leading up
to this chat, until our horniness took over and we couldn’t talk
our way out of sex anymore. As a compromise, we’d decided not to
show faces on the cams, in order to preserve our anonymity, and to
ameliorate the guilt, as if keeping our identities secret somehow
made it less of a sin.

“It was fun,” I said. That
was the truth--my guilt couldn’t tell me otherwise. I leaned
forward to turn off my cam.

“We should do this again,”
Mark said. Though I wanted to tell him I couldn’t do this again, I
knew I would. Now that he knew my deepest, darkest secret, it would
only make webcam sex easier to agree to in the future. Besides,
maybe letting this side of me get expressed in the safety of our
connection would let me block it out of the rest of my life
completely.

I nudged my laptop as I went to close the
chat site, accidentally pushing the lid back a bit and flashing my
face on the screen the moment before I cut the connection. I
instantly chastised myself for being so careless about our
anonymity agreement, but with the website closed and the cam feeds
cut, I was able to somewhat ignore the worry that Mark had seen my
face in that final second. Besides, even if he did see me, how
would he even recognize me? And even then, who would he tell?
Outing me would only out himself.

I shook my head and stood up--though it
niggled at my paranoia, I knew I was overreacting. Careful not to
drop cum across my condo, I hurried to the shower and washed away
all evidence of my sin.

When I dried myself and dressed, I grabbed
the white clerical collar from the top of my dresser and inserted
it into the collar of my black shirt. It was time for my weekly
pastoral visit with Mrs. Arnold at the hospital, and after that I’d
have to hurry over to St. George’s for evening mass.

 



 


​
Chapter Two

 


I settled into the leather chair in my
office. It had been two days since the webcam jerk session with
Mark and I couldn’t get it out of my head.

On the one hand, I felt guilty. I was a
Catholic priest — sex was forbidden. I’d broken my vows. I knew a
few other fathers who had indiscretions over the years, and they
all resigned shortly after. At least a couple of them went on to
marry the woman they had a tryst with.

And that was the major complicating factor
here — my tryst wasn’t with a woman.

Officially, the church looked down upon
homosexuality. In reality, many of my colleagues were supportive of
same-sex marriage. A few of them had even attended weddings when
invited. They felt it was just a matter of time before the Catholic
Church caught up with the rest of the world. Several Protestant
churches had been performing same-sex marriages for years now and
they were still vibrant, thriving communities of faith.

But, woman or man, I swore a vow of chastity
and a dedication to the church. I had now broken that vow. I’d
broken one of the promises I made to God. The guilt ate away at me,
leaving my stomach feeling acidic, leaving me sleepless at
night.

Yet, I lusted for more. I’d already jacked
off four times since that video call. I could still remember the
shape, size, and color of Mark’s dick. I could still remember the
hitch in his breathing as his orgasm took hold of him and cum came
shooting out of his slit, painting his stomach in thick, white
lines.

All of the impenetrable walls I’d built
around my sexuality — the walls that kept my libido at bay except
for the occasional masturbation session — seemed to be weakening. I
portrayed myself as almost asexual, as part of my role as a chaste
priest, and sometimes I almost felt like I did, in fact, lack a
sexuality. I could masturbate and live in denial. It was who I told
myself I was.

But this one web chat session was
threatening all of that. It could all come crumbling down if I
couldn’t contain myself.

Yet, all I could think of was Mark’s dick.
And in some dark corner of my mind I wanted more than to just see
it. The more I tried to shut that line of thinking down, the
stronger it became.

Fuck, I was horny.

I glanced at my open door, making sure there
was no one nearby in the foyer — Judy, my secretary, was the only
other person in the building right now, as far as I knew. I reached
under my desk and discreetly grabbed my thick and hard cock through
my slacks. If I wasn’t careful, I’d end up with a wet spot soaking
through the fabric or, worse, a wad of cum shooting into my briefs,
soaking through everything.

I glanced at my door again to make sure Judy
wasn’t coming by. Maybe I could discreetly pull my dick out and
give it a few tugs. No one would ever know. Then my gaze drifted
upward, to the small crucifix I kept mounted on the wall above the
door. The figure of Christ hung on the cross, having died for my
sins.
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