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Disclaimers
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This is a work of fiction.

Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or to actual religious, fraternal, or public offices is coincidental and not intended to depict, endorse, or offend any real individuals or institutions.

The depictions of religious rituals, clerical life, and fraternal symbolism are entirely invented and do not reflect the beliefs, practices, or doctrines of any real faith, church, or organisation.

All characters are consenting adults.

This story contains explicit sexual content, themes of blasphemy, power exchange, and age-gap dynamics intended for mature readers only.

Reader discretion is advised.

No part of this work is intended to promote hate, discrimination, or harm against any group or belief system.
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The Gaze Across the Garden
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Late July 2025

The bishop’s annual summer party sprawls across the rectory lawn. Roses have gone blowsy and overblown. The air hangs thick with the scent of cut grass and bruised petals. Champagne glasses catch the low sun and throw back flashes of pale gold. Laughter rises in polite ripples then falls back under the steady murmur of bees.

Ian arrives late. Gravel still crunches under his tyres while most guests are already on their second glass. He steps out of the old Volvo wearing a charcoal linen suit pressed once too often; the cuffs show faint creases. His clean-shaven face carries a flush from the long drive and the hurry. A single bead of sweat traces down his temple and vanishes into the silver at his sideburns. He has the excuse of a diocesan call that overran ready on his tongue, but the apology dies the moment his eyes scan the garden.

Across the lawn, near the rose arbour, stands a young man in a light summer shirt. Sleeves rolled to the elbow. Forearms dusted with dark hair. The shirt hangs open at the throat and shows the soft hollow where collarbone meets sternum. He appears to listen to someone, perhaps the bishop, perhaps a canon. Yet his gaze has already drifted. It finds Ian.

The look does not hunt. It pierces. Not mere appraisal of flesh but the quiet, unhurried reading of a soul laid bare. Ian feels it settle like a hand resting lightly on the back of his neck. His pulse stumbles, steadies, stumbles harder. He tries at once to push the sensation down; old habit, self-deprecating reflex. You are sixty-two. He is thirty. Stop it.

The party continues around them. Voices rise and fall. Glasses clink. Someone laughs too loudly at a mild joke. Ian moves through the familiar steps; handshakes, murmured pleasantries, the bishop’s arm briefly around his shoulders. Every conversation blurs into white noise. He cannot recall a single word spoken to him after that gaze landed. Only the weight of being seen, truly seen, for the first time in years.

Later, in the car on the drive home, the summer evening stays warm. Windows stay down. The scent of cut grass and diesel drifts inside. My husband drives with one hand loose on the wheel and the other resting on my knee. He speaks of the bishop’s roses, the new canon’s sermon, the canapés that were too salty.

I listen, only half-present. Then I ask, quietly: “Who was the man in the charcoal linen suit? The one who arrived late?”

My husband glances sideways, amused. “That’s Ian. Very Reverend Ian Macrae. Dean emeritus now. Wit sharp enough to cut glass. Why?”

I do not answer at once. The hedgerows rush past in green blurs. A pheasant breaks cover and skims low across the road. I feel the ghost of that gaze again, steady, unhurried, seeing straight through skin and clerical collar to the man underneath.

“No reason,” I say. But the lie tastes like summer grass and salt. And I already know I will not forget the way his eyes held mine across the lawn.
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Thrust into Grace
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My flat, his old fourth-floor dorm – 22 January 2026

We matched on the bear app six weeks earlier. Ian: blank profile, “I.M.” age 62, “retired academic / active minister.” We met twice for coffee, always public, always excruciatingly polite. He paid every time, called me “laddie,” asked about my research, and left with a chaste handshake that lasted three seconds too long. I decided this was the last chance.

I texted: Swing by my place after your meeting? We can finish that conversation. Ian arrived twenty minutes later in perfect navy three-piece suit, white shirt, silk tie the colour of altar wine, gold-rimmed glasses, clean-shaven, every inch the distinguished Very Reverend. He stepped inside and closed the door himself.

We sat on the sofa. Talked books, weather, church politics. The room was freezing. I “accidentally” brushed my leg against his. Nothing. I slid my hand onto his thick thigh, wool warm under my palm. He did not move it away.

Ian spoke softly, a trace of amusement in his voice. “That’s a rather posh jumper, laddie. Cashmere?” I answered. “Sale rack, twenty quid. Looks posh until you wash it.” Ian chuckled. “Modern fibres. Promise luxury, deliver shrinkage.” I leaned closer. “Funny thing about shrinkage... some things refuse to shrink at all. They simply expand. Grow thicker. Harder to hide.” Ian’s eyes dropped to the ridge swelling in my joggers. His clean-shaven cheeks flashed scarlet. He whispered, almost dry. “I’ve noticed that phenomenon myself. Age is no guarantee of... contraction.” I grinned. “Good. Because mine is definitely expanding by the second.”

I kissed him. Soft at first. He froze for half a heartbeat, then his lips parted and he kissed me back, deep, starving, devouring. The man was an unbelievable kisser: tongue gentle yet insistent, one hand cradling the back of my head as though he had waited forty years for this exact mouth.

No more words. Only surrender.

I locked the door with a deliberate click. Ian unbuttoned my shirt with reverent fingers, eyes never leaving mine. When my chest was bare he leaned in and licked a slow stripe across my nipple, warm and perfect. I stripped him in return: jacket folded neatly over the chair, tie loosened but left on, shirt opened to reveal the shaved silver chest, heavy low-hanging pouch, nipples hard pink coins against soft stubble. I sucked one. He whimpered, an actual minister whimper. “Aye... Christ, laddie...”

Ian dropped to his knees on the old dorm carpet, the exact spot his teenage bed once stood. He looked up through fogged glasses, clean-shaven face flushed crimson, and took me to the root in one reverent glide. The heat was shocking: wet, throat fluttering around the head, tongue pressed flat along the underside as though he had practised for decades in secret. He pulled back just enough to breathe, saliva stringing from his smooth lips to my shaft, then sank again, nose buried in my bush, swallowing until his throat convulsed. Tears gathered and spilled, running down his clean-shaven cheeks in perfect silence. His ringed hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently while his other hand gripped my thigh as if anchoring himself to the only real thing left in his universe.

I turned him over the old office chair, the same chair he once used to pray in secret. Hands spread his cheeks with trembling devotion. His tongue was warm, soft, relentless: long worshipful strokes from balls to hole, circling the rim like he was tracing a forbidden halo. He moaned into me. The vibration shot straight up my spine. One finger, then two, then three: slow scissoring, curling, stretching me open while his tongue kept licking around them. His smooth, freshly shaved cheeks glided against my skin. His wedding ring stayed cold against my entrance every time he pushed deeper.

Missionary on the threadbare dorm carpet that still smelled faintly of 1981. His legs over my shoulders, tie dangling like a stole across his chest. I slid in bare, one long, relentless push until I was buried to the root. He arched, mouth open in a silent cry, clean-shaven face thrown back, eyes rolled white. I set a punishing rhythm: deep grinding strokes that made his belly quiver and his untouched cock slap wetly against his stomach. His hole clenched in waves, milking me, greedy for every inch.

When I came it was endless: pulse after pulse flooding him while his body convulsed, legs locking around my waist, silent tears streaming down his smooth cheeks as
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