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Sean grasps the shame of the situation, even
as he submits without protest: an ordained priest, enjoying not
just the broken vows of sex with strangers, but also the intimacy
of intricate rope bondage. He loves it. The illusion of
helplessness, the complete surrender, the sense of being not a
sexual partner but a toy.

The first time he begged to be used this way,
he was terrified and ecstatic.

Now he is more experienced—still ecstatic—as
he finds himself inside a congregant's home, naked and tied so
tightly he can't move. The position is delicious, as is the
meandering crowd of strangers attending this guilty pleasure of a
party.

Calvin—tonight's host and Sean's secret
lover—has not touched him since tying these knots. Calvin has
simply continued to socialize and serve drinks, watching with cool
possessiveness as his guests manhandle Sean however they
desire.

Sean's legs and folded knees have been bound,
leaving him splayed and exposed. His arms stretch parallel behind
his back, equally secure, providing easy access for every touch and
torment.

The men—they are all men—have taken turns
hurting and fucking him, pretending to ignore him for cruel
intervals between. Sean has not been allowed to come. Sometimes
they claim him one at a time. Sometimes they spit-roast him: on the
floor, on the couch, on the coffee table. Condoms are required, but
Sean imagines semen flooding his throat, a smear of come between
his thighs instead of lube.

He knows none of these men. Some are aware
he's a priest, and have taunted him mercilessly all night. The rest
run a gamut between fascinated delight and unvarnished skepticism,
unwilling to believe a beautiful young minister would let himself
be debased in this way.

Sean has long since made peace with his own
inevitable ruin.

In this moment, half a dozen hands are
holding him face-down on the coffee table. He cries and shudders as
a riding crop—surely an accessory provided by the host—cracks
repeatedly between his spread thighs. There is no finesse to the
beating, but each impact burns beautifully across skin that has
been misused all night. His cock and balls are exposed, laid out by
rough hands, and for every blow that clips his ass or inner thighs,
two land directly on his more delicate parts.

He pleads for them to stop, confident they
won't. Calvin always explains the rules when he shares Sean:
everyone knows his safe word, his limits. They will continue to
hurt him, and Sean should hate himself for loving this.

When the beating abruptly ends, Sean swallows
a startled cry. A taut quiet follows, and he blinks past tears. He
can't move his body, but he manages to raise his head and spot
Calvin seated in the tall armchair that no one has taken tonight.
That is Calvin's seat. And the fact that he's sitting in it signals
the festivities are almost over.

Everyone waits in rigid anticipation, the
room silent but for Sean's panting gasps.

Finally, Calvin speaks. "Stephen. Frank. Your
names came out of the hat tonight. Would you do the honors?"

Sean gasps as he is dragged bodily up from
the table amid laughter and cheers. He knows what's coming. He
knows. He begged for this. And yet he squirms as he is
positioned between the two men kneeling on the floor, then lifted
and lowered onto one of their cocks. Every eye in the room follows
as the second man moves into position and a slick, condom-covered
length nudges at the impossibly tight place where Sean is already
filled.

"Oh god," he sobs. He is sore and
eager and ready for the stretching pain of penetration. "Oh god,
please!"

The tip gains purchase and wedges past his
rim, and the shock is enough to punch the breath from Sean's lungs.
He stops pleading. He has lost the words.

A brutal shove forces more inside him, and
even after hours of rough fucking, Sean is too tight. He moans a
broken keen, jerking between the two powerful bodies, unable to
escape.

The intrusion keeps coming. It drives deeper
and deeper until he imagines he can taste it in his throat. And
when the man bottoms out with a grunt, Sean sucks in a shaky
inhale.

They fuck him brutally. Mostly they
coordinate, one pulling out, then driving in while the other
withdraws. Back and forth, filling the trapped priest with rhythmic
abandon. Sometimes they stutter. Sometimes the pace falters, both
trying to shove deep at the same time. Sean barely recognizes his
own voice filling the room above their grunting, growling
exertions. He is sobbing, whimpering, groaning, screaming.

He is being taken completely apart by total
strangers, and his entire soul sings with humiliation. He won't
admit what he has done at his next confession. He will still be
aching when he steps into the pulpit to deliver the homily.

At last, the two men orgasm and withdraw,
signaling an end to the festivities. Sean is discarded as everyone
makes themselves decent. The hour is late—the party lasted longer
than usual—and Calvin accompanies his guests to the front of the
house, seeing them off with the casual ease of a dinner party
host.

When he returns to the living room—to Sean
still lying on the floor, folded over on his stomach, unable even
to move himself into a more comfortable position—there is fond
amusement in his expression.

"Would you like to come?" Calvin murmurs.

"Yes, sir," Sean moans.

Calvin hums approvingly and lifts him easily
onto the coffee table, laying him on his back so that his head
hangs over the edge at the perfect angle for Calvin's purpose.

"Open," Calvin commands, and Sean immediately
obeys.

With the swish of a zipper and the shove of a
naked cock across his tongue—no more latex tonight, not when he and
Calvin have long since agreed to share their sexual risks—Sean's
restless mind settles. His body is still an overexcited wreck, but
he has enough control to relax his throat when Calvin drives deep.
The forward momentum continues until Calvin's belly is crushed
directly against Sean's face. It would be difficult to breathe even
if not for the enormous erection blocking his airway, but Sean
doesn't mind. He welcomes the discomfort, and the accompanying
promise of satisfaction.

When Calvin bends over him and wraps Sean's
cock in one big hand, Sean tries involuntarily to moan around his
mouthful. He nearly chokes, nearly loses control. Then Calvin gives
a firm stroke, and Sean does choke. The spearing length down
his throat does not retreat. He can't get away. And when Calvin's
fist continues, dragging up and down his cock, Sean can't last.

He spends in near silence, the only sound a
wet and guttural protest from his abused throat. The sensation
crackles across his nerve endings, fills his head, sweeps him into
a higher plane of rapture and white noise.

When Sean returns to awareness, the cock
wedged down his throat has become unbearable. He needs to breathe.
Blessedly, Calvin eases back just far enough for Sean to get air
into his lungs.

"Ready?" Calvin asks in a teasing voice.

Mouth still full, Sean can only nod.

"Good boy," Calvin murmurs, and thrusts his
hips forward.
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"Priests aren't supposed to do this kind of
thing, you know," Calvin observes, circling Sean to admire his own
handiwork.

Sean's only response is a muffled
grunt—probably agreement—impossible to decipher through the thick,
cock-shaped gag that spreads his lips and jaw. A dark strip of
fabric covers his eyes, carefully positioned to block out any
suggestion of light.

Calvin thought about taking even sound away.
A good set of earplugs would do the trick.

But then he couldn't taunt his willing prey,
as he circles Sean unpredictably. He couldn't murmur cruel little
nothings as he takes his blasphemous sub steadily apart.

Father Sean Michaels is a beautiful man, even
when he is dressed in the formal garb of his station. Calvin has
ogled him in a wide variety of outfits. White robe and stole. Suit
and tie. Black button-up shirt with a white slip of paper tucked
beneath the lapels.

But tonight. Like this. Naked on his knees,
folded forward, with his shoulders against the floor and his ass
lifted into the air…

Tonight he is something beyond beautiful, and
for a while Calvin circles, using his phone to snap photos of the
decadent display. Sean trembles visibly, occasionally jolting when
the shutter-sound of Calvin's camera sounds at close range. He
doesn't protest, though. He will beg Calvin for copies of these
photos later, if previous experience is anything to go by. He won't
chastise Calvin for taking them, any more than he will protest the
fact that Calvin stripped and handcuffed him right here in the
vestry. A late night gamble. They both like their trysts to come
with a little extra adrenaline, and there is no aphrodisiac quite
so potent as the risk of being caught.

Calvin takes extra care to photograph the
bright red welts that cross Sean's skin. The blows from the cane—a
lovely fiberglass specimen that Calvin bought especially for Sean,
and which lives in a discreet corner of the vestry wardrobe, plain
enough to go unremarked—stand out sharp and mean across skin that
started the evening smooth. Dozens upon dozens of raised and angry
marks have been painted across Sean's ass and the backs of his
thighs.

The marks look absolutely agonizing, and
Calvin's mouth waters. He has already set the cane down, and he
shifts his grip on the phone so that he can hold it in one hand—an
imperfect position for taking photos—and drop to his knees in order
to grope Sean's feverish backside.

"I hope you don't have any meetings or
counseling sessions tomorrow." Calvin gives a squeeze that draws a
shattered cry from Sean's chest. "You'll be in agony if you try to
sit."

Sean moans a garbled sound around the gag,
wrists jerking in their restraints, body squirming in place.

He keeps his ass in the air, though. He
doesn't shy from the cruel hand exploring his welted skin. Calvin
has him too well trained for such careless disobedience. Even when
Sean breathes
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