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Hauled in front of the
Headmaster, again.

Justin sat on the benches in the familiar
hallway, the hard wood as ageless and permanent as the Academy even
as Justin himself had grown and outgrown the hallowed institution.
There was a time, in the distant past, when a trip here would have
filled him with fear and awe, when the big cherrywood door of the
Headmaster's office was an imposing threat of punishment.

Not anymore. The pilgrimage
to Father Burke's office had become routine, climbing up from
monthly to weekly. Ever since his 18th birthday party, when he'd
hidden caches of silly string and cherry bombs all over the Academy
grounds and goaded the younger students into all-out vandal
warfare, he seemed to spend more time on these hard wooden benches
than in the equally-uncomfortable half-desks that St. Kilda's
Academy for College Preparations seemed to consider appropriate
furniture for growing minds.

Father Burke didn't bother with pomp. When
he decided Justin had been stewing in the hallway long enough, the
priest just opened the door, shook his head, and waved the youth
into the office.

Burke wasn't a large man, and Justin could
still remember when he'd first realized he was looking down at the
priest, that day he'd been called into this same office and he'd
decided he was done with lies.

The priest fit well into this majestic
office, into its dusty corners and dark shelves, framed oil
paintings of saints looking uncaringly down from their perches
between narrow windows. He fit into the Academy in a way Justin
didn't, in a way maybe Justin never had.

“Again, Justin?” Burke sighed, combing his fingers through dark hair
just barely tinged with grey, a sign of age that Justin secretly
considered a private triumph. Ever since he'd become old enough to
buy cigarettes and porn, those flecks of silver in the priest's
hair seemed to spread on a weekly basis.

“I was horny,” Justin
tossed out, defiant. “Would you rather I jerk it in the
dorms?”

“No, I... Justin,
the library? Really?”

“Just give me detention or
whatever,” the youth mumbled, feeling a sudden slight hint of
shame. He'd been in the Father's favorite nook, maybe even hoping
the priest would catch him, hoping he could give the older man a
shock. Instead it had been one of the nuns, sweet old Sister
Charlotte who had once given him a plate of fig cookies as a reward
for helping her sweep out the nave.

She'd taken one look at him, spread out
shirtless in the big armchair with his legs splayed and pants
around his ankles, working his cock eagerly with a Men's Health
spread out on the armrest, his taut young body catching the light
to show off the curves and bulges of lean muscles he'd spent hours
in the gym building into just the right shape. She'd rolled her
eyes and dragged him straight down to the Father.

Father Burke shook his head sadly. “I think
we're past that now,” he said. “Detention doesn't seem to affect
you. What happened to you, Justin? You used to be such a good
boy.”

Justin glared up at him. “I'm a man,” he
said, defiantly. “Have been for months now. Or did you already
forget about my birthday party?”

A flash of annoyance flickered on Burke's
face before the priest could stamp it out, and Justin felt a
gleeful spike of vindication. The priest was hard to rile.

Burke stood, drawing in all the power of
dignity his office could command. “I think it's time we end this
charade, you little shit.” He pulled an envelope out of the neat
stack of papers on the corner of his desk, opened it slowly. He
passed the contents over. “You're a bully and a troublemaker, and
I'm through playing games with you.”

Justin's uncertain smile faded instantly. It
was the will, the piece of paper that shaped his entire life.

“I hereby bequeath my
entire fortune to my beloved nephew Justin,” Burke quoted. “On the
day of his graduation from St. Kilda's Academy.” He grinned at
Justin with a sadistic pleasure the youth had never seen on the
Headmaster's face before. “What do you suppose happens to all that
money if you don't graduate at all?”



“Fuck you,” Justin spat.
“That's my money, and you know it.”

“Your Aunt Josephine was
most clear that you were to obtain a Catholic education. How are we
to educate you if you continue to run roughshod over all rules of
common sense and decency?”

Fear bloomed behind Justin's eyes as he
realized just how much the priest was enjoying this. He'd driven
the older man almost to the breaking point, and now Burke had
exactly the right tool for his revenge. “That's all my money,” he
pointed out, uncertainly. “That's everything. If you take
it...”

“I'm not taking anything
from you,” Burke smiled. “If we lose you as a student, the funds
simply vanish into the legal system. Believe me, Justin, I'd much
rather see you graduate, and we have nothing to gain from losing
you as a student. But we simply can't let this kind of behavior go
unpunished. So I'll give you a choice. Either I expel you, right
now... or we do this the old-fashioned way.”

Justin eyed the priest warily, sensing the
trap that had closed around him. “You wouldn't dare,” he said,
disbelieving.

“Stand up,” Father Burke
commanded. “Bend over my desk.” He was already opening the big
cabinet in the corner, pulling out a tool Justin had never once
seen in action. Nobody had, not since Father Burke had replaced
cranky Sister Meriope back when Justin was still an invisible fifth
grader, seven years earlier.

Justin hesitated. The priest weighed the
paddle in his hand, fixing him with an expression of regret that
was totally incongruous with the dancing glee behind Burke's eyes.
“It's this or expulsion,” he said gravely. “Your choice,
Justin.”

The lanky youth stood stiffly, inched closer
to the big desk.

“Unfasten your pants and
lower them to your knees, if you would,” Father Burke
instructed.

Justin glared hate at the priest, but he had
to obey. He ripped the buttons on his fly open with defiant sharp
moves, refusing to turn away, and yanked pants and briefs down in
one violent motion that sent his meaty cock swinging pendulously
between lean thighs. “You gonna hit me, Father?” he dared.

“Yes, Justin, I'm going to
hit you,” Father Burke said. The priest was resolutely maintaining
eye contact, but Justin felt a flash of vindication at the priest's
obvious urge to glance down at him, to take a good long look at the
man's body his former student had grown. “Bend over the
desk.”

Justin's forearms hit the desk, his tall
body bending at a right angle over it. His pert little ass raised
up into the air, totally exposed, a perfect curve of pale flesh
with the faintest scattering of soft dark hair over it, clustering
in thicker to mark the place where his body turned in on itself and
hiding the tight hollow of his most private place under the short
curls.

Burke steeled himself. It had been a long
time since he'd been this close to temptation, and the sight of
this thorn-in-his-side little troublemaker bent over his desk,
submissive for now but defiantly staring back at him... He had to
fight down the urge to stroke that softness, to run his fingers
over the lines of Justin's body and bury himself in that waiting
deepness.

“Are you gonna hit me or
lick me, you old queer?” Justin sneered.

“Watch your mouth,” Father
Burke warned mildly, and brought the paddle down hard on Justin's
ass. The boy yelped and flinched into the desk involuntarily,
glancing back at him with that delicious hint of fear at the
pain.

He rolled the paddle in his hand
meditatively, studying the pink bruise raising on the pale skin of
Justin's ass, then brought it down again, harder this time. The boy
stiffened, his hands shooting across the desk to clutch the edge of
the wood with white-knuckled grips.

“You've been bad, Justin,”
he said, and slapped him a third time. The lanky youth grunted and
pressed himself into the table, trying to avoid a blow he couldn't
possibly escape. “Very bad. The vandalism, the pornography, masturbating all over the
school, leaving naked photos of yourself on the staff computer –
yes, I know that was you, even if you did crop out your head. So
hungry for attention.”

The paddle struck home again, far harder, a
fat welt rising on Justin's skin while the youth struggled to stay
still and quiet, not wanting to give him the satisfaction. He had
been pulling the blows, unsure how to use the instrument, but he
lashed out harder now, twisting his arm into it and battering hard
on the waiting flesh.

“Well, you've got it now,
you little shit, you horny little prick. Is this what you
wanted?”

Justin was crying involuntarily, tears of
pain leaking down his face and dripping onto the table, but the
last thing he wanted was for Father Burke to stop. He could feel
his cock grinding uncomfortably against the desk, harder than he'd
ever felt it before, drops of precum shaking out of it each time
the priest landed another punishing blow against his ass. He fought
to maintain control, thinking unsexy thoughts, trying desperately
to get the swelling subside, but it was a losing battle.
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