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Joshua checked the tea, then replaced the lid on the ceramic pot.  It was almost finished brewing.

Rain was still splattering against the windows as it had done all day.

Joshua sighed.  Cold rainy days are boring.  We’ve not seen the sun in days now.  He turned back to the counter and picked up a teaspoon to fish the teaball from the pot.

He carried the tray down the hallway to the office.

The door was wide open.

The parish priest, Michael O’Flannigan was seated at his desk, writing out notes in his neat and precise hand.

Joshua walked towards the desk, his footsteps silent on the thick carpeting.  “I have the tea.”

“Set it down.”

Joshua did so.  “We’re out of biscuits.  I think I could find a bun if you’re hungry.”

“No thank you.  I’ll eat later.”  He scratched out a few words on his pad.  “Lena will have something simmering when I get home.”

Joshua nodded silently.  Lena was a really good cook.

“Have you ever given thought to marriage?”

“Sorry?”

“I was just asking if you had found yourself a nice girl yet?”

“No, not yet.”  Joshua shook his head.  “I’ve never given it much thought actually.”  Unlike Orthodox and Roman Catholic deacons who could marry only before ordination, Anglican deacons were permitted to marry freely both before and after ordination, as were Anglican priests.

Michael shook his head slowly.  “You spend too much time alone.  You need to find yourself some friends and a nice girl.”

“Maybe I will find the right person eventually.”

“You’re right.  It will be as God wills.”

“Will you be needing me any longer?”

“No, I do not believe so.  You may go home.”

“Good night then, Father.”

“Good night, Joshua.”
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Joshua stepped outside of the church.  It was a small one, on the edge of the river.  He gave the old building a quick look, but the windows were dark.  Only his office light is still on, he thought.

The bustling streets of Sheffield surrounded him.  It was one of the poorer districts in the city.  As with most Anglican churches, Joshua was expected to work directly in ministry to the marginalized inside and outside of the church:  the poor, the sick, the hungry, the imprisoned.

“This is the right neighbourhood for that,” he muttered.  At least it has stopped raining.  The sky was cloudy and the wind was cold and damp, but the rain itself had stopped falling.
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The ten minute walk home passed without incident.  As he walked, he saw figures in coats huddled together in doorways and alleys.  He could not tell if they were sharing a fag, or snogging.  He did not slow his steps, but hurried past.

Joshua slowly climbed up the steps to his flat.

*          *          *
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Joshua knocked on the door and then pushed it open.  The kitchen was filled with the warm scent of fresh-baked bread.

“Good morning, Joshua.”

“Good morning, Lena.”

The priest’s wife smiled at him.  She had a round face and her hair was tied up in a greying bun.  “There’s fresh biscuits if you fancy some, luv.  I’ve got a tray ready to take up to Michael.  He’s been up and working in his office for some time.”  The tray was sitting on the table.  “He works himself too hard.”

Joshua smiled at her.  “I’ll take it to him for you.”

“Thank you, Deacon Joshua.”

He smiled at the title and then picked up the tray.  Most deacons were preparing for priesthood, and usually only remained as deacons for about a year before being ordained priests; however, there were some deacons who remained deacons forever.  I’ll probably be one of them, he thought.

Lena smiled at him in her usual motherly fashion and then turned back to the pots simmering on the hob.

*          *          *
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“We’re just thinking about marriage.”

Joshua nodded to the young couple.  “That is a big step for you both, Barbara.”

“Conrad and I are ready for it.”

The brown-haired man nodded.  “We want to be married.”  He was resting his right hand on Barbara’s knee.

“Will be Father Michael be able to perform the ceremony?” Barbara asked.

“Of course.”

“We’ve heard that he will be taking a vacation.  My family always gets married in June.  It’s a tradition of sorts, I guess.”  Conrad smiled, then brushed hair from his face.  “I know it sounds silly, but my gran insists that we follow the tradition.”

“And if we miss this June, then we’d have to wait until next year.”

Joshua nodded, maintaining an understanding expression on his face.  “It is not silly to follow family traditions,” he said, staring into Conrad’s green eyes.  “Should Father Michael be away on your chosen date, I do have a proper license to solemnize matrimony.”

Barbara smiled in a mix of surprise and relief.  “I didn’t know you could do that.”

“I can baptize and solemnize matrimony.”

“It’s a bit early for baptizms, Deacon.”

Joshua matched Conrad’s smile.  “Marriage first, then children.”

Barbara was nodding.  “We’re saving ourselves,” she said.

“A difficult decision.”

“We think it’s the right one.”
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Joshua held the door open.  “I hope that I was able to answer your concerns.”

“Oh yes, Father, you did.”  Barbara finished fastening her coat.  “Thank you.”

Conrad held out his hand.  “Yes, thank you.”

Joshua closed the door.  He turned and looked across the church.  There was a thirty-something man slouched in one of the pews, his eyes closed tightly.  “Are you all right?”

The man shook his head.  “I’ve sinned,” he said in a low voice.  He opened his eyes.  “God, I’ve sinned big time.”

Joshua placed his hand on the man’s shoulder.  “Do you want to talk about it?”

“Talk?”  The man blinked.  “Yes, yes I do.”  He stood up.  He easily stood taller than Joshua, and his broad shoulders and tight shirt hinted at a lifetime of manual labour.

Joshua gestured towards a small room.  “We will be private in there.”  He led the way through the pews to the room and closed the door behind them.  “Sit.”

“Is this anything like confession?”

Joshua shook his head.  “I cannot absolve your sins, but I can listen.”

“Thank you.  That’s I can ask.  My name’s Doug.”

“Deacon Joshua.”

“Pleasure to meet you.”  Doug stared at the patterns in the carpet for several minutes.

“Please, tell me anything.  I promise you that your words will go no further than these walls.”

“Thank you, Deacon.”

––––––––
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“See, last weekend my family had this big camping/fishing outing planned with my sister-in-law Shawna, her husband Steve, and their kids.  It was in the Harper’s Ferry area, we have a medium size cabin up near there with 3 large bedrooms, a loft and a good size family room with some pullouts for overflow.  We were scheduled for ten days up there of nothing but swimming, fishing, a little shopping for the ladies, and lots of good old R&R.

“On the Wednesday before we were to leave, Shawna got called away to the west coast for some work and their kids did not want to go to the mountains, so Steve let them go to his parents for a month instead.  So it was just my family and Steve heading up there.

“Within the first couple of days my wife and kids all came down with a major case of poison ivy and decided to head back to the city and take care of it.  My wife was bored silly without her sister there and this was a free pass back to relax and shop shop shop. There was no argument from Steve or me, as we both looked forward to the silence, and freedom to be men. There was no more ‘watch your language’, ‘clean up after yourselves’, or ‘put some clothes on’.  You know...that kind of thing.”

Joshua nodded.  “Of course.”

“Anyway, it’s been about two years since Steve and I have fooled around with each other.”

Joshua blinked.

“Yeah, well it happened while our families were on a cruise together. We’d stayed on the ship while the rest went ashore to do the tourist thing.  A few beers later, it just happened.  We fooled around for the rest of the trip, and as that trip came to an end we agreed that it should stop.  No harm no foul.  But that’s not the reason I’m here.  Not really.

“Steve is the picture of an outdoorsman.  Six foot two, two twenty, brown hair, brown eyes, military cut and always has two-three days of stubble on him.  He’s a game warden back home.  His chest is covered in a dark fur that starts at his beard and goes to his ankles.  He is a walking rug and I always seem to keep a semi-chub when I'm around him.  His voice, his smells, the fur.  Now, I know that I’m no slouch, although Steve carries his weight better than I do and he points that out all the time!  He seems to forget the two inches he has on me in height.”

Joshua shifted in his chair.  “And what do you do?” he asked trying to calm his mind.

“I'm a career military man and about four years ago I completed my degree and qualifications to do sports injury physical therapy/massage.”

“Ah.”

“Anyway, back to the cabin.  Earlier that morning Steve was out chopping wood and stacking it for that night while I was cleaning up breakfast and packing lunch for our fishing later that day.  He came back in cursing about tweaking his back swinging the axe and that all the bending while stacking the firewood didn't help any.  He popped some pills and we headed down to the lake.  After about two hours and very few fishes for our dishes, he stated that he needed to get back and off his feet or he would be down the rest of the trip.  I told him to get back and get into as hot of a shower as he could stand to see if that loosened his back muscles.

“After about thirty minutes in the shower he gimped out into the family room with just a towel around his waist and flopped onto the couch.  He winced every now and then, so I asked if he wanted me to work his lower back and see if it helped.  He chewed it over in his mind for a bit and then said "where do you want me"?”

“A leading question, given your past history.”

“You said it, Father.

“I said we could use the twin mattress from one of the kids' bed and throw it on the dinner table, make-shift massage table.  So there’s Steve.  Face down on the table.  I'm shirtless—with an ever-growing hard-on—working his lower back and upper ass cheeks. I move down to his feet and get a good view of his hairy nuts and what looked like a semi-hard cock.  I spent a good twenty minutes working him over and then asked him to flip over for me to stretch his muscles.  On his back now, I could definitely see he was definitely hard and throbbing.  I did the usual sports stretches you see on TV, foot against my chest and push to the chest...almost looks like you're fucking.  I love football!  Anyways, I used this opportunity to loosen his towel, claiming it is preventing good form.

“As I opened the towel, I let my hand brush over his engorged cock, and I noted the response, twitch, twitch.  I climbed down off the table, grabbed a small squirt of massage oil and as I started the next stretch, I started at his balls and worked the oil up his shaft.

“Twitch, twitch again, a bit of a shift by him and then he said "I thought we weren't going to do this anymore?"  I just stared at him for a couple seconds, still stroking his cock and replied that a good relaxing hand job or blow job might help to relax him more.  A couple more seconds passed, and I asked him if he wanted me to stop.  He paused mumbled a bit and finally said ‘No, I'll be hard all day if I don't get off now’.

“I finished the stretch so I was standing at his side.  Still stroking his cock with one hand, I reached up and gave a rough rub of his hairy pecs and pinched his nipple with the other hand.  I heard a low growl from him, and he lifted his head up and asked me if I will do ‘that thing’ I do for him.

“I stared back at him, knowing he wanted my mouth on his cock, and he held my stare.  I broke the trance and lowered my head onto his uncut cock.  Straight down to the base.  I felt his hands on the back of my head trying to get more into my throat.  As I backed off his monster, he grabbed a handful of hair and began to bob my head on his pole.  As I got to the tip of his uncut prick, I flashed my tongue over and around his swollen head.  On the pauses when he wasn't fucking my mouth, I ran my tongue under his hood and flicked on the underside sensitive area.  I tasted salty flashes in my mouth.  He had a lot of pre-cum oozing.  I didn't remember anything like this back when we played around before.

“His hand found its way to my own rock-hard cock and he was stroking me for all he could through my shorts.  I managed to unhook the button and my shorts hit the floor.  He grabbed roughly at my ass and pulled me up towards his head.  As I let his meat flop out of my mouth with a plop, I could feel his hot, wet mouth and stubble on my tool.  I’d forgotten what a great cocksucker he was.  He had no problems downing my seven and a half inches.

“His hand had my low-hanging balls in its grip and he tugged and rolled them from time to time.  I was frozen as I tried to hold off a flood of cum. I grabbed his head and started fucking his mouth, I reached back to his cock and start sliding my hand over his spit-slicked member.  He noticed my cock was growing harder and picked up his pace, just as my nuts begin to unload in his mouth.  He was growling and gulping each volley.  He began to buck on the table, and I watched as he shoots out four or five long shots of thick cum onto his chin and chest.

“He was lying there half-panting and half-cleaning my slowly shrinking cock, when I notice he hadn't started to deflate.  I grabbed a towel, and wiped off his chest.  I leaned in for a kiss and cleaned the glob of cum off his stubbly chin.  As we kissed and swirled our tongues together, he told me to climb up on him—he was still rock hard!

“I ask him what we wanted to do now, and with a smack of my ass and a flicker of a tongue over my hole he said ‘What do you think we're gonna do?’

“I'd never experienced this before.  He just blew a monster load, and was demanding more.  Stephen knew how to eat a man's asshole.  I squirmed, groaned, and bucked as his tongue prepared me for what I wanted, what I needed!  His facial growth sent waves of excitement through my ass and up my spine.  His hot breath was almost enough to get me to shoot again.  Then he started with a finger, slowly entering my ass.  After letting me get used to it, he would pull it out quickly and slowly insert it again.  After three or four times of this, I felt two fingers break my seal.  I was pressing back by now, forcing his fingers in me.  His cock was slick with a fair amount of pre-cum again.  He wouldn't let me touch it, stating he wouldn't be able to last through a partial blow and then fuck.

“Then there was a smack of my ass again, and he ordered me to turn around.  I quickly reversed my position and had my ass hovering over his cock, the head was just inside my ass cheeks.  He was teasing me by inching it closer, and pulling it out again slightly.  I put up with that for about thirty seconds and with a slap on his hairy pecs and a twist of his nipple I took control and lowered my ass onto his cock. The burn was unbelievable, so hot.  I felt like I was on fire.  He gasped at the tightness and speed of which I plunged him into me.  I slowly raised my ass off his prick until I felt the head at my ring and I repeated step one, plunge back to the base.  His hands found their way to my hips, and he took control of the speed.  He was holding me up and thrusting into me like a piston.  My cock was beating against his hairy chest and without any attention from him or me, I blasted a thick, milky stream all over his chest.  I knew I was about to be filled as he began with a low "fuck, fuck, fuck" and I growled ‘I'm cumming.’.

“I quickly slurped my index finger and found his pucker, getting the tip in just enough to cause him to blow like a volcano inside me.  He kept thrusting in me for what seemed like forever, I must have had a gallon of his cum in me.  I collapsed onto
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