The Locum Priest
Chapter 1
By Sirdar

I had been trying without much success to get Zeeta our sexy West Indian  housekeeper  into bed for a very long time. I don’t think she took me seriously at first, the fact that I was a Priest put her off a bit, until one day in a fit of mad passion I had caught her alone, and grabbing her young body tight in my arms, I had  given her a big kiss and a hug. She had quite surprisingly returned the kiss with a passion that almost took me by surprise. As we broke the kiss I had whispered. 
“I will leave my door open tonight for you Zeeta dear.”   
She did not reply but just gave me a big smile and ran back to the kitchen.

And so that evening the beautiful sexy Zeeta arrived in a white silky nightdress and slipped her beautiful coal black body into my bed, and I had taken her in my arms. I started kissing her on her smooth neck and  mouth, and  Zeeta had relaxed her luscious coffee coloured body back on to the bed her arms reaching out for me . 

"Oh, my darling Tony, you don't have to be gentle with me. I am not  a virgin. I have been with a few studs before you my darling,. "

"You may not be, but I am," I said facetiously.

Zeeta started giggling. "You're just too funny Reverend. I am sure as hell that ain’t true.”

“Oh call me Tony especially when we are in bed making love.” I told her.

Zeeta pushed me away and sat up. She reached down and pulled her nightdress off, tossing it away on the floor, now we were both stark naked as our bodies came together in a passionate clinch .

"You have a really lovely sexy  body.”  I told her sincerely. 

I started to play with her ample naked breasts, gently pinched the nipples, bringing a little scream of joy from her, before I leaned down and started sucking on them.   

I  pulled  her back on the bed and kissed her gently, but with increasing passion on her lovely full lips. She pulled my head down to her nipples, moving my head alternately between them both. After about a minute I moved down, pushing her legs apart as I started gently licking her clitoris. Her body froze, and she gave a little scream and almost immediately my face was flooded with her juices. 

“No one has ever done that to me before.” She murmured.

“Please Tony I do want you to make love to me so badly ”
 .
Zeeta spread her legs and pulled me impatiently on top of her. She wrapped her arms round my neck and kissed me passionately.  Then wasting no time,  her left hand moved down and positioned my cock at the entrance to her pussy. I started moving my hips as I pushed gently into her . She was extremely tight, and extremely wet.

She started moving gently with me and we settled into a steady rhythm of movement. Gradually the tempo increased and she started to breath more heavily, then she started to move her hips in a slight sideways motion. With each down stroke, Zeeta was using her muscles in spasms around my cock as I moved in and out   Zeeta began to breathe harder. She started moving with me, her timing synchronised with mine.  From her moans I knew she was enjoying the experience.
 .
" She cried out “Oh, I'm cumming.."

I was very near cumming and I increased the tempo.
 
"Oh please. Fuck me harder!" Zeeta almost shouted. As her body tensed I started shooting inside her. I thought for a brief moment she was going to pass out. Eventually she said. “Lie on your back Tony please.” 

She moved up and  lay her head on my shoulder and kissed me on the cheek.

“I can stay all  night Tony dear if that’s what you want?”

It was just then that there was a knock on the door, but I shushed Zeeta and we lay still. Then I heard the Rev Marsh’s wife say.  “I am sure I heard a girl scream just now.” 

Then a male voice said “Oh never mind dear just push a note under the door.”

The note told me to report to Canon Marsh next morning as early as possibly convenient.

Perhaps it should not have come as a surprise to me when  I called on my boss the Canon Marsh  in his office and he said. 

“Tony yesterday I had  an urgent call from the Bishop - it seem that the Rev Richard Hapgood who has the Hazlehurst Parish has had a stroke, and is in a critical condition in the local Hospital, which means that the Parish is now without a vicar. They have weddings and funerals booked, and although the other local parishes have tried to help but they also have long standing commitments of their own. The Bishop is reluctant to ask one of the married curates to take over as it could be a long term illness, and they are already in parishes, but he has suggested that you may like to take his place until Rev Hapgood recovers, or until he can find a replacement, which with the shortage of ordained priests will surely take a few weeks or months. If and when Richard recovers then you will have had some good experience. Now you know that I will always be here to advise you, and I understand that Richard Hapgoods wife Megan knows you quite well and has suggested you for the job and she will be a big help to you - she has also offered to accommodate you in the Manse which will save the church the expense of a hotel.”

This offer was quite strange in a way, because my lack of a wife had been the major drawback in my getting my own Parish up until now. It had increasingly seemed to me, that I was stuck in a no hope career, and I had recently considered resigning from the church.  It seemed to me that the church seemed to have this  thing about priests being married, I presumed they wanted the free labour provided by a vicars wife, and many broad hints had been passed in my hearing in recent months from senior clergy  about my single state. 

I knew one or two curates had married out of frustration, and were now regretting their hasty action,  and I myself had quite assiduously trawled through the single girls in the Parish without having met one, who I could see remotely what I was looking for in a life partner. There were several offers inviting me to their bed for the night which I had willingly tried out, but no possible candidate as a wife appeared. I had no aversion to getting married. In fact I really did want to get married, but I did have a very firm idea  in my mind of what kind of woman would suit me. 

 I was not really short of overt offers,  but many of these young women seem to have been pushed forward by parents wanting to get them married off to a respectable job like a vicar.  But to me, all these girls seem to be  under the thumbs of highly religious parents, with all the character and personality knocked out of them, and who had no real outside interests apart from the church. If I went to events outside the church without wearing my dog collar I met plenty of interesting women, but when they asked me what I did for a living they seemed to disappear very quickly. The thought of becoming a vicars wife was not an interesting proposition for most of them.

I had stood in for the Canon on a number of occasions, and taken various types of service and I had taken charge of one or two outlying church’s when the parish priest had gone on holiday, or been taken ill, so I had no real fears about taking on the Parish  as a locum. I knew the Rev Richard Hapgood and his wife very  well, and it had made the news and pleased the gossips no end,  when he had married a much younger lady from his parish. His first wife having  tragically died in child birth some years before. It had been rumoured at the time that Richard had been desperate for children, and his wife had allowed herself to get pregnant against medical advice and then paid the price.

His new wife Megan had been a regular church goer in his parish, and a very active  Sunday school teacher, which seemed quite strange to anyone who knew her,  but as she was an active member of the congregation it was perhaps logical that they should get to know each other quite quickly, and marry quite quickly despite the twenty year differences in age.  

 I think that having met his wife Megan several times previously, and having prior to her marriage dated her on a few occasions had perhaps set the standard that I was looking for in a wife, she was a very pretty blonde young lady with a vivacious personality, who dressed with some flair, and her down to earth approach to church affairs was quite relaxing, and on the numerous occasions we had met, I had been quite impressed by her. Even most of the old fuddy duddy’s of the church had eventually been won over by her extrovert personality.

She did her job as the vicars wife well, and no-one could fault her endeavor or her willingness to support her husband. She was to all intents and purposes a staunch supporter of the church, and she soon had become loved and respected by most, if not all the parishioners. 

It did not take me long to pack my few belongings, say a regretful farewell to the lovely Zeeta, and driving my tired and ancient Austin Mini van the short distance of five miles to my new parish. I was  feeling a little harassed, and not a little excited when I duly arrived  at Hazlehurst  Manse with two bulging suitcases, and the door was opened by the gorgeous  Megan herself, looking as usual very attractive, and quite bubbly as she greeted me with a kiss on my cheek.

“Hi Tony lovely to see you again. I asked the Bishop personally for you, I don’t want some old vicar with one foot in the grave to take Richards place while he is away. I hear you are still single and breaking all the single girls hearts Tony dear.”

“Well Megan the problem is that Richard asked you to marry him before I could snap you up, and as there is only one of you, it looks as though I am destined to remain single and a lonely curate for the rest of my days.” 

With a lovely heart breaking smile, she said as she took me by the hand. 
“Tony Nash I do believe you are trying to flirt with me and I love it. By the way I have given you the master bedroom, and I have moved into one of the guest rooms, as all Richards books, his computer, and copies of his sermons are in the bedroom  which I am sure that you will need to refer to from time to time.”

I asked Megan about Richard and she said “He is in a very bad way, and the doctors say that it is fifty fifty whether he makes any sort of recovery. If he has another stroke it may well finish him off, or leave him totally paralysed. The Bishop has been very kind, and very co-operative and readily agreed when I said that I felt that you were the best replacement for Richard. We have bags of room here in this dust trap of a manse, and keeping a close eye on you will give me something else to think about.”

I looked at her and I said. “I am sorry Megan  I always liked Richard, and I will certainly do my best to fill his boots.” 
Megan gave a little giggle “That is a promise I may well keep you too.” 
I felt myself blush as her double meaning struck home.
 I said “Now who is flirting with who?”
“I have my younger sister Katie stopping with me at the minute, she is a only fifteen and she is a bit of a wild girl but she is a great help, and she manages  to keep me cheerful. We have a meeting of the Church Council tonight, and I would like you  to meet the stalwarts of the church as soon as you possible can. I am going to see Richard in the hospital as usual, and so Katie will take you along, and introduce you and show you around. She should be back from school around  about 4.00pm. Meanwhile darling boy I will help you get settled“

I struggled my cases up the long stairs  and we soon got my clothes unpacked, and put away. Looking around the room. 
“I said. Its awfully good of you to give up your room for me, it’s a long time since I have had a double bed to myself. “ 
I looked up as Megan chuckled “You never know I might well be severely tempted by having a young hunk in the house to come and join you. But don’t necessarily bank on it ” 

I must have looked a little shocked as she said.

 “Don’t be such a bloody prude Tony.  Parsons have cocks, and God gave them the same urges as other men, in fact if rumour is right they seem to have more than other men, and hide their lustful habits under their surplus‘s.”  
I had to laugh.  “That is just what I like about you Megan, its because I am yearning to marry a woman just like you that I am still single.”

I reflected that during my time in theological college  I had on several occasions had affairs with willing young ladies which I managed  to keep very discreet. As Megan had pointed out priests in the church were normal men with normal sexual appetites, and it was well known that single Priests were prime candidates for certain young women seeking husbands. But unfortunately not the type of woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with.

We talked for a long time and it was brought home to me that Megan was a very broad minded wife, but I was equally sure that she had been totally faithful to her husband. However, I sensed an  underlying desire for a more active social life than she had experienced with Richard, and it was no secret that she yearned for a large family, but nothing had happened so far.  It was just after 4.00pm when the door burst open to admit Megans younger sister Katie who literally bounced into the room.

 ”Hi sis has he come yet?.”  Then she stopped and blushed as she saw me sitting there.

I said hello Katie. “I am Tony.” 

She came and shook hands with me looking a little embarrassed  at her burst of enthusiasm. I looked at Katie she was just as lovely as her sister, she was about average height for her age, with long blonde hair a pleated blue school skirt, and a white blouse which was a shade tight and showed her bust to distinct advantage. I turned to Megan and I said
 “God must surely have blessed your parents turning out two beauties such as you two.”

For the first time I saw Megan  blush “Come on missy, shower and change you are taking the Rev Nash  to the meeting tonight. As they disappeared into the kitchen I walked across the room to look at some books on the shelf and I heard Katie say . 

“Wow Sis he’s a real hunk!”  Megan said “Sshhh he will hear you.”

After tea Katie took me along to meet the church elders. It was not far to walk and Katie held my hand part of the way, but craftily unhooked me when we neared the meeting. She left me there after introducing me to the Chairman. The meeting opened with a prayer, and the Chairman introduced me to the meeting saying.

“We welcome you Rev Nash and hope that you can carry on the good work that our dear Rev Hapgood  was involved in. They were the usual mixture of men and women with a few younger people. The Secretary a quite attractive young lady introduced herself as Agnes greeted me officially, and then  went through the minutes of the last meeting relating to certain items of church business.   

It was about 9.00pm when I returned to the Manse letting myself in with the key Megan had given me. Both Megan and Katie were ready for bed having changed into their night clothes and wearing  dressing gowns  they both looked absolutely lovely, and I in passing I made the remark. 

“What a sight for a young single man to enjoy just before he goes to bed.” 
I had a little chuckle to  myself as I saw them both blush.

The following day being Saturday I worked in the morning preparing my sermons for the Sunday Services, but in the afternoon I had two weddings  and a funeral.  In the evening I went to visit Richard in hospital.  I was shocked at the sight of him, but he recognised me, and we managed to have a little chat, which he seemed to enjoy.  Just before we left he caught hold of my hand and said.
 “Tony I am not going to make it I know that. But I want you to promise me you will look after Megan for me when my time comes. I know she likes you and would probably have married you if I had not got in first.”

I said “Richard that is an easy promise for me to keep, I am very fond of Megan, I think she is lovely, but lets just wait and see how soon you can get better” 

Neither of us had realised that Megan had come into the room and had overheard the conversation .I looked round in surprise to see Megan standing there and her eyes  fill with tears as she looked down at her dying husband. I knew that it was going to be an easy promise for me to keep. 
“Then I said  Richard you are not the type to give up, and you could be out of here quite quickly. strokes are funny things. However, I must tell you that I am becoming very frustrated with the Church and I am quietly considering whether I should look elsewhere for a career. I am fed up of being a curate with no prospects.”

I am sorry to hear that Richard, the church needs young people like you badly.

On the way out I managed to speak to the Nursing  Sister in charge of the ward, and she confirmed our  worst fears. She told me quite cynically 

 “Truthfully we can not hold out much hope for Richard, Reverend , but you never know. You are the people who deal in miracles. or so I am told  - so who can tell?”
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Chapter 2
I Succum to Temptation

Making that promise to Richard and the fact that our conversation being overheard by  Megan had created a bit of a strained atmosphere, and it seemed that Megan was deliberately avoiding being alone with me, or even having a private conversation with me for a few days. I guessed she felt a little embarrassed at the bit she had overheard..

So one day I grabbed Megan and made her sit down and talk to me. 
“Megan I know you overheard Richard talking to me and if the situation arises that Richard does not make it. I want you to understand this I will not marry you unless you are 100% sure that is what you want. I will however always be your best friend, although I would marry you tomorrow if you were free, but you have to make your own decision if and when the time comes.”

Megan came and sat by me. “Tony you must understand I love Richard and I want him to recover, but I think that I love you as well which seems to me to be all wrong somehow. I would love you to be my husband  if the circumstances are such that Richard does not survive. But until then I will be faithful to Richard and do everything I can to help him recover.” 

“Megan I knew when I was asked to come here to take over from Richard  that it may never be a long term appointment. I decided from the beginning that this was Richards Parish, and I decided to consult with Richard whenever  it was possible, or when his health allowed, after all I am just a locum here until either he dies, or his health permits him to return to his duties. But I am not going to let the Church dictate that I must be married before I can be a proper Parish Priest.  I am now seriously considering leaving the church in any case, and I have applied for a couple of teaching posts. I need you to understand that.”   

Megan smiled “Yes Tony I fully understand and that makes no difference to me at all.” 

Richards illness had caused some funerals to be postponed for a day or so and some weddings to have their times re-arranged. Vicars from adjoining parishes found that they could not always help out, as they had their own commitments to deal with. Arriving on the Friday, I had been faced with two weddings and a funeral on the Saturday, but I had coped well with Megan’s organisational ability and quite quickly the backlog disappeared.

 Megan had  as soon as she had known I was on the way slightly re-arranged times so that at least I had a bit of a breather on arrival, and she had a chance to brief me before I was thrown into the deep end as it were.

One of my first tasks was to contact our Choirmaster and organist and Megan  told me it was a lady called Miss Doreen Martin who lived quite near the church, so Megan ensured that she was in, and asked her whether she was free for me to go and see her.

I must admit that I had expected to meet a middle aged lady, but to my surprise I was greeted by this young sexy slightly busty blonde, who was about 23 or 24 years of age. I later found that she was also the music teacher at the local grammar school, and quite a flirt on the side.   
 
"So you're the Tony Nash, out temporary Priest” she said with a big smile as she held out her hand to greet me and invite me into her home. 
“I've heard  so much about you. Hi. I'm Doreen Martin. I’m the choirmaster and organist. Just let me have the hymns you want, and I will make sure that everything will be ready." 

 Flattered, and a little embarrassed, by Doreen's effusive complement, I felt myself flush red which made me feel like a schoolboy. 
 Doreen saw my discomfort and said  "Wow! Young... talented... single... sinfully handsome, masculine, and sexy looking... and modest on top of all that." She pushed her chair 
 back and sat upright. At the same time, her smile broadened and  her eyes twinkled as she looked at me. Her new posture thrust her large breasts forward. And with a cheeky grin on her young beautiful face she asked   "Is there anything else I do for you Vicar?" 

To me it seemed quite obvious what she was offering . Quite Involuntarily, my eyes moved downward where they focused on her ample bust. Realizing what I was doing, I jerked my eyes back to her face and saw the knowing, gleam in her eyes.  Not only had I been tongue tied by her complement, but now I had been caught  blatantly staring at her  thrusting breasts. Most men in such a situation would probably simply retreat quickly to cut their losses. But I had to work with Doreen as she was an important cog in the programme for Sunday Services.. 

“I'm sorry, "I said looking directly into Doreen's eyes as I tried quickly to pull myself together.
 "I'm usually not such a complete dolt. First, I should thank you for your very nice complement, and then I must apologise for making matter worse by staring at you like a love struck schoolboy. I  hope you will accept my apologies, and my thanks for your co-operation in these difficult times." 

Megan had a big smile on her face when I returned to the Manse she said.  “I could have warned you but that would have spoiled the fun,

 “Doreen is a big flirt and a tease but she is a fantastic musician  and we could not manage without her. “
A week after my first visit  to the hospital to visit Richard I thought I thought I was alone in the house when I decided I needed to go to the bathroom. As I was sure I was alone, I did not bother to put any clothes on and I was stark naked.  I had been told, by Katie she would be at the hospital with Megan most of the day, as Richards condition was  gradually deteriorating. Megan was spending as much time as she could with him.  I was however, taken utterly by surprise when I opened the door of the bathroom to find the lovely Katie wearing nothing but a tiny, sexy pair of white cotton panties drying herself after a shower.

I know I should have turned and run but I was struck by  the utter beauty of her young naked body. Her skin was absolutely flawless; every sweet, perfect, delectable inch of it. She was drying  her hair after emerging from the shower and she stood facing me. At first I don’t think she realised I was there, there was no doubt about it she was a stunning nearly naked beauty.  Her little panties were so small that they were little more than a narrow strip stretched prettily across the flare of her hips and, at the centre, the tight material was pushed out in a prominent curve by her adolescent vulva.  Above this, her stomach, smooth and perfectly flat, narrowed as it rose to the brief swell of her lovely, naked breasts. I felt my erection growing in the few seconds I stood there.

I really don’t know how long I stood there but I was mesmerised by her naked beauty. It was several seconds before I was able to tear my eyes from them, and emit a strangle squawk of apology.

 "Oh...Oh my God, Katie," I finally managed to splutter.  "I'm so sorry and I ran back to my room and shut the door.

I lay on my bed completely mortified until a few moments later a still semi naked Katie opened the door and strolled into my room. She seemed entirely unconcerned.  She was still rubbing her hair and at the same time she gave a wry grin as she saw the size of my cock and as I made a feeble attempt  to cover myself. I simply stared at her utterly speechless.  I could feel my embarrassment as Katie's eyes fastened on to my hardness and then she smiled and said in a sing song voice as she moving up to the bed. In a sing song teasing voice she said.
 
 “Wow the Reverends got  a hard on for Katie.” 

Then she deliberately leaned over and stroked my cock once or twice and then as she turned and casually left the room, leaving me totally embarrassed. As she left she called over her shoulder

 “Bye bye for now Tony, but I will be back. I promise”

 That night I lay awake in bed as my mind tried to grapple with the temptation of seeing Katie naked, and remembering the soft feel of her hands and, I knew I was not that strong to resist the temptation that she had put in front of me, it was at that point that something disturbed me and I saw Katie, standing in the doorway wearing a short, transparent  nightie.

"I couldn't sleep," she announced softly.  I levered myself up from the mattress. 

“Do you think you ought to be in here at this time of night?" I whispered as quietly as I could.  Katie shrugged.
"Megan’s fast asleep," she answered, sidling over to my bedside. 
"It's awful cold in here," she observed, looking at me expectantly.
 "I'm going to freeze to death standing here," she continued. 

Before I could respond  she decided to take matters into her own hands.  She grasped the edge of the covers and slipped under them beside me.

"Katie," I croaked.  "What...what are you doing?"

"Just what you wanted me to do. “Don’t you?.”

"But...Tony I know you want to make love to me and I want you to - so what is the problem."

"Try and tell me you haven't thought about me a lot and I know you want to fuck me," or don’t clergymen have wicked thoughts and sex needs?

 Katie whispered, as she cuddled up close to my body, her body was strongly scented and I guess that she was  freshly showered.   I groaned expansively, wondering what on earth to do, and then my breath caught in my throat as she began to wriggle beneath the covers.  Before I could say anything, her hand emerged holding her nightie and she dropped it to the floor with a giggle.

"Katie..."  I began.  I intended to remonstrate with her but the thought of the lovely creature lying  naked beneath my sheets with one hand now gently exploring my groin quickly got the better of me.  I sighed, surrendering to the inevitable, and turned on my side to face her.  

"I must be crazy!"  I whispered, sliding my hand over toward her.  I experienced a sudden  tremor of pleasure as my palm slipped softly on to her young breasts  just barely cupping the soft little conical mound, hearing her respond with a light moan  and then I ran my palm over the top, feeling the stiff point of her nipple pressing up against it.  

Katie exhaled sharply as her hand tightened on my cock and I gently teased the hard little nipple, squeezing it teasingly between the web of my fingers and pulling ever so lightly.  As I caressed her, I had a brief vision of the perfect little adolescent tits as I had seen them earlier in the day  and I had an overwhelming desire to feast my eyes on them once again.  Raising my hand, I lifted the covers and pulled them down to expose her beautiful tiny breasts.  
"Oh...Katie!" I breathed.

There was just enough light coming through the window to allow me to see the deliciously conical forms pointing stiffly toward the ceiling.  With the chilliness of the night air, the two lovely nipples were like hard little bullets and I slid my hand over each in turn, alternately cupping and gently squeezing the tender mounds beneath. I bent my head to the lovely creature and began to nuzzle her gently with my lips.

I muttered a quick prayer as I prayed within myself for forgiveness for what I was about to do . To think that I an ordained priest was about to take advantage of a cute seventeen year old girl as I deliberately ran my fingertips down to her groin,  descending slightly toward the first rise of her pussy With a soft, barely perceptible sigh, Katie parted her thighs for me, raising them slightly and allowing me to reach down into the wet warmth heaven  between.

My hand was now stroking the swelling of her adolescent mound, my fingers curving down in between her legs to feel the dampness of her pussy .  Beneath the heel of my hand I could feel the slight yielding of her soft pubic bush and I cupped my hand a little tighter, massaging gently and making her squirm in pleasure as I pressed against the plumpness of her nether lips.  let my index and middle finger slide down on either side of the lovely tight crevice and I wiggled them, gently teasing her open. She was slickly wet inside and I bent to her in the darkness bringing my mouth to hers for our first, beautiful kiss.  Our lips met and immediately she thrust her tongue almost hungrily into my mouth, twisting it with my own.  I continued caressing her teasingly and then her tongue became suddenly rigid and erect as I parted her
inner lips and slid my index finger into the hot, sweet wetness of her honey pot.

I probed into her, feeling the grip of her tight  pussy sucking at my finger as we kissed until I nearly felt dizzy from lack of air.  Simultaneously, we both pulled away from each other in panting
gasps and as I raised myself a little higher on my elbow to probe her vagina more deeply, she drew her knees back, opening herself wide for me  beneath my stroking fingers.

"God...it's so thick and so hard!" 

She breathed as grasped my swollen cock , carefully encircling the swollen shaft as she had done before.  My hand reached out, just cupping the back of her thigh and I slid it up the smooth shaft and over the delicious curve of her perfect, buttocks.  She shivered as she stroked me lightly and then, suddenly, catching me by surprise, she swung her other leg over me, turning to face me so that she straddled me on her knees.  My cock pointed directly toward the lovely angle between her legs, the plump lips of her pussy waiting  just inches above me.

"Katie…!"  I began. 

 She didn't reply, but instead she reached down between her legs, taking the sleeve of my foreskin between her thumb and forefinger and gently peeling it back to expose the shiny, swollen head beneath.  She pulled the skin as far down the shaft as it would go, making the red corona strain up toward her.  I gasped at the incredible, almost deliciously painful sensation and then she lowered herself to me, taking the throbbing, swollen head into her mouth.

“Oh Jesus...it felt fantastic!”  Katie closed her lips around me, engulfing me in the warm wetness and she slithered her tongue sexily over the tip, making me shudder at the wonderful sensations.  She stroked the ring made with her fingers up the heavily veined shaft and as she reached her lips she drew back from me for a second and carefully eased back the foreskin, exposing the corona.  Her eyes were glistening.

"God, it's so sexy doing that!" she murmured. 

 She closed her mouth around me again, gripping me just below the head, and let her tongue flick and slide over the sensitive surface, alternately probing my tight little pee-hole.  My legs were starting to feel weak beneath me and I raised my hand to grasp her wrist.

"Careful, Katie," I whispered urgently.  "I'm going to cum if you keep doing that…!"

"Can't have that darling!" 

Katie giggled softly as she released me.  She eased herself back on the bed, leaning back on her elbows.  Her eyes met mine in a pointed gaze and I instantly knew what was expected of me.  I was trembling as I slowly lowered myself into a kneeling position before her.

"Oh, sweetheart! I murmured. This is all wrong!” 

Katie parted her legs for me as I lowered my head and I could see the faintly glistening folds of pink as she opened like a flower.  She began to moan as I slid my tongue up and down the slippery inner lips, making her wetter still before penetrating her tight little orifice.

Katie pulled herself completely up on the bed and as I climbed up she parted her legs for me, laying back, her pretty blonde hair spread in a fan about her head.  She was looking deep into my eyes and I think I even saw a hint of nervousness there as I lowered myself to her.  Even in her apprehension, though, she reached down and grasped my cock and guided me toward her waiting pussy between her thighs.

Oh God...Sinking into her was like sliding my cock into a silken glove filled with a hot, exquisite oil.  As the swollen head of my cock pressed up against the slick folds of her inner lips there was a moment of resistance, and then I was inside her delicious wet warmth.  I could feel her gripping me, almost sucking at me, she was so tight, and she groaned in pleasure as I pushed into her, stretching her wide with my thick cock.  Inch by Inch, I pushed inside her and then I could feel my corona against the hard little ring of her cervix.  She gasped.

"Tony I want to feel it when you cum!" she panted.  "I want to feel you inside me…!"

In retrospect, I suppose she didn't have to wait long, although the moment seemed to last an eternity as I began to thrust back and forth.  She began rocking her hips to meet me, locking her lower legs behind mine, and then as we reached an incredible crescendo of motion I exploded inside her, my cock tight against the gate to her womb as I  pumped my load into her, she came a second time, crying out and raking her fingernails deeply across my back. We gripped each other, lost in the incredible power of our orgasms and then subsided, gasping through the final surges of pleasure.

I'm not sure how long we lay like that before I eased myself off her. We held each other, lying side by side as we basked in the afterglow and she traced her fingers through my chest hair lost in thought. Now it was all over.

 I said “Katie I am so sorry for what I have done to you tonight, to think I am the one preaching abstinence until after marriage and I have deliberately seduced you!” 

Katie sat up in bed preparing to return to her own room

 “Why can’t you stop being a preacher and be a man for a while, and don’t think that you have finished with me because I promise that there will be more temptation coming your way, and that as a promise. And don’t think that you are my first lover because you are not!”  
“You are the best though.”

The weeks passed and I started to get to know the parishioners, and Megan and I talked about things we could do for the young people of the Parish, but I managed to get a ‘Keep Fit Club’ going using the Sunday School twice a week  and I was well on the way to getting sponsorship for a youth football team. Richard as ever  was slowly deteriorating and Megan was spending more and more of her time at the hospital with him. Katie was her usual boisterous self most of the time, and life had settled down at the Manse into a routine.

One evening  when we were alone Megan brought up the promise I had made to Richard.
 
 “Did you understand what Richard asked you to promise  Tony?”

“Yes - what I understood was that he was giving us his blessing to marry after his death if that is what we want to do, but it is a promise, or alternatively he wants me to look after you, and make sure that you are safe and happy  whatever happens!”

“I know we discussed this before and will you still  marry me Tony when and if  the time comes. Are you absolutely sure that is what he meant. Even though you have the hots for my sister ?”  

“Megan dear that would make me the happiest man on Earth. But I don’t have the hots for your sister!” 
 
Katie told me all about it, how that you have got a real hard cock and you got hard when you caught her in the bathroom nearly naked. That little madam has her eyes on you, and I bet she left the door unlocked on purpose. I knew she wanted to fuck you, and I knew she would get you in the end.“ she said suddenly serious.

"I have made sure that it never happens again!"  I told her quietly.

“I know, and  I was disappointed when she told me as I thought that you were in love with me?” You made a promise to Richard, and I think that it is about time that you honored it - don’t you?”

“But we can not marry yet, much as I wish we could, because I do love you Megan!”

“Tony give me a kiss.”

I took her slim body in my arms and kissed her passionately . When she broke the kiss she looked at me 

“Go and get ready for bed Tony   I am going to sleep with you tonight Tony  - be there and be ready!”

It was an hour later when Megan joined me I took her in my arms and kissed her. Breaking the kiss, Megan stepped back and reaching down quickly removed her night dress which she carelessly tossed aside. As her beautiful grapefruit sized breasts bounced into view I couldn't help gasping my approval.

 "I'm not one of your parishioners, she purred. I am the woman you say you love and want to marry." She purred while seductively cupping her breasts and looking somewhat demurely at me. 

"I want it hard, and I want it now!" She continued as she climbed into  the bed

I was somewhat shocked as this was so different from the demure but bubbly Megan who  I had come to know so well, but I wasn't about to complain at this intrusion as her warm body crushed itself against my body. I tried to fondle her pussy only to have her close her legs tight against my intrusion as she reached possessively to grasp my cock.

"I do believe this is mine while my loving husband  is in his hospital bed for the foreseeable future.

“This is surely one of the important duties of a locum minister is it not Tony or did the Bishop not explain your full duties in detail.”

Despite her facetious tone I sensed that Megan was very nervous and sleeping with me was a decision she had not made lightly, as she quickly straddled my waist and began to slide my now very hard cock along her now dripping pussy.  I was more than ready and with a slight rolling of her hips Megan  allowed the head to push just inside her pussy. As if savoring the moment Megan slowly impaled herself,  all the while groaning softly in pleasure. While obviously well experienced as we started to get into a rhythm, when I sensed she was holding something back.

“What is the matter I asked? although personally I was well satisfied with what was happening to me.

“You’re cock is so much bigger than Richards it is taking me a little time to enjoy its full potential!”

All  too soon, I felt her tense up before she began to violently started thrusting and grinding against me. Sensing it was time to take over I gave her a moment to recover before deftly rolling us over. After a few experimental thrusts, I received a moan of approval and assumed she wasn't too sensitive and let go of my restraint and allowed myself to enjoy our climax.

It was not long before she demanded a recess and she lay there in my arms, her head resting on my shoulder as her right hand gently played my with my cock to induce it to wake up and resume play for the night. I was enjoying the warmth of her body and her gentle fondling of my cock then suddenly Megan said in a whisper. “My dear  would it be too unchristian to say that I hope my dear husband Richard passes on quickly, he is obviously  not getting any better and it seems cruel of God to prolong his agony?”

I responded after a moment for thought “My dear Megan, I am sure that the Christian point of view would be to wish  that your dear husband has a full and quick recovery, but alas like you I too have hopes that his end will come if that is gods will and quickly for his sake. Although I still feel that we are making love  behind your husbands back !”.  

 “Look Tony I deliberately seduced you. I had hoped the Bishop would send you, but Richard will never be able to have sex with me again in the very remote circumstance that he lives.  I’m no shrinking violet, but I hope that now Katie will understand that you are mine, or will be in the future. I am sure  the Lord will forgive us, I love Richard but I am also in love with you, and I want you to be my husband when the time is right!”  

It was just then the telephone rang and it was the hospital.  
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Chapter 3
Zeeta’s Swansong

We supposed that Richard had passed away in his sleep as Megan and I were making passionate  love in his bed.  I felt really very  bad about it, and I think so did Megan. I realised that Richard himself would probably not have minded as much as we did, but we both felt really guilty. Megan obviously had thought about this very deeply and she said told me, after collecting the death certificate.

“According to the doctors death certificate Richard passed away about an hour before we got into bed together.  ”

“However I must admit it did not make me feel an easier.” 

“I just felt somehow that it would be right for us to consummate our love that night Tony”

Megan insisted that I officiate at  the funeral service and not the Bishop, although he had offered his services and the church was full to overflowing. The Bishop came, with a lot of his staff and also my ex boss  Canon Marsh and his wife. After the funeral we all gathered in the Manse for the wake. Megan had catered for most of the church regulars, and many local  Parishioners came. The Manse was packed and we overflowed on to the lawn at the back. I was particularly glad that the sun had come out for us, and it all went well. Megan had handled the whole event superbly.

The Bishop collared me as people started to drift away. He tended to speak rather loudly as he was a little deaf.
 “I think that you have done a first class job here young Tony, but now of course  I must sort out a permanent replacement for you. That also brings the problem of telling young Megan she must leave the Manse in due course.”

I turned to the Bishop and said quite firmly  “Sir, if I leave here I am resigning from the church, many of my colleagues at theological college are now running their own parishes, but you are deliberately holding me back because I am not married.”

Then Megan’s voice butted into the conversation. 
“Tony has not told you that he is to marry me then Bishop.“ She said as she possessively tucked her arm in mine.

The Bishop looked shocked. “Perhaps young man you should resign from the Church for carrying on with a married woman, behind her sick husbands back.”   
 
Then a voice butted into the conversation “You have got it all wrong as usual Bishop. Who said anything about carrying on? I am the family lawyer. It was Richards wish that these two young people marry, and that sir is written in his will that was finalized with me over a month ago.” 

Then Megan said angrily. ”Who has implied that we have been carrying on behind my husbands back Bishop, as far as I can see you are the only one, and I can inform you that I have been a faithful wife to Richard in all of our marriage together. I loved him..?”

The Bishop looking quite flustered apologised and said.
 “I am sorry if I have offended you. I think I will have to look at the whole situation again. The church can ill afford to have young men with your talents resigning over such a trivial matter.”

Megan said “Bishop it is no trivial matter for us, I think that if Tony resigns from the church, we shall be much better off financially, and that may be a big consideration when trying to raise a family. We can both get teaching jobs. So I will not really mind that much anyway.”

“If you as a young man join the Ministry, or you Megan marry a priest then you should be dedicated to the church and its beliefs.” the Bishop responded.

“Yes Bishop following a vocation like the church, does not make you wealthy, nor do we expect it to, but you should have sufficient money to live on, and not have to depend on charity or starve to death. Above all you should be treated with respect.” 

The poor Bishop did not know where to put his eyes as he hastily gathered his entourage together, and departed.

My encounter with the Bishop left me feeling a bit dispirited, and Megan tried her best to lift the gloom, but my spirits sank even lower after my encounter with Mrs. Tracy Haden.  I first laid eyes on Tracy Haden after the memorial service at church on the following Sunday. She was not a regular at church and had been away on holiday for some weeks. The service that day had been a sort of remembrance service for Richard, and so there was a particularly large congregation. As was my usual practice I stood in the porch after the service and mingled with the mornings churchgoers, when  Mrs. Tracy Haden made herself known to me. The beautiful blonde was one of those gushing women who rarely give you  time to respond, and always seem to place a hand on your wrist while she did so, . She was a busty blonde and she looked marvelous in a red suit. Flashing me  a dazzling smile.

"So you're the young Vicar whose taken poor Richards place.  I've heard so much about you. Hi. I'm Tracy Haden. And I do so much want to have some time with you as I have a few personal problems that you might be able to help me with. " 

Flattered, but also quite a little embarrassed, by Tracy’s  effusive complement, I felt myself flush  red, which made me feel like a schoolboy. Tracy  obviously  saw my discomfort and tried to make amends as she warbled.

 "Wow! I’m sorry I did not mean to embarrass you. I bet the congregation grows while you are in charge“

“Well I am afraid that may not be for much longer. I have recently been told that I am redundant.” I told her.

At the same time, her smile broadened and her eyes twinkled as she placed a hand on my wrist  Her new posture thrust her large breasts forward. 
"Can you spare me an hour some afternoon as I do need a confidential chat  that I hope you can help me with.” 

 Involuntarily, my eyes moved downward to focus her large prominent bust. I immediately took my eyes away but Tracy had seen  what I was doing, and their was a  knowing, gleam in her eyes. I felt the flush on my face deepen  so I tried to take the initiative away from her and I said.

“Well Tracy I will do my best to come and see you, but I am still  trying to find my feet, and Megan keeps track of my appointments perhaps you could give her a call and see when I am free. As I told you it is very possible that I will be leaving the church shortly, and a new vicar will be appointed you might be advised to wait for him.”.

“Oh I am so sorry that will be a shame as people speak so highly of you“. 

Megan told me I was free on Wednesday afternoon, and she rang Tracy to make the appointment. I duly arrived at 3.15 on the Wednesday  as arranged to be met by the beautiful Tracy at the door. She was beautiful indeed, and was dressed in a  straight black skirt with a snowy white blouse which certainly showed off her assets to the best advantage.

Almost immediately I found I was semi hard  from just looking at her, and from the aura of sexuality that seemed to surround her , as she took my hand I felt my cock become fully erect, and I saw that Tracy had noticed it straight away. I guessed that Tracy’s real problem was loneliness. She was trying to flirt with me, but so far I had not succumbed to the obvious temptation.

But then Tracy blurted out “My old mans got another woman, what do I do about that vicar?” 
“I am not sure Tracy have you tried sorting it out with him?”
“Yes, but he still carries on fucking her. Do you think I should leave him?”
“Well I can not advise you on that because there are so many things to consider. Do you still love him.”
“Not really. I don’t know why I married a man with such a small cock. Not like yours which from here looks all big and juicy and ready to roll.”
“I am so sorry Tracy, I should have kept myself under better control.”
“Not at all vicar I would love to see it - do vicars fuck?”

I stood up ready to leave as the conversation was getting a bit too spicy and I tried to focus my mind on the mountain of work waiting for me back at the Manse, .when I suddenly found Tracy in my arms, and her lips pressed passionately on to mine. I am not quite sure how it happened. For an instance I kissed her back . But the thought of betraying Megan was at the forefront of my mind, and I pushed her away and politely made my departure leaving a weeping  and a very frustrated Tracy behind me.

I was quite flustered after that encounter, and I was just parking my battered mini at the Manse when I heard a familiar voice behind me. It was the lovely Zeeta, Canon Marsh’s housekeeper.  She looked absolutely ravishing, and I eagerly embraced her,  and she was just what I needed to take my mind off my experience with the busty Tracy. 

Zeeta's voice was low and throaty, it reeked of passion and I felt the need for her, after my close shave with Tracy.  Zeeta was also looking good, so different from the Zeeta I was used to seeing in in her working clothes. She was wearing a shortish skirt and a tight white sweater, which contrasted well with the chocolate hue of her skin.  She had lovely jutting breasts  which pushed out the front of her sweater, tempting me to put my hands under her sweater to fondle them. Her arms came round my neck. 
“Oh God Reverend Tony I have missed you! She warbled in her unique voice. The house seems empty without you ”

“Can you find me a cup of coffee Rev?
"Sure, Zeeta," I agreed.
“I thought I asked you to call me Tony.”
“Yes Rev you did, but only when we was in bed, and according to my reckoning we ain’t in bed yet, although I am still living in hope!” 

I had to smile as I made Zeeta a cup of coffee and I asked “What brings you here then?”
“I wanted to see you again darling man, my pussy is feeling starved of affection and needs stroking the way you do it so well.!”
“I have only done it once for you!.“
“But Tony you are such an expert, I had to travel all these miles to get it done again and to bring you your post!. 
“You could have redirected the post!” I told her.
Yes, but this way is much more fun!.

I had to have a giggle and quite deliberately I led her by her hand to the bedroom. At first I had no intention of making love to her, but I just wanted to have her on my own  for a while.

 Zeeta's eyes sparkled as she turned around and asked.
 "You don't mind that I came over do you?"
"Of course I don't mind, especially after the experience I have just been through!"

I held my breath as I stared at Zeeta. I had to admit that she was beautiful, and for a moment I wondered why I had never previously considered her as a marriage partner.   As she leaned forward, to kick of her boots the front of her sweater had dipped downward.  Clearly visible inside her sweater were her two lovely breasts.  With no bra to restrict them, they were like two huge melons waiting to be fondled.

My cock already hard,  began to throb and my skin felt hot.  Zeeta had straightened up again.  Her shoulder-length air swirled around her shoulders.  She moved close to me.
“Hug me Tony please!”
 I hugged her our bodies pulling close together as  Zeeta deliberately pressured her hips against me, and I knew that she felt the hard  bulge of my cock.  Sensually I ground her  pelvis rubbing the  mound of her pussy against my enlarged cock.  

 My arm had tightened around her, holding her tightly at the waist. Then slowly and almost unconsciously I slowly let  my hand move downward until he felt her buttocks under the tight skirt.

" Tony, damn you  make love to me please!," Zeeta whispered.

 "Do you mind if I take that sweater off you, Zeeta?"

 Zeeta stepped away from me  "I was hoping you'd say that!"

 She leaned forward, with her arms outstretched.  I took the sweater and flung it aside.  Zeeta tossed her head and the soft strands of hair swirled around her naked shoulders.  I licked my lips as my eyes savored the sight of Zeeta's lovely  chocolate breasts. They were round and luscious, topped by the black stubby nipples, marbled with passion.

 Zeeta said, "I might just as well be completely naked as halfway!."

 "Might as well!" I agreed.

 And while Zeeta was unfastening the skirt at her waist, I let my trousers down, removed my shirt  and kicked all my clothes away.  Zeeta's wriggling hips sent the skirt rippling down her thighs.  It slid down her long, shapely legs and crumpled around her feet.  Facing each other, we reached our arms out for a long passionate embrace as we savored each others naked bodies. All my thoughts of Megan went out of the window with the lovely Zeeta in my arms.

My cock was sticking out unimpeded in front of me  I looked down at the spot  between Zeeta's thighs, and bending slightly I inserted my cock between her thighs against her warm wet waiting pussy
 
 “I hope I am not naked for nothing!" Zeeta muttered.
 "That was what I was wondering!" I replied.
 "What are you going to do about it?"
 "Make love to you!"
 "What's taking you so bloody long?" Zeeta asked.
 "I'm thinking about it!."
 "Can’t you think a little faster?"
 "Do you think my cock's hard enough?" I asked.
  "I can't tell--until I feel it--way, way up inside of me!"
  "You will," I promised huskily. 
 "I'm waiting," Zeeta replied. 
 "But don't take all bloody day."

 Zeeta's pelvis began to move in a slight rocking motion, rubbing her wet pussy along my enlarged cock  Her hips were shoving forward; her glistening pussy lips gently and wetly massaged my cock almost making me come, but that was too soon as I pulled away Her mouth remained fastened on mine as her cool naked arms wrapped themselves round my neck.

Zeeta moaned happily as  I took her left nipple into my mouth. Licking and teasing it with my tongue  .  Then I moved down  my tongue swirling and licking Zeeta's moist skin.  I glanced up to see the ecstasy now visible on her lovely face, her eyes were closed and she fell back on to the bed as I followed her as her hips moved up to meet my descending mouth and tongue.

 She came twice in quick succession and covered my face with her juices. I sat up and placed my cock at the entrance to  Zeeta's waiting pussy.

 Zeeta's let out a low moan of contentment  as the head of my cock settled against Zeeta's quivering  inflamed pussy.  My hips pushed forward, my cock entering the parted lips of her pussy splaying  apart the swollen, constricting pussy lips.  Zeeta's squeal of delight filled the room as my engorged cock 
slid deeper into Zeeta's vagina.

Our panting and groans of ecstasy  punctuated by the wet, suctioning sounds of my cock pushing in and out of Zeeta's tight and honeyed pussy filled the bedroom and I was hoping that no-one was near to hear. 

Zeeta moaned lustily  responding to the thrusting of my cock  Zeeta cried out ecstatically as the peak of her climax racked her young body.  With her mouth open and her eyes glazed with passion, her legs round my body clamped together in vice like lock, almost restricting my breathing. 
"Long and deep darling just how I love it.  Just keep on fucking--this horny girl" She muttered.

"I could feel my juices rising through my boy and I told her Here's it comes I panted.  "The whole lot!  Here it comes!"

"Give it to me!" Zeeta yelled.  "Now-yeah, now!"

 Her legs were clamped tightly around my body but they had relaxed a little now, but still held her  quivering pelvis against me while I pushed  my cock all the way inside of her and filled her with my seed.
My groans blended with Zeeta's lusty moans as we gradually came back to reality.

I looked at the clock and said to Zeeta “Quick into the shower as Megan will be back shortly.”

Fortunately we were all dressed and respectable by the time that Megan arrived home, and I was just going through the post that Zeeta had brought with her. Included were two envelopes with return addresses at  two colleges I had sent for details of vacant posts that were being  advertised. I noticed a gravy stain on one envelope and Zeeta told me.

“Canon Marsh threw the letter in the trash bin when he saw who it was from, and by the way they are lining up a Rev Smallbody and his wife to take over this parish any time now, and you are to come back  to your old job.”
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Chapter 4
Zeeta’s Swansong



We had just finished showering when  Megan arrived and she must have heard Zeeta’s last remark.

“I thought we made it clear on Sunday what our position was.” Megan said angrily. “The Rev Small body  - I thought he had been retired.”

Zeeta said “Yes but they are so short of experienced priests so he has been called out of retirement.”

Megan was obviously angry. “I think it is about time that we involved the Church council in all this don’t you?”

Zeeta and I listened to Megan angrily talking on the telephone  downstairs. After dinner I ran Zeeta home, and it was quite late when I returned to the Manse. Meanwhile the Church Council had convened an emergency  session, in the lounge. I did not go in to interrupt but went to my desk in the bedroom and filled in the two application forms for the teaching jobs. 

I had just finished when I heard loud voices from downstairs. Descending the stairs I came face to face with the arrogant and loud mouthed Rev Smallbody and his sickly looking wife Sybil. The chairman of the Church Council who was also a Solicitor was facing the Rev Smallbody very red faced who was saying.

“You can not have the Church Council meetings in my home, you should use the schoolroom. That policy has to stop immediately.”

I was beginning to get very angry . I had not met this gentleman before and I said.
 “Sir I am the incumbent priest here until the Bishop informs me differently, and this is therefore my home, the meeting will continue until it is finished.”

Meanwhile his wife had been going round making notes about the furniture and fittings. Then she said to her husband.

“Darling I think that we will keep this room as it is I like this……….”

“All the fittings and furniture in this house belong to me personally. The church furniture is very old and dilapidated and is stored in the garage at the back of the house, and I have all the receipts for all this furniture.” Megan said with a big smile on her face.

I turned to the Rev Smallbody and said “Please leave immediately or I shall be forced to call the police you are trespassing.”

After they had gone Megan turned to me her eyes full of tears.” That man will ruin this Parish and all the work that you and Richard have done. What do we do now?”

Just then the Chairman of the Church council came out of the lounge. The meeting has finished and I will be in touch with the Bishop tomorrow. The Rev Smallbody so annoyed everyone that we came to a unanimous  agreement asking the Bishop to appoint you as the permanent vicar, and of course our beloved Megan I understand is to be your wife. However, we can only remonstrate  with the Bishop so I should apply for those jobs any way .”

Megan turned to me and said “Come on darling lets go to bed together I feel married already.”  In the bedroom Anne turned to me and I could see she was a little angry.
”Did you fuck Tracy today Tony? 
“No she wanted me to. But I thought about you and walked out.”
Then you must have fucked Zeeta didn’t you, and now you want me I suppose, and you told me that you love me and want to marry me? 
“I do, but I am only human and she knows it will never happen again - it was sort of a goodbye session.”
“If we go to bed together from now on,  as far as I am concerned we are married” Megan said. “The ceremony can happen as soon as we feel ready, so no more affairs. As far as I am concerned a registry office will do me.”

The following morning I drove to see my old boss Canon Marsh  with my resignation in my hand . He read the letter and looked up at me. I told him about my conversation with the Bishop the previous Sunday and the invasion by the Rev Smallbody the previous evening.

“Last night finished me Rev - how can the church be so insensitive as to evict a wife less than two weeks after her husbands death, and treat me so badly. This is not the  sort of Christian attitude that I have come to expect from the church. 

 ”Is there no way I can get you to change your mind” Canon Marsh  asked quietly.
“I am afraid not Sir. We are leaving straight away and we are moving the furniture into storage and moving in with Megan’s parents. Although it will be a bit of a crush.”

“How about next Sundays Services? 
“I doubt whether there will be many there, as the Church Council has resigned en -masse as your Rev Smallbody upset them all rather badly last evening with his appalling rudeness.” I said as I handed him there  letter of resignation 
“I asked them to stay on as I do not want to see everything collapse, and I even offered to take the services next Sunday even though I will not then be  the Parish Priest, but they proposed locking the church and moving to one of the adjoining parishes. A lot of them are moving to the local Methodist Church which has become a lot more popular recently with their new Minister.

Canon marsh stood up - he was angry . He tore up my letter of resignation. 
“You are not resigning my lad I am going to see the Bishop now  I want action.”
“You will have to be quick sir, we expect the furniture van at 10.00 am tomorrow morning.” 
“Furniture can be brought back if necessary, but you are going anywhere .”

It was later that afternoon that the Bishop and Canon Marsh arrived  accompanied by quite an attractive young woman who they introduced as Deaconess Sarah Wright . The Bishop apologised profusely for the behaviour of the Rev Smallbody. ‘

“I took on board what was said after the funeral, and I had sent a letter to the Rev Smallbody cancelling the previous arrangement.  In any case I had previously told him that I would let him know when he would take over, and he obviously jumped the gun or has not received the letter. I want you to stay on Tony and I have sent young Sarah here to help you, especially as you are proposing to marry. Obviously your stipend will have to be adjusted with immediate effect.

I looked across at Megan  and raised my eyebrows. “Its up to you Tony dear , but I want a family and I am going to go teaching to earn some money,  but I will support you in every way if you decide to take the Bishops offer, after all you will soon officially be my husband..”

I told the Bishop that I would accept his offer,  and asked him if he could marry Megan and myself  as soon as possible.?

THE END


