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​Leslie adjusted
the straps of her floral church dress and every man within three
pews of her took notice. They noticed the way her oversized breasts
jostled and adjusted within, how her pale cleavage became more
prominent - as if another centimeter more might reveal the tops of
her young, pure nipples…her husband Raymond noticed, too. The frown
on his face spoke disapproval.

While the men’s eyes were on her body,
Leslie’s were front and center for Pastor Alistair.

“Worship can be a fickle thing when practiced
through speech alone,” Alistair said, his dark eyes falling over
the white congregation. “It is only through action and
sacrifice that we can truly worship God.”

The good Christian people of Missionary
Chapel listened with bated breath, hanging on to every rumbling
word Pastor Alistair spoke…everyone except Raymond Hugh. Raymond
had been observing the new pastor those last few months, and
something about the man did not sit right with him. There was
something…off. Like a secret behind his stormy eyes, or an
ulterior motive hidden within the very words the rest of the
congregation found so enlightening.

“So, how do we worship?” Alistair raised his
eyebrows. “How do we serve our God? How do we show him that
we are worthy to be in his presence? Worthy to get down on your
knees before your God and serve Him? You must take
action, my flock. You must know your place, your role…and
play it. Every single day.”

Raymond looked at his wife sitting beside
him; 19 years old, innocent but grown. In the last year it
was hard not to notice the way she’d filled out…her breasts had
become a distraction both at church and in social settings. Men who
had watched Leslie grow up struggled to avert their gaze, and
Raymond noticed it with a deep shame each and every time.

Perhaps if she didn’t wear such revealing
clothing, Raymond thought. Yes, I’m sure that’s it.
Something will need to be done…I’ll need to have a talk with the
girl.

“Some of you have been…proactive in
your desire to serve God. Others are getting there…and yet, some of
you seem to stifle your servitude. And you know who you are.”

Alistair’s eyes seemed to zero in on a few
specific people within the congregation, briefly holding their
gaze. Raymond felt the pastor’s severe stare on his own person for
a moment, and he averted his eyes.

With all the money I’ve given to this
church…

“In the coming weeks I hope to spend more
personal time with those of you that I have not yet gotten the
chance to do so…and for those of you that have been coming to your
private Worship Meetings, I commend you. Please keep coming.
I’ll be sure to keep coming as well…and together we may all learn
the true meaning of worship, servitude, and duty.”

Organ music rose in the air and the
congregation began to bustle and whisper.

Raymond took his wife by the hand. “You look
very pretty today, Leslie. Is that a new dress?”

“Yes, Raymond,” she squeaked, her glossy lips
shining. “Do you like it?” Leslie straightened her back and sat
straight, accentuating her form. Raymond could feel the eyes of the
men around them on her.

“It’s a bit flashy, isn’t it?” Raymond said.
“For church? Do you find it appropriate to have so much…skin,
showing?”

“Pastor Alistair said I looked beautiful in
it,” Leslie sounded confused. “He said that to bring such beauty
into the house of God is not a sin, but an act of selflessness and
gratitude to the Lord.”

“The pastor told you that?” Raymond’s eyes
darkened. “When did the pastor see you in your new dress?”

“Why, just this morning. Before service. I
was coming out of the ladies’ room, and he was there.”

“Was he now?”

“Mm-hmm,” Leslie’s green eyes searched her
husband’s face, unsure of what he was getting at. “He told me I was
beautiful and that I was ready for my first Worship Lesson with
him. He said I could come on Wednesday…”

“Worship Lesson, huh?” Raymond felt doubt in
his heart. “We’ll just see about that.”

Husband and wife walked down the aisle and
towards the exit, bright sunlight streaming through the doorway and
casting everyone before it in a dark silhouette. The largest of
these figures was Pastor Alistair himself, towering over his flock
as he shook hands and wished them well on their way.

Though Raymond tried his best to lead Leslie
out without being noticed, the pastor cornered them the moment they
entered the archway.

“Mr. Hugh,” Alistair’s deep, soothing voice.
“And young Leslie. Did you enjoy the sermon today?”

“Oh yes, Reverend. It was wonderful,”
Leslie was giddy, her body undulating in the direction of the
pastor. “The way you speak so eloquently about God and our duty to
him…it’s inspiring. I could listen to you talk about Him all
day.”

“Mmmm, I’m glad to hear it,” Alistair
grinned, “and you, Mr. Hugh? Did you find my sermon as enlightening
as your wife did?”

It was difficult for Raymond to answer. He
was looking up into the pastor’s face, neck craned. He couldn’t
tell if Alistair was looking at him, or his wife…or more precisely,
Leslie’s pale bust.

“I appreciate your emphasis on sacrifice and
servitude,” Raymond said, “though when you talk about action
instead of words, I can’t help but wonder what sort of role
you fill in God’s plan? The action…or just the words?”

“Raymond!” Leslie turned red.

“A skeptic I see,” Alistair chuckled. “I
don’t blame you, Mr. Hugh. I am new here, new to you and the rest
of the flock, and new can often be difficult…but I am not
new to God’s work. Or my role in it. Perhaps you can come by for a
Worship Lesson sometime soon and I can ease any doubts you might
have?”

“I’ll have to look at my schedule,” Raymond
said gravely. “Until then, good afternoon, Reverend.”

“Good afternoon, Mr. Hugh,” and then
Alistair’s deep gaze fell on Leslie once more, “and good afternoon
to you, young and precious Leslie. I will see you on
Wednesday?”

“Oh of course Rev -

“Like I said,” Raymond put his hand in the
small of his wife’s back and ushered her away, “I’ll need to check
our schedule.”

“Indeed,” Alistair watched them walk off, his
hawk’s stare following them across the parking lot.
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​“But
Raymond I want to go! I want to know God! I want Pastor
Alistair to show me!”

“I think your time would be better spent with
that online bible study you love so much. Why not spend your
Wednesday evening with those nice people?”

“Because Raymond I want the Reverend
to show me! He knows better!”

Leslie was pouting, thin arms crossed below
plump breasts with her bottom lip out. They were in the car driving
home from church, and Raymond kept finding himself looking over at
his wife in the passenger seat, noticing the way the flowery dress
clung to her frame.

“What is it you do in these ‘Worship
Meetings’?” Raymond sounded skeptical. “Have any of your friends
from church been?”

‘Yes, Raymond! I told you – Sarah’s
been going for a few weeks, and she says the pastor is really nice
and really thoughtful…and very thorough in his work.”

“But Sarah hasn’t even been in church these
last two Sundays,” Raymond scratched his chin. “And Mrs. Buchanan
down the street said she saw Sarah at a bookstore last week with a
copy of The Quran under her arm. The Quran! Now what in the heck is
that about, Leslie? Why on earth would she have that!”

“How am I supposed to know?” Leslie whined.
“Maybe it was for school or something you ever think of that? It’s
not fair that she gets to go to the Worship Meeting and I don’t!
I’m not a little kid, Raymond! I get to make my own decisions. And
I want to learn from the Reverend. So I’m going!”

“I need think about it…”

“RAYMOND!”

Raymond’s mind was noisy. Between his wife’s
prattling and the sick feeling he got every time he looked at the
pastor, it was hard to keep a clear mind…not to mention Leslie’s
incredible figure, the softness of her skin, those innocent
freckles on her cheeks. Why did she need to wear those damn
dresses all the time?

As Wednesday approached Leslie became colder
to her husband. She barely spoke at breakfast and sometimes skipped
dinner altogether. What was he to do? Why was his intuition telling
him that to leave her alone with the pastor Alistair was a bad
idea? With so many questions he turned to the only voice he could
count on: God’s.

Raymond prayed for the answer to his
problems, and the next morning the answer came to him as swiftly as
judgement in the Old Testament.

“I’ve decided to let you have your private
Worship with the pastor,” he informed his jubilant wife that
morning. “But I want a full report from you, young lady, when you
get back. I want to make sure this man is truly a messenger of God
and not some snake oil salesmen. Is that clear?”

“Oh Raymond! Thank you so much! Yes of
course I’ll tell you everything! And you’ll see! You’ll see that
the Reverend is who he says is and more! That he really is a
messenger of God’s word and principles. Oh praise Jesus,
Raymond! I’m so excited!”

“I can see that,” Raymond watched her buoyant
assets bound up and down in the tight white t-shirt she wore. It
was clear she had no bra underneath, the tautness of her round pink
nipples almost completely visible under the bright kitchen light.
“Just make sure that you, er, dress appropriately for your time at
the church.”

“Yes, of course, Raymond! I’ll wear my new
dress. The flowery one!”

That afternoon, as Leslie showered and
dressed upstairs in preparation for her meeting with the pastor,
Raymond found himself up in the attic, digging through an old
box.

Amongst heaps of old cassette tapes full of
worship music and contemporary Christian, Raymond found exactly
what he was looking for - what he’d prayed for, and what the good
Lord had seen fit to give him.

It was grey, hand-held and about the size of
a modern-day iPhone. It was a relic of the 1990s. A piece of
equipment Raymond had used in his college days that he forgot still
existed until God answered his prayers with a memory of it.

And he found it in the first box he tried, a
true sign of the Lord’s will at work.

Raymond took an unopened, blank cassette tape
from an old pack and popped it inside the ancient machine. He
pressed the record button down and heard the tape inside
start spinning.

“Testing. Testing one two. This is Raymond
Hugh, God be praised!”

Click. Rewind. Play.

Testing…testing one two…this is Raymond Hugh
– God by praised!

Raymond smiled, impressed with himself. It
was a clever scheme. And one that God would forgive him for, no
doubt. Why else even put the cassette recorder in his path if not
to be used for this righteous purpose?

He’d just safely stowed the cassette recorder
inside Leslie’s backpack with the record button engaged when
she came jogging down the stairs.

“How do I look, Raymond?” she asked, twirling
on the balls of her feet.

“Hmm,” Raymond was troubled.

Leslie had done her hair up in a special way,
long and blonde and straight, with some curls here and there. Her
makeup was apparent; almost too loud, with lush red lipstick
smeared across her pouty mouth. It was the same floral dress as the
previous Sunday, but somehow, she seemed to be bursting out of the
top even more than usual.

“Well? Raymond? Am I pretty?”

“Let not your thoughts dwell on vanity, my
wife,” he said, handing her the backpack. “Today is about God and
learning from Him. Understand?”

“Yes, Raymond,” she said quietly. “But
what do I need my backpack for?”

“To take notes…now, on your way. We don’t
want you to be late for your meeting.”

Leslie skipped from the house, and Raymond
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