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I looked at all the people gathered. The number of people coming to Sunday mass was getting thinner. When I first took over this Parish, every seat was taken, and everyone seemed to be happy.

I attributed it to the mega-church that had gone up a few months ago. Everyone liked the mega-churches, with their song and dance, big screens and bright lights, and the two-story high silver cross.

That's what they liked. This small church with fading lights and depleting looks was not what they wanted. It wasn't where they wanted to show off their flashy cars and nice clothes.

I closed my sermon with a smile and a joke.

"Did you have to say the joke at the end?" Isabella asked as we stood outside, greeting people.

My wife Isabella always patronized me for things I said or did. She was also mad that no one came to see her. Now that she had lost weight and had some work done, especially around the face and stomach, she wanted people to see her.

"I thought it was lighthearted," I grinned as I shook hands.

"It sounded stupid and desperate," Isabella said. "We need people to come and feel wanted, not to listen to the jokes of a Pastor."

"Pastor Neil," one of my Parishioners came up to us.

"Just Neil," I smiled.

"We want you to meet our daughter," she said. "Vanessa."

I had been admiring the young woman from my stand above. She was young and very attractive.

"She has just returned home from college," Ben said.

"Hi father," Vanessa smiled.

"Just Neil," I corrected her.

"What did you study?" Isabella asked in her usual judgmental tone.

Isabella and a few of the other women who attended my church always made it hard for the young and attractive women to stay; they always gave them looks and started bad rumors.

I already saw a few of them looking at Vanessa.

They were no doubt judging Vanessa's outfit or hairstyle, among other things.

"I studied economics and business finance," Vanessa said proudly. "I want to start my own business."

"That's very nice," I stated.

"We are hoping Vanessa will continue to come with us to mass," Lilah smiled.

"All are welcome in the house of the lord," I smiled.

"Thank you," they said as they walked away.

~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"We should enforce a stricter dress code," Isabella told me as she got changed.

"For the church?" I asked.

"Of course, where else?" Isabella said. "That young woman Vanessa looked like she was going to a nightclub, her chest visible for everyone to see," Isabella stated. It's a church, not a nightclub!"

"That dress was no different than what your friend Marcy was wearing last week at the Baptism," I responded.

"It was a lot different," Isabella turned to face me. "Marcy's chest wasn't front and center for all to see."

"That's because Marcy is as flat as a pancake," I muttered under my breath.

"What was that?" Isabelle asked.

"I will talk to Ben and Lilah," I smiled at my wife.

"Hopefully that will help, otherwise we will just have to turn her away next time," Isabella grinned.

The other thing driving people away was Isabella's jealousy of other women. She had put so many restrictions on others and kept telling them how to act, what was considered Christian and what wasn't, and many other things, all of which amounted to people not coming.

If I weren't the Pastor and had to set an example for everyone else, I would have divorced Isabella the moment our last child left the roost.

Since Jeff and the other kids left our home, Isabella had turned from a loving, kind woman to a vengeful person who didn't seem to be happy with anything I did.

Isabella was mean and cold to everyone, including some of her friends.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ 
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Another week flew by, and between all the things that happened at the church and in the community, I had forgotten all about the chat I was supposed to have with Ben and Lilah.

Vanessa sat next to her parents in a tight red dress that left little to the imagination. She was a blessed woman, far more blessed than her mother.

I was barely able to keep my eyes off Vanessa. When she stood up and sat down, her large attributes bounced and swayed.
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