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The trip to the church didn’t solve my curiosity, but what did I expect from a religious nut?

I was kind and waited for the sermon to end and for all the people to leave the church. I didn’t want to cause a scene by walking in, sitting down, and having numerous married women stare at me or try to get at me while he was doing his thing.

I had never been a fan of organized religion. It always seemed cultish to me. Do this, don’t do that, hate these people. There were so many rules that applied to other people.

My favorite was not to judge unless you are judged, ha! What a bunch of bullshit that was; in my experience, religious people judged everybody for everything.

No, I waited until the place was nearly empty before walking inside. The moment I stepped inside, I felt eyes on me, even though there were only three people in there.

The moment the pastor or priest, whatever they call themselves, saw me, he rushed toward me and nearly shoved me out the door. He told me to wait for him for an hour, and he would talk to me outside.

I waited, and then he came out in plain clothes. He looked like a regular Joe. He introduced himself as Pastor Michael. He was a tall black male who didn’t look brainwashed, but the moment he started talking, I knew he had drunk all of the Kool-Aid, not just some, but all of it.

He asked me about my parents. I told him I was an orphan; whoever my parents were, they had given me up. All I had was a video recording outside a fire department of a gray Toyota Corolla pulling up, setting my car seat down on the floor, and then driving away. The firefighters came out, but the car was already gone. That’s all I had to go on.

Whoever they were, they were smart and removed the license plate before pulling up to the station. It was snowing, so the person who dropped me off was bundled up, and in the video, no one could see if it was male or female.

Then Michael went off the deep end. He took a flying leap off a cliff and never looked back. He started talking about Nephilim, children of demons and angels, and the powers they possessed.

He stated that I could be one of them, walking among them. ‘What a load of bullshit!’ I thought, staring at this supposedly sane man spitting nonsense.

Michael said that my power was drawing married women to do bad things, to stray from the righteous path and that if I wanted to do good, I should lock myself away in an all-male convent. He even said they would be waiting for me.

I laughed and told him that I wasn’t going to do that; I was no demon or angel, not a child of one, that was for sure. I had been to the doctor and had my blood drawn. I am sure someone at the hospital would have said something if my DNA was all fucked up.

I said bye and thanked him for the talk. I didn’t want to be mean to the guy. He believed what he believed, but there was no way I was going to be locked away in some monastery or church, especially with all males. That wasn’t going to happen.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~
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“What if,” Damien asked as I called him later that day.

“Oh, don’t you start,” I laughed. “I know you supposedly found religion and are happy, but don’t forget I know you have fallen off again!”

Damien had started using drugs again, and he was one pee test away from breaking parole and ending up back inside again.

“I know, and I am trying to get back on, but some of the things they say might have some truth,” Damien tried to persuade me.

“Yeah, like I am some half angel, or half demon,” I chuckled.

“Well, you did have some nifty moves when you played basketball, and you were able to dunk over people,” Damien stated.

“I was athletic,” I answered. “Doesn’t mean I have super powers!”

“Okay, you explain your abilities then,” Damien said. “Able to just look or not even walk by a married woman and they immediately want to drop their panties and fuck you right there. Explain that!”
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