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I finally had a hot girlfriend, and for the first time in my life, I was living the dream—a regular 23-year-old township guy having regular intercourse—until the incident with that Christian lady.

At first, I thought my mom and this woman were old friends. When she visited for the first time, Mom practically threw open the kitchen doors, letting her whip up her third cup of tea like she was brewing a potion. I never cared for Mom's friends; they always seemed to swoop in like vultures when they needed something.

But the Christian lady wasted no time making me question my sanity. As she prepared to leave, she insisted on praying with the entire family. This is one of the many disadvantages of growing up without a father—moms can be incredibly gullible, especially when faced with someone sporting a "God loves you" smile. Mom rounded up me and my two little brothers into the living room. Instead of introducing her as just a friend, she announced her as “Aunt Gloria” or “Aunt Gladys” or something. Honestly, I couldn’t keep track—I was too busy trying to figure out why she was wearing a floral dress that looked like it was made from an old couch.

What followed was like being trapped in a live-action version of a Sunday morning service—on a Saturday afternoon, no less. Instead of a simple prayer, this lady launched into a medley of hymns that could’ve made a choir sound off-key. I glanced around, wondering if someone had mistakenly invited a gospel concert into our living room.

But what really drove me nuts was her aversion to eye contact. If someone is going to touch you and pray for you without your consent, you should at least be able to stare them down and say, “What’s wrong with you?” Instead, I felt like I was playing an awkward game of hide-and-seek with her eyes. Was avoiding eye contact a special Christian skill? Maybe she thought it would help her channel more of her Holy Spirit or something. Who knew?

After she finally took her leave, I brought up the eye contact issue to Mom. “Did you notice that she wouldn’t look anyone in the eye?” I asked.

“You saw that too? That was so weird!” she replied, shaking her head as if she had just seen a cat wearing a sombrero.

This lady didn’t have a lazy eye; she was like a human chameleon—glancing at you when you weren’t looking and then quickly darting away when you caught her. I insisted to Mom that something was definitely off, but she brushed it off. “Maybe she’s just shy,” she suggested. I rolled my eyes so hard I thought they might get stuck. No grown woman visits a stranger’s house, downs three cups of tea, and prays for random people while being shy!

Days dragged on, and the following Wednesday, my girlfriend came over. We spent the afternoon laughing and enjoying each other’s company, basking in the glow of young love. I had never really understood relationships until her; she made everything feel like a rom-com. Our kisses were electric, and each laugh was like a mini fireworks show in my heart.

Then, the next Saturday, the Christian lady reappeared, as if summoned by some bizarre spell. I was in my room, deep into the creative process of writing a love poem for my girlfriend, when I could hear Mom and the lady chatting in the living room—Bible verses mingling with laughter. It sounded like they were hosting their own mini church service. I was fine with that until the lady insisted Mom call us for another prayer session.

My door was ajar, but when Mom knocked, I replied that I was busy, hoping she’d take the hint. Instead, she went and told the Christian lady, who promptly barged into my room like she was breaking up a rave. Mom followed closely behind, her face a mix of apology and amusement. I shot the lady a “What’s wrong with you?” look, but she avoided my gaze, leaving me to direct my frustration at Mom instead.

“Child, don’t let the devil ruin your life,” the Christian lady declared, her voice booming like she was addressing a congregation. “God has big plans for you, but they won’t unfold if you’re too busy for the Lord. And remember, you’re
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