
Labyrinths of Love Book 3   

Chapter 36 - Miracle Seed 
 

Debby watched the cashier scan the large green box with the word Quinoa stamped in 

orange letters.  

“What’s that?” a voice behind her asked. She turned and saw a woman pointing at the 

box. 

“Quinoa,” Debby answered. “It’s like wheat or rice but it’s a seed.”  

“I never heard of it.” 

“It’s been around for at least five thousand years. The ancient Incas called it a miracle 

seed.” 

“Incas, huh?” the woman replied, impressed. “What’s it like?”    

“It has a nutty flavor. You can use it as a side dish instead of rice. I make a cold grain 

salad with vegetables. Sometimes I add chicken or tofu.”  

“Do you eat it a lot?”  

“I make some every week so I can have an easy meal when I’m busy. I’m gonna cook a 

batch this afternoon.” The woman seemed interested. Debby took a chance. “You wanna try it?” 

she asked. 

“Awesome! I’m Chloe,” she said, beaming. Chloe was in her mid-twenties. She had a 

Mona-Lisa face framed by dark hair, a lanky figure, and wore baggy clothes. When she spoke, 

her mouth seemed large but when she was silent it was small and compact. Her smile was 

dazzling. 

They moved away from the cashier. Debby pulled out a card and handed it to Chloe. She 

read it and smirked. Debby’s card said: The Church of Jesus God’s Dazzling Light, Infinite Love, 

and Everlasting Peace and Joy for the Whole World. 

“Oh, this is that church with the funny name!” Chloe exclaimed. She then grimaced, 

afraid she had offended Debby.  

“I’m Debby like it says on the card… right under the funny name.”  

Chloe smiled. “You’re the minister?” she asked, relieved. 

“I’m the pastor. You still wanna try my quinoa?”  

“Oh, yeah. What kind of wine goes with quinoa?” 

“Whatever kind you bring,” Debby answered. They waved at each other as they left the 

store. 

 

Debby had quinoa, chicken, and tofu ready. Chloe preferred chicken. Debby added it to 

the quinoa and stirred. The balsamic vinegar coated all the ingredients. She set the bowl down 

and gestured for Chloe to help herself. Chloe filled Debby's bowl, then her own, and took her 

first fork-full.  

“Wow!” she declared. Debby smiled. Chloe opened the wine and poured it into a couple 

of juice glasses. “So, how long has the church been here?” she asked.  

“I started it about eighteen months ago.” 

“You started it? You mean like somebody starts a business like a coffee bar or pizza 

shop?”   

Debby nodded. “Yep, just like that.” 

“You’re pretty brave. Just starting a coffee place is difficult. Starting a church must be 

nearly impossible.” 



“It was difficult but not impossible,” Debby replied meekly. 

“How did you know it would succeed?” 

“I didn’t.”  

Debby told Chloe how she almost ran out of money and was about to give up. Then an 

anonymous donor sent her enough money to keep her going for several years. 

“Wow. Your first miracle,” Chloe praised. Debby frowned. “Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean to 

offend you.” 

“It may have been a miracle but it wasn’t mine,” Debby replied.  

Her humility impressed Chloe.  

“So, what about parishioners, or whatever you call them?” she asked. 

“They’re coming in.” People did not only show up on Sunday mornings, they dropped by 

whenever they needed help with their problems. Debby had to be there for them. 

“So what do you do?” Debby asked. Chloe also dealt with people and their problems. She 

was a social worker. People she saw were clients, not parishioners. She had regular office hours, 

her therapy clients made advance appointments, and there was much paperwork.  

Debby was impressed. “I’m no therapist,” she admitted. Her people came to her but not 

for counseling. They needed to ask God’s help. She did what she could but there had not been 

many problems so far. 

“And does God help you?” Chloe asked. She had never met anyone as religious as Debby 

and felt genuinely curious.  

Debby thought about her answer.   

“Well, He helps them. I feel like I’m just an instrument.” Chloe asked her what she 

meant. “For His love,” Debby explained. 

“Yeah, love,” Chloe replied, reflectively. “That’s the great riddle, isn’t it? Seems like 

nobody can figure that one out.” 

“So, what about you?” Debby asked. Chloe assumed she was asking whether she was 

with anyone. 

“I’m single. You?” 

Debby frowned. “Same. Guys don’t just walk up to their pastors and ask them out.”  

“Why?”   

“They’re afraid.”  

“Of you?” Chloe asked. She just met Debby but already knew no one could conceivably 

be afraid of her. 

“Nope, of God. They think God might punish them for hitting on their pastor.”  

Debby's answer surprised Chloe. “Just for asking you out?”  

“Yup. Look at it from their point of view. They would constantly worry if it was safe to 

make a move and maybe risk eternal damnation,” Debby explained. They both smiled. 

“Guys are weird,” said Chloe. “But God is weirder for some people.”   

“Are you religious?” Debby asked. 

Chloe shook her head. “I prefer ‘spiritual’ to religious. My parents were strict, 

conservative, old-school throwbacks to the Dark Ages.” 

“I never heard of that denomination,” Debby replied, smiling. They laughed. She noticed 

Chloe’s bowl was empty. “Now that you’ve eaten quinoa, what do you think of it?” 

“I love it.”  



Debby picked up her glass and sipped the wine. “I like this wine, too. It goes perfectly 

with quinoa.” Chloe smiled, pleased she made Debby happy. “Why don’t we take our wine into 

the living room?” Debby suggested.  

Her living room was one notch above shabby. “I’m sorry but I only have the couch. I 

haven’t bought much furniture. I don’t need it.” They sat down.  

Chloe held her glass and looked at Debby. “You’re not like I thought you’d be,” she 

confessed. Debby did not react. “After I took your card I thought I’d made a huge mistake. A 

pastor? Me? For dinner? What if I did something wrong?”   

“Are you glad you came over?” 

“I am. I like you, Debby.” They both secretly hoped her statement was not the wine 

talking. 

“Wanna watch TV?” Debby asked. She explained she bought the TV from a neighbor 

and got basic cable to go with it. People she conversed with often referred to TV shows and she 

had no idea what they were talking about; she thought she should get a TV and find out. Debby 

realized she was babbling. “Sorry, I’m running off at the mouth.” 

“Must be the quinoa,” Chloe quipped, charmed by Debby’s tipsiness. She clicked through 

the TV channels until she found one she liked. They watched as two good-looking people 

smiled, talked, hugged, and kissed. Then a commercial came on. Debby gazed at the screen. 

“What’s this?” she asked. 

“It’s a romance channel. You don’t mind, do you? I can change it if you want.” Debby 

shook her head. Chloe explained that all day she listened to real people tell her about real 

problems. She liked to watch fantasy people who had fantasy problems. It helped her deal with 

everything. 

“What’s the story?” 

“They’re all the same: boy meets girl, boy loses girl, boy finds girl again, and they live 

happily ever after.” 

“Happily? You were right about the fantasy part!” Debby wisecracked. They watched 

quietly for a while. Debby started to say something but hesitated. Chloe urged her to speak.  

“I always wondered… if happily ever after is unrealistic, does that mean you shouldn’t 

love at all? I mean, is love worth all the effort?” 

“Depends on who you love, I guess,” Chloe answered, seriously. 

“So it’s the person that makes it worthwhile?” Debby asked. Chloe nodded. They were 

silent a few moments. “What kind of people do you prefer to date?”   

“Well, I’d be damn happy if I could find somebody like you,” Chloe replied. “Shit!” she 

exclaimed. “Did I just say damn? It must be the wine. Please forgive me.”  

Debby ignored Chloe’s apology and smiled. “So you’re gay?”    

Chloe nodded. “I’ll leave now if you want me to.”   

“Gosh, no! I’m flattered,” Debby replied.  

Chloe moved closer. “Let’s not talk for a while. Let’s just watch.” They watched and 

laughed at the absurdity of the movie. They also enjoyed the gentle touch of each other’s bodies, 

and the warmth their closeness created. Chloe wanted to kiss Debby but did not know how 

Debby would respond. Debby sensed Chloe’s hesitation.  

“What are you waiting for?” Debby whispered. Chloe leaned over and kissed her. Debby 

would not let her stop. When she finally let go she said, “Now what?”  



“Wanna fool around?” Chloe asked smiling. Debby reached toward Chloe but Chloe 

stopped her. “Let me.” She unbuttoned her loose-fitting shirt and revealed two small, exquisitely 

round breasts with large nipples. Debby reached out to touch them.  

Chloe gasped.   

“Your turn,” she said. Debby slowly peeled off her t-shirt and removed her bra. Her 

breasts curved just right and were much larger and heftier than Chloe’s. Chloe lifted Debby’s 

breast. “I wish mine were more like yours,” she said. 

“I think it has something to do with genes.” 

“No, I mean I wish mine had ended up bigger.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“When I had the operation,” Chloe remarked. Debby looked confused. Chloe realized 

there was something she had not told Debby.  

“Oh, God; I feel so comfortable that I forgot to tell you.” Chloe hesitated. Debby waited 

for her to explain. “I was born a male.”  

Debby smiled. “Really?” she asked, skeptically. She thought Chloe made a hilarious, 

drunken joke. “Are you sure, Chloe?” Chloe nodded. “What happened?” Debby asked. 

“All during my teen years I felt I was a woman and not a man. So I made that happen.” 

“So what? Why did you tell me? I don’t care.”  

“Some people do care. It upsets them.” 

“They’re stupid. I think you’re awesome.” There was a long pause. 

“You wanna go to the bedroom?” Chloe asked. Debby smiled, nodded, and stood up. 

They went to her small bedroom. The double bed had an old beat-up wooden headboard and was 

obviously from a thrift store. They undressed, reclined on the bed, and faced each other. 

“You’re so lovely,” Debby said as she touched Chloe. She thought Chloe looked more 

beautiful than a super-model. Chloe was slender but shapely. Many models just had lines. Chloe 

had sensuous curves.   

“So are you,” Chloe replied. Debby knew she was chubby and homely. “I love your hips; 

I wish mine were like yours.” Debby smiled absentmindedly. “You drank too much wine, didn’t 

you?” Chloe asked. Debby gave Chloe a silly grin. “When’s the last time you drank that much 

wine?” 

“Never,” Debby answered, yawning. Chloe told Debby to roll on her side. She moved 

closer and draped her arm over Debby’s hip. Debby fell asleep instantly.  

Chloe closed her eyes and pressed against Debby. She felt Debby’s back, her ass, and her 

thighs. Debby felt like a real woman. Chloe realized that even though she had been a woman for 

over three years she never felt like a woman until now. 

She reflected on what happened since she met Debby at the supermarket. Her life could 

be changing but she did not want to get her hopes up. Debby might be different in the morning.  

Chloe clutched her arm tightly around Debby’s hip. She hoped Debby would feel her 

touch as she slept and then recall that feeling when she woke up. Maybe she would want to feel it 

again and again. But that would be tomorrow. She kissed Debby on her shoulder, laid her head 

on the pillow, and fell asleep. 

  


