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         My name is Cecilia. I always get these impulses. Whims that provoke and steal my attention until I don’t have any other choice but to dedicate my undivided attention to it. What the impulses are about depends. It can be anything, really – a certain subject, such as modern dance or croquis. I spend days, even weeks, doing this. I learn, exploring everything there is to discover, until I feel like I know it well. I almost master it. When I reach that point, I’m done. I am finished and need to move on. Days, weeks and months pass, and soon my next need comes to me. Because that’s really what it is – a need that is impossible to stop. I need to dedicate myself to something. I need to spend time and energy, and perhaps most of all, spend myself.

         But these periods pass.

         They always do. 

         All of them, except for this one. 

         It started when I was 16 years old. I remember it as if it was yesterday – an epiphany. I can picture it so clearly. The colors, the details, the sensation. I can picture it as if it was a photograph. A photograph that shows and tells the story of me.

         His name was Joel. He was 36 years old. I was friends with his daughter, Miranda. We had known each other since first grade. Joel had been in my life for a long time. But this time, this day, something changed. And it was an urge that still, after all these years, hasn’t died out.

         He came straight from work and wore his suit. He put down his briefcase and greeted us in the kitchen, where he hung his jacket on one of the chairs. He was polite as always. Told a few classic dad-jokes that feel more like torture than fun, and we wished that he would stop it. 

         All of a sudden, I imagined him kissing me. I imagined him gathering me into his arms, pushing me up against the kitchen island, spreading my legs and thrusting inside me. All the while, his upper body was pressed against my body, and his cock was throbbing, pulsating, pushing inside me. 

         I had recently lost my virginity, and it was beautiful and felt good. But now, I saw Joel. His masculinity. I saw what he had to offer. I saw what our bodies could do together. When that thought raced through my head, I couldn’t let it go. Couldn’t stop looking at him that way. I was watching his movements when this impulse hit me. I didn’t want to miss a thing.

         I watched his hands, his fingertips, wrists and lower arms. I saw his neck, his cheeks, his nose. I noticed him, closely studying every part not to lose sight of him. Later, I would fantasize about the rest, the parts I didn’t see. The details, that which was hidden between his blue shirt and black pants. And last but not least, inside his mind. What did he want? Had he ever thought these very thoughts? How would it feel? What would he taste like?

         This was ten years ago. Nothing happened between us. I didn’t dare to risk my friendship with Miranda for something between him and me. No matter how exciting it would have been, I never did anything about it. Of course, I don’t even know how he would react to my proposition. I can only dream and imagine.

         I am 26 years old now. I live alone. I take a few classes in philosophy, gender studies and creative writing. The urge and desire to be with Miranda’s father is still there. Just as strong and intense. But the difference nowadays is that my lust isn’t directed specifically to Joel, but to dads in general. 
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