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  Entrada walked down the forest pathway away from her encounter with Tara in quiet reflection, holding the card she had been given between her index and thumb finger, and twirling it around occasionally with an articulation of her wrist. The forest was dense with life, and she felt that if her thoughts were left to roam, they would become one with the environment around her; bouncing around like so many mushroom spores, dancing ferns, and tiny animals. Her fingers still smelled like Tara, but there was not really any shame in the experience. Entrada was too bewildered for shame.


  "What does this even mean?" she asked herself, resorting to verbalizing her thoughts, since there was no one else around to judge or hold her confusion against her.


  She laughed.


  In her mind, she concluded that Tara must have been some kind of forest pixie, and that whatever form of the Divine existed in this part of the world was probably playing an elaborate joke on her.


  "Yogi Tajmabuddhi," she snorted, "and I'm a follower of the Vaginarayana Sect."


  She thought herself clever, and permitted herself a chuckle, but her thoughts soon moved toward speculating about the nature of this Yogi, and what he might be able to do for her. He imagined some wise and mystical man, perhaps in his mid to late thirties; just old enough to where he would have definitely uncovered the secrets human sexuality, but young enough to where he could still confidently transmit that information to his followers. She caught herself.


  "Is this some kind of cult," she asked herself. "What if he's some kind of charismatic leader, and his whole purpose is to impregnate a bunch of young women?"

  "What if that woman Tara is some kind of evangelistic disciple, furthering the reproductive agenda of this horny spiritualist?" she wondered. "Maybe it is just prostitution, masked as some kind of religious fetish?"


  Her thoughts continued in this pattern all of the way through the forest, until she finally arrived at the clearing which lead to campus. Her thoughts changed in due course, along with the landscape. She began to be much less openly reflective on the nature of Yogi Tajmabuddhi, and more focused on the imminent responsibilities of her life.


  "I have to finish that research paper for my Human Sexuality course; I will probably need to work on that tonight. I wonder if I can talk about any of the things I've been going through? Pornographic Evaluations, Culture of Sexuality? Repression of the Sensuous Element within Male Populations?"


  The level of her voice had decreased to a more socially conscious volume, but she was still expressing herself out loud. Several people walked past her, but they did not interpret her actions as those of a madwoman; only a student with a lot of things on her mind; campuses were pleasant like that.


  When she finally found her way back to her apartment, she walked in through the door, observed her roommate half-naked, beer cracked open, sitting with her bare feet on the coffee table, reading a philosophy book.


  "What's up Eva?"


  Eva was a dark skinned, twenty-something. You couldn't really tell her nationality just by looking at her. Her hair had the coarse, thick structure of an African American, but her skin tone looked like her ancestors came from some South American country. Entrada had asked once, and she might have said something about Columbia, or Peru. Entrada wasn't really sure what country had been mentioned, but she liked how comfortable Eva was with herself, and she was a good roommate to be around.


  "Hey girl," Eva started, turning slightly to look at Entrada with her warm, caramel eyes.


  Eva smiled, vaulted over the couch, and hugged Entrada. Her breasts pressed against Entrada's shielded only by a loosely fitted t-shirt. Eva was not wearing pants, and she smelled like whisky and coffee; it was two in the afternoon.


  "Class got out a couple of hours ago," Eva recalled, "Where you been?"


  Entrada blushed. Eva was in her Human Sexuality course, and Entrada had not considered the possibility that she would be interrogated upon arrival. Eva didn't miss anything.


  "You met someone..." her voice trailed off, and she smiled, brushing some of Entrada's auborn hair away from her face.


  Eva paused for a moment and looked at Entrada with quiet appreciation. Then she nodded, and looked straight into Entrada's eyes.
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