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  *** 


  I had been feeling bland for too long. I don't know if I imagined it or not, but it seemed like when I was younger, there was this zest for life that burned within my chest; a type of inexplainable awareness of blood circulating through my body; heat; tactile sensation. I was so alive. If I work at it, I can get there once more. Strip off my clothes, massage each muscle group, lick my fingers like I am one of those whores on the magazines, rub my palm into my pubic hair, move my hips around like I'm the sexiest woman alive; it's hard to maintain that perspective.


  When I was younger, it was enough to dream up some fantasy narrative about marriage and a romantic kiss. Eventually the fantasies evolved into more sexually explicit visions, and I began to become more actively concerned with playing them out with myself. Depending on the emotional spectrum I was occupying for that week, I would stick a couple of fingers inside of myself, furiously rub my clitoris, or just hump the edge of the couch while sucking on a frozen banana. I remember the feeling of the cold fruit; I would touch it to my nipples, and they would stand straight up – so perky and strong. The fantasies never did stand up to the experience of reality.


  I lost my virginity at age twenty. I was a bit old in reflection, considering how sexually focused I had been throughout my adolescence and early adulthood. He was tall, thin and awkward, but he had kind eyes, and wild hair. Originally, I had imagined the two of us locked together all night; some tangle of limbs and sheets; sweat and musk. There would be music and candles. Long even thrusts – I would probably orgasm at least twice, and then my considerate lover would ask me where to deposit his seed.


  “Anywhere you want,” I would reply as coyly as possible, but I would actually mean, “please not inside of my vagina, because I don't want to get pregnant the first time I have sex.” 


  He would tactfully remove himself from within my vagina, and I, the bad girl that I imagined myself to be, would taste my own body in my mouth while I swallowed his ejaculate to completion. After receiving assimilating his semen via digestion, I would look him in the eye, and inform him that I swallowed; raising an eyebrow expectantly as I did so. Naturally he would throw himself into my arms, and I would pet his broad shoulders and hair, effectively becoming his new surrogate maternal figure, best friend and erotic partner for the remainder of our lives.
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