

Living alone in the city can get pretty damn stressful. Trying to make the old ends meet and struggling to get by. You know the same old story, told time and time again by all the faceless and nameless people I walk on by on my way to work. On my way to plopping myself down at the front desk. Taking phone calls and scheduling appointments. Not exactly the kind of thing I dreamed of doing. But I guess that tends to happen in life. Ya just get caught up in the way things are and find yourself somewhere. I guess that’s what happened to me. I shouldn’t complain too much though, things aren’t all bad.

The real reason I suppose I’m feeling a bit down lately is that me and my boyfriend broke up sort of recently. Which ya know, it sucks. It was amicable as far as breakups go. At least as far as the ones I had go. But I miss having someone. Someone who I would get to talk to each day after coming home from work, beat down and tired. Someone to just watch a nonsense show on the television with, as I lay my head on their shoulder. That sort of thing. A woman needs that sort of thing. Or well, I do at least.

Of course we had been together for quite some time. So there were days where cuddling on the couch, flicking through channels finding nothing to watch turned into looking into his eyes. Putting my hand on his thigh. Leaning in for a kiss. Tasting his lips on mine. Him lowering my body down, his hands running along my skin. Searching to touch just a little more than a little more and then...well you get the idea. We got to know each other’s body pretty intimately. He knew the way I liked to have booty rubbed. I love booty rubs. Even if it isn’t strictly sexual. It’s nice to have some strong hands grasping and rubbing, loosening up my tense muscles from sitting down all day. A massage turning into more than just a massage.

Maybe I’m just depressing myself all the more by reliving these memories. They’re a bit bitter sweet though. To be nostalgic about the old times. But I knew I had to move on from that relationship. We just didn’t connect. And the more I thought about it the more I realize we never really did connect.

So all this aside. What I wanted to do, I wanted to go on a trip. On my own. I didn’t necessarily want to go alone. But I didn’t know who to invite. I wanted to take some time for myself, and my friends and family weren’t the type of people I wanted around for this. They’d just want to do too much. And I just kind of wanted to relax, mull things over, be a little pretentious maybe and think about life. That’s how I was feeling. I think after a big life change, taking a little time for that sort of thing is deserved.

I decided to go camping. I figured it was the opposite of where I’m at now. The total opposite of the loud merciless city crowded with angry and resentful people, rushing down streets to get back inside their corporate buildings or broken down apartments. I was sick of seeing that everyday. I wanted to see something untouched by all of this. Getting some fresh air sounded real good. Seeing nature as it is, before a bunch of human jackasses decided to torch a scar deep through it. I’m just being jaded right now. I do love the city for some things, the museums, the restaurants. It’s not all bad. I like the guy who I pass by everyday playing his guitar in the subway before he goes back to wherever he came from, probably going to buy a hit of something to get him through the rest of the day.

I know I wouldn’t be able to do a tent. That would have been too rough for me. I need a little comfort, a damn bed at the least. So I got a cabin. Besides, I figured what was the point of saving up so much money if I never allowed myself to use any of it from something I really enjoyed. So I splurged a bit for a cabin. Not some super fancy thing, but enough to provide me with the most basic of necessities.

I arrived, stepping out of my vehicle. Taking in that first breath of fresh air. The scent of pine and the woods filling my lungs. Already refreshing me. Pushing out the polluted toxic city air. Clearing me out of all those toxins. The sweet scent sedating my once anxious mind filled with corporate worries and fears. Clearing my head of the loud and hateful noises of a city that doesn’t get rest. Never rests from its anxieties and chasings of hopeless dreams.

I unpacked my things once inside the cabin. Putting my outfits away in the drawers and closets. Tossing a few books I brought with me onto the coffee table. I planned to do a bit of reading. I didn’t want any technology. This was a journey to see myself and the world unencumbered by the manufactured distractions of my daily life. To get in touch with myself and my feelings and all that. Maybe it sounded a bit hippy, maybe a little lame in a way. But I didn’t care. I feel like it was an ideal in its own way. And I wanted to see what that meant. Even if it was just pretend, I wanted to see myself as the female version of Henry David Thoreau or Walt Whitman, someone like that.

Once I had everything in the cabin settled, I knew I wanted to get outside, that’s why I came here. I figured on going for a walk. Taking in the scenery in without much of a plan or anything. Just exploring the world around me and taking it all in. It was great. The sky a clear beautiful blue, with a few clouds spotted in between. It felt open. Like I touched the sky and it touched me. Like I wasn’t just trapped inside something. Allowing myself to reach out of who I am. That’s not something you want to do in the city, you don’t know what sort of slimy thing you’ll end up touching if you do. But out here everything was more pure and more free.

The birds and squirrels chattered freely in the trees, chasing each other down, but never really catching up. Always just slightly out of reach. Playful, really playful. I followed the sounds, the sounds of the forest creatures and the sound of running water in the distance. I love water, naturally flowing. I haven’t seen that in forever. All we had in the city were man made structures, and ponds carved out in a park for ducks to sit around.

I knelt down before the stream. Laying my hand on top of the water sending out small ripples. I scooped up a handful of water, splashing my face with it, refreshing myself, rubbing my eyes awake. Awake for the first time in forever. I knew I had to get into that stream. Symbolically cleanse myself of the filth and grime of the city with the rivers natural purity.

I removed my shirt and pants, placing them on rock beside me. Standing in nothing but my bra and panties. Now that felt freeing, standing out in the world like this, as I am. Not something you could do in the city. I dipped a toe in, getting a feel for the cold water. Shivers running up my spine from the cold. I braced myself, taking a step in. Wading in up to my hips. This is what I needed. I took a deep breath and submerged myself underneath. Enveloped by the stream, washing away all that I had built up over time. Staying under for as long as I could hold my breath.

I emerged, the water cascading down my body, trickling back into the stream. I blinked my eyes open when I saw her. Standing at the edge of the stream before me, a slender beauty of a thing. Radiant really. An enticing glow about her. She had on a long white dress. The fabric thin enough to see the shape of her nipples pressing against it. Flowy enough to hide the shape of her body beneath it. Who was she? Where did she come from? It took me aback a bit. She certainly wasn’t dressed how I imagined someone camping here would be. But I shouldn’t judge, it was beautiful in its own right, and she was beautiful by all rights.

I stared at her, not saying anything. Just caught up in the unexpected sight of her. And she simply looked back at me with intrigue. Perhaps I was just as much of an unexpected presence to her as she was to me. She reached her hand out for me to take. And I just grabbed it. Not thinking, not questioning it, just took her hand in mine as she helped me out of the stream. I stood before her, water dripping down my wet body. She looked me over, taking in the sight of my body. I felt a bit exposed. But I don’t know why. She didn’t seem to mind the sight of me. In fact she seemed delighted by it. I glanced at myself. My underwear adhering to me in such a way that she could make out the shape of my vagina.

She continued to hold to me. Her hands soft and delicate. Her beauty an intoxicant all its own.

“I hope I’m not intruding,” she spoke.

“Not at all,” I said, in a way she was a very welcomed sight. I mean I didn’t plan on spending time with others on this trip. But something about her now put me at ease. Besides after washing off in the stream, I was feeling more open. Open to the moment. I started to shiver, the air cold against my wet skin.

“You’re cold,” she said very matter of factly.

“Yeah, I should get back and dry off,” I said. I gathered my clothes from off the rock, “You can join me if you’d like,” I said. I guess a little company won’t hurt.

“I would like that, I’m Lily by the way,” she said.

“Lily ...it's nice to meet you.”

We walked through the forest back to my cabin. Not a long walk, I didn’t have to go far to get to the stream.

“Make yourself comfortable,” I said.

“It’s a nice cabin isn’t it,” she said.

I nodded, “I haven’t spent much time in it, but I like it, I came more for the trees than the cabin, though.”

“I’m happy to hear that,” she said.

I went into the bedroom and removed my wet clothes. I grabbed a towel and started to dry myself off. Shaking the towel over my wet hair, I looked up and saw Lily standing by the door. Now that really took me off guard. I quickly wrapped the towel around my body, embarrassed.

“What...I..” I couldn’t get the words out.

Lily looked at me puzzled, seemingly confused as to why I was uncomfortable for the moment.

“You don’t have to hide your body from me, It’s very pretty.”

“Thank..thank you.”

It felt nice to hear those words from someone as attractive as she was. I have to admit that. She took a step closer and I found myself doing the same.

“It’s important to embrace yourself as you are,” she said, “You don’t have to hide what you are because of the sensitivities of others. Isn’t that why you came here.”

She was right, that was why I came here. But how did she knew that. Maybe that’s why anyone would come out here.

Her fingers played at the edge of her dress, just above her collarbone. Her hand running along her chest.

“That’s why I’ll never leave this place. Never leave the streams,” she said. She started to lower the front of her dress. I moved in closer to her. I wanted to get closer. To see more. I was enticed by her beauty. I wanted to be within that radiant glow. To perhaps experience something I knew I had never experienced before. She pulled down the front of her dress lowering it down passed her breasts. Full breasts and well shaped, pointed nipples that stood stiff. I placed a hand on her shoulder, unable to keep my hands off her. Her own hand found its way to my hip, grabbing to the towel wrapped around me.

I didn’t want that towel wrapped around me, not anymore. I wanted her intoxicating beauty wrapped around this body of mine.

“Where are you from?” I asked, curious. Curious as to what brought her to this place. Was it the same that ended up bringing me here.

“I’m from here,” she said, pulling me in close, “From the running streams, this is where I have always found myself.”

I didn’t really know what that meant. But I liked the sound of it. That air of transcendentalism was part of why I came here in the first place and she embodied that. In the way she dressed and in the way she talked.

“But I’m happy you came to visit, I don’t get to see people very often,” she said.

“I’m happy too. Happy to have you see me,” I said, I untucked the towel from around my chest and let it fall to the floor. Naked and bare before her. She smiled, her hand gliding along my cheek, down my neck, and across my chest.

“But I would really like to see more of you,” I said, taking hold of the front of her dress, sliding it down her body as I lowered myself to my knees. As the dress fell from her body the truly unexpected presented itself before me. This woman, this beauty, the sensual form of perfection did not have what I did between the legs. Instead she had a sweet, delicate and smooth cock. My fingers tickled at her thighs.

What stood before me now was more than I could have hoped for or dreamed of. More than what I had ever come to understand of this life. Yet that enticed me all the more. Enticed me to learn more of her, of who she was.

“Surprised?” She said, taking notice of the look on my face.

“Very,” I said, my hand cupping her, “But wonderfully so.”

She stiffened bit by bit in my touch. I gave her pretty cock a lick, helping it grow to its full length. A rather impressive length. I joyfully played with it, until she became fully erect. I took her into my mouth. My lips moist with wanting. Sliding on and off her. She placed a hand on the top of my head. The sounds of pleasure escaping her. Enjoying the sensation of my tongue fluttering along her shaft as she pressed passed my lips.

“I think I made the right decision coming here,” I said, wiping the drool from my chin.

“You haven’t cum just yet,” she said.

“No, not yet,” I guided her by the cock over to the bed.

If I was going to cum, there was only one way to have that happen. And that was with her inside and on top of me.

I splayed out on the bed. She climbed on top of me. Holding my leg up against her as she kissed my lips, tasted herself from off them. Her kisses rained down my neck and breasts making their way between my legs. Until she gave my clit a soft kiss, sending shivers through me. Her lips and tongue licking me up. Her hands teasing my tits. Making my pussy moist for her. So moist that when her fingers entered the schlick squishing sounds of my pussy sounded in the room.

“I want you inside me,” I said. Of course I didn’t just want it. I needed it. I ached for it. To feel that smooth cock make its way inside of me.

“Of course,” she said, teasing the head against my clit, “I want nothing more than to give to the friends of my forest.”

My pussy wet from her licking. Her cock slick from my saliva. She entered into my pussy. Connecting with me. Connecting her to me; and me to her. Connected to the motions and twists and turns of the world around us. The unfolding of each event naturally into the next, unobstructed by the human need to control. Like the flowing of the river, simply going about its way, pulled along by the environment it found itself birthed into.

Our bodies rocked together on this raft of a bed. Rising and falling to the lift of the waves the two of us created by our movements. I moaned with each stroke of her cock, sliding in and out. Thrusting down the shaft, her body slapping against mine. Her breasts grazing along mine. Her nipples stiff, pressed against me. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her in. Pulling her close. Connecting. Wanting to feel our union as one. Even if it could only last for a moment. But being fully in that moment while it lasted. Our sweat intermingling, our breaths exhaling heavily. My legs twisting around her own. Finding our two selves moving in one singular motion.

The world melting away. Nothing but our bodies and movements, nothing but the union of our pleasure; to be seen, felt, or heard. I’ve never had it like this. Never with someone like her. How could I go back to my mundane world. How could I go back to the city. Back to the judgements. I was caught up in her. Caught up in that radiance, that feeling of being and belonging. I didn’t want it to leave. Didn’t want her to leave.

“Give me more,” I moaned.

She shoved in deeper. Hitting than stopping. Hitting than stopping. I knew I wanted her inside me. But I had to have all of her inside me. The fertile essence of who she is inside me. Filling me up.

“I want you to cum inside me,” I begged. I had to have it. Her pure essence swimming through me, attaching to my own life force.

She gripped tightly to my shoulder with one hand, the other lifting a leg up, making space for her to plunge in freely. Enough to send me to another world. A world of ecstatic pleasure, rolling over me like the crashing waves of the ocean. Faster until she reached for my face, bringing my lips to hers, embracing me with all her might. Her legs shaking as the release of her essence filled me and filled me and dripped down.

“Thank you baby, thank you,” my breasts heaving, body tired out.

“No thank you,” she kissed my forehead.

We rested next to each other on the bed. Gazing out of the skylight, watching the world turn before us. Watching as the day turns into night. Watching together until no longer able to keep my eyes open. Slipping from this world into the world of dreams. Though my dreams were all coming true, not in sleep but in my waking day.

The next morning I awoke, turning on my side in hopes of seeing Lily next to me. But she wasn’t there. Where did she go, I wondered. I listened to the silence, not a stirring within the cabin. But the memory of her was still very much alive. The feeling of her pressed against me. Still fresh on my body and mind. Still lingering. I held onto that. Letting that feeling be my new driving force. Not the rush of the city, of having to get mine. I had what was mine. Had it fill up inside of me. There’s no need to chase that which doesn’t run from you. And I’ve grown so tired from the chasing. I knew I didn’t have to chase Lily. She wasn’t running from me. She was following the natural turning of the earth. Following it until it brought the two of us back together again.

I didn’t want to come back to the city. But I did. My life was still there. For now anyway. I can’t say I was happy being back. But I can say it was all the more manageable. So easily manageable now that I didn’t try to run things down, trying to control the outcome of my life here. Mainly because it wasn’t my life here that really felt like mine. My life was still at that cabin. Waiting for my return. The first month all I did was dream of those days at the cabin. I only spent one night with Lily but it continued to linger. Living out my ideal of sitting by that stream, a book in my hand, the sun warming my skin. I was still in that world, though my body found itself here. Though clients and coworkers saw me. They didn’t really see me.

It wasn’t until some time later that I discovered just how much that night with Lily remained with me. Remained with me in the form of a growing belly. The product of our love taking its physical form a little more as the days went by. Coworkers couldn’t help but comment, wondering how me and my boyfriend were handling the pregnancy. I just played along. I didn’t tell them, I haven’t seen him in these months since my return. And I certainly didn’t tell them this was not his doing. They wouldn’t understand anyway. Besides, this blessing wasn’t for them. They would only corrupt it. This was my pure blessing. Mine and Lily’s and she was the only one I wanted to share it with, no one else.

I knew I had to return to the cabin. I had to see her again. Show her how far along I am now. Something inside told me she knew about the pregnancy. Somehow I just knew she knew. And that she too wanted me to return for her. Even if only for a short while. I didn’t care that taking another vacation so soon might harm my positioning at this company. None of that mattered to me now. I had life inside me. I had a desire for living life. And I was never going to get that here. I could only get that by the stream, listening to the whispering words of the running water. The sooner I made my way back to Lily, the better.

So I booked the trip. Going against all the warning of my coworkers and family, I left. Left this city once again for the freedom of the natural world. I did worry a little, it’s only likely to feel a little uneasy. But now standing once again before the stream, I forgot all that. Dipping my toe into the water washing away the negativity the same as before. I removed my clothes. This time all of it. I stood out in this world bare and free, fully as I am. Nothing hidden. I had nothing to hide. Not my mind and certainly not this full belly. I held my arms to my stomach, wading into the water. Holding my breath and submerging the two of us into the water. I knew Lily would show. Something told me she would show. A voice that spoke to that lingering feeling that I held onto all these weeks and months that passed me by in a haze.

As I emerged once again. Cleansed of the city, water dripping down my damp hair, trickling off my belly. I rubbed my eyes. Lily stood before me. Her hand reaching out for mine. I grabbed hold of it. Stepping out of the stream and embracing her. Hugging her tightly, as tight as possible. Pressing all the hugs I couldn’t give while so far away, into her.

“I missed you so much,” I said.

“And I missed you,” said Lily, planting a kiss on my forehead.

She was here. Always here, just as she said. Part of this stream, part of the running water.

“Actually we both missed you,” I said, parting from her so she may view me fully. I placed a hand over my tummy.

“Oh, how wonderful,” said Lily, placing her hand over mine. The two of us basking in the love of our new reality.

“I want to show my thanks. My appreciation for everything you’ve given me,” I kissed her sweet succulent lips. Her hand rubbing my tummy.

I didn’t want to wait until we got back to the cabin. I had to show her here and now. Right by the stream where I first met her. Right where my life changed and this new reality took over, found me without any doing of my own. Pulling me along it like the water found itself pulled along the river, giving life to the nature that settled around it. I slid the white dress off her body. The two of us as naked as the day of our birth into this world. A world that we built walls around to hide from ourselves. But I did not hide myself from it now. And I don’t think there was ever a day that passed that Lily did. I reached down for her, our lips together, feeling her stiffen in my teasing grasp.

I got on the ground. The earth beneath my knees. Tasting her once again between my lips, the fulfillment of my dreams, the solidification of our continued love and want. To have her here in front of me, here with us, this is what I needed. What I came for and have been waiting for, keeping me up at night in my apartment. It wasn’t the ceaseless noise of an unforgiven city but the ache of my desire that rang in my ears. Until the ringing pulled my world further and further from where I was back to her. As I knew it would, as she knew it would with an unshakeable faith in the way things are, the way they move naturally along their given paths. The wait is most beautiful if you just give it a chance to unfold before you without your obstruction.

And I gave her no obstruction. I simply gave her all of myself in this moment. I held nothing back from her. And I hid nothing of myself or what I wanted most. And what I wanted most was her. Her body. Her cock in my mouth, dripping with my spit. Coating it with what I have to give, a pleasure that only I could. A pleasure she only wished to have from me. And in return, she knelt down to my level. Taking my lips to hers. Tasting me, loving me. Not letting go. Never wanting to. And how could she, the world brought us here and she accepted it, accepted the way things are. The natural and right course of it all.

She kissed and kissed me. She kissed my cheeks and lips to be sure. She kissed my tits and suckled at a mother’s breast. The mother of all that we created together. Joined in union with one another. Down, till she made her way to my enlarged belly. Filled with the light our night of passion created. The lingering proof of who we were when we came together. And we were going to come together again now.

There was no avoiding the magnetism we created. The pull of our bodies. The teasing of her tongue on my pussy. Making me drip and moan. And let my voice ring out loud into the world. Mixing with the mating cry of the blue birds and the whispering of leaves rustled by the wind that whipped through our hair.

“Lily, I missed you so much. I ached each day for your touch and now to have it…”

“..is everything,” Lily finished for me, joining with the words that wanted to escape from me, but had already found themselves inside of her.

Whatever needed to be said, everything was voiced by our movements. Voiced by the way we touched each other and felt the other there before us. Touching the other until there was no other. But one, in union. Connected by the flesh. Her cock inside of me. Filling me. Loving me. Her arms gently bringing me down to the earth. Rolling in what is real and solid as we made love together. Mixing ourselves into this environment, as we mixed ourselves into one. One together. One with the earth. Lost in the totality of this single happening. Lost to the waves of pleasure her cock sent through my wet pussy and into my heart, like the stream pulsing into the heart of a far off lake.

This time I didn’t have to ask. She knew how I wanted it. What I wanted. How badly to have her fill me once again, with the sticky white essence of her loving. Her thrusts commanding the movements of my body, my breasts bouncing to her rhythmic loving. This wasn’t a raft on a stream. This was our connection, pure and abstract. Real and tangible. I brought myself up and down. Riding her stiff cock. Pressing my weight down on her. Rising up. She had her hands on my belly. Feeling me. Feeling us. She thrusted up each time I lifted, not wanting to spend a moment apart. Doing this until she throbbed and tightened, holding in a little longer until she couldn’t. Until she released and exploded her warm cum into my pussy. Still riding her until I tired, and collapsed with shaking fulfilment, resting on her body. Her cock still safely tucked in me, twitching and jumping.

“You’re going to disappear again aren’t you?” I asked. I didn’t have to ask, I knew the answer.

Lily shrugged her shoulders, “I don’t know. I don’t know where I end up from one moment to the next.”

I believed she really didn’t know. She was a radiant shadow. She didn’t control when the sun rose and upon which surface it casted her.

I nodded and gave her a kiss. But just like the pattern of our planets, it existed in a cycle, a little different each time, but a cycle nonetheless. And she would rise along with the sun, standing before me again. At another point in time, when the time found itself. Standing before me at the edge of the stream. Her hand reaching out, ready to take hold of mine. I just had to be patient and allow the pattern to continue along its course.
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