

I knew there had to be others like Lily. Other women just as special she was. That hide surprises, revealing them only to those worthy of such a wonder. After getting a taste of Lily, tasting all of her. I knew I had to find that again. Finding Lily wasn’t easy. She was a shadow who found herself wherever the sun chose to cast her. I didn’t know if I’d ever get to see her again. I wanted to though. Wanted to experience the mystery of her. If not her, than a woman as wonderful and mysterious as her. Equally as breathtaking and full of surprises. I didn’t worry though, about never finding that again. I knew that what first brought me to her had existed within me, always has. That force would find itself pulled by the way of things until it attracted or found itself attracted to another. I just had to have faith in it.

In that belief, I placed all my faith. Perhaps it was a bit abstract and intangible. But what else did I have to place my faith in. None of that which existed around me had much to offer in the way of what I desired. Not like Lily did. Working nine to five, so someone else could make more than I did from my work certainly wasn’t something I had faith in anymore. How could I? What did following that thread have to offer. Enough money to afford an apartment in some dilapidated city, so I had somewhere to sleep just to show up back to work the next day. It felt hopeless, like there was no escape from this. I had to get out of here. Not just for a week like last time. Get out of here and never come back. It’s called the siren’s call for a reason. It sounds beautiful but once it has you it just consumes and consumes, until you’ve lost so much of yourself you forget it ever existed. That’s what this culture of material struggle was, a siren’s song beckoning for you to buy, promising fulfillment but never delivering.

Lily reminded me of that part of myself that once existed a long long time ago. That part of me that remained intact despite the city’s greedy desire to have it squashed. A part of me that I remember from my youth. Lily’s love nurtured that back into existence. I couldn’t let it just recede into the dark again.

So I did the irresponsible and I quit my job. I took what money I had saved and made my way out west to a small town in Arizona. My first day I had already fallen in love with it. You couldn’t get this kind of natural scenery in the city. A world untouched by man, a world touched by the warmth of the red sun. More than that though was the people. They were happy. Going about life at their own pace. They actually looked at you. It took awhile to adjust. Simple things like having an actual conversation with the cashier instead of just grabbing your wares and getting the hell out, took some time to get used to. But I found myself enjoying this way of life far more than my old life. Not to mention the first time I saw an armadillo I squealed like a little girl with excitement. It was like seeing a creature from some fairy tale. Yeah, that’s how lost in the city I had become.

All these cutesy wonders aside, what really stood out to me about this town was this one strange building. Though it was more of a hut I guess than a building. Everyone in town told me I had to check it out. It had such an eerie vibe about it, especially passing it by it at night, the flames of a brazier dancing on the clay walls. But everyone made it seem like you wouldn’t really understand this town, really be a part of it, unless you went. So naturally, I knew I had to go and see what occured in that odd little place.

This wasn’t exactly the kind of place you can search for online and see when it’s open. Or what it even was. And I when I pressed for more information everyone kept to the most vague responses. I knew that unless I went I would always remain an outsider here.

As night fell, and the sun sank under the horizon, I prepared myself to venture out and see what all the fuss was about. Not that I knew what I was preparing myself for. Another great thing about this town was there didn’t exist any danger in walking alone at night, not even as a woman. I couldn’t ever imagine doing that in the city. Because of that, walking outside, the cold night air brushing my skin, It felt freeing. The lack of manufactured lights meant that the stars lit up the night sky, who knew there were so many. The sounds here were much different too. Instead of rushing cars, the hooting of a distant owl kept me company on my walk.

I approached the hut. The glow of fire by the entrance warming my skin. I don’t know if I was ready for this. Then again something inside told me that didn’t matter. Ready or not, I was here and this was happening. I was following a thread, the only one laid out before me. I had no choice but to see where it leads. To not do so would only leave me stuck inside myself forever, never getting anywhere. I knocked on the door and waited for a response. Nothing. I waited a bit before knocking again. I heard movement on the other side. Someone was definitely there, no doubt about it. And they were coming closer.

The door opened and in front of me stood a woman. An older woman, maybe fifty or sixty. Long curly white hair and a black dress that swept down to her feet.

“Come in,” she said.

I entered the hut, she shut the door behind us. The room was dimly lit by jittering candle flames. She motioned for me to take a seat on a cushion that rested on the floor next to a tea set. I took my seat, and she took hers across from me.

“You’ve come a long way from home,” she said, her hands folded in her lap.

“It’s not that far,” I said.

“Your hometown is quite a ways away,” she said.

“Oh, yeah. How do you know where I’m from.”

“It’s a small town, and people tell me things.”

“They told me a bit about you,” I squirmed on the cushion trying to get comfortable.

“May I ask what they’ve said,” she reached for the tea pot.

“Truthfully, not much.”

“Perhap it is better to experience than be told,” she poured the liquid into the cup before her. Leaning forward and then filling my cup.

“What is this?” I asked.

“The same as I am. The gateway to what you’re looking for.”

“And what am I looking for?”

She lifted the cup to her lips and took a sip, “Me.”

I didn’t exactly know what she was on about. She wasn’t what I was looking for. Perhaps, in some way was, for the moment, something I sought out. Sought out to help me understand or get to what it actually was that I wanted. But she wasn’t...in the end...it. Or maybe I knew what I wanted. Lily. Lily back in my life. To share another moment with her. To spend a beautiful night with her. A night filled with heated passion as we undressed and explored and enjoyed the other. Taking in the scent of her sweaty body as it rubbed against my own. Giving myself over to a unique woman who was more than just a woman, both in body and mind.

Not to sound offensive but this old crone was certainly not Lily. Strange and different perhaps, like Lily may have been, having her own way about her. But she was not the enticing beauty that I couldn’t keep my hands off. That I couldn’t help but think of when apart from her. Who I wanted to fill me so that I would be reminded each day that she was real, that we happened. An experience of the human that bordered on the mystical.

She lifted her cup, tilting it toward me. I suppose that meant I too was to drink. I picked the cup up and brought it to my lips. It didn’t smell all that appetizing, it smelled like a mix of earth and a pungent cheese. I swirled the liquid. It had a thick consistency. Whatever it was, it wasn’t any tea I’ve ever seen or heard of. But I was here, I was in this for a reason. And some funky smelling goo wasn’t going to turn me off from it. My path was clear, my next steps came to me on their own accord, I only had to act them out.

“And who are you?” I asked, contemplating over the cup.

“I’m Lyssa,” she took a gulp.

That might be her name, but it told me nothing. And I had a feeling if I pressed the matter it wouldn’t get me any further in knowing the answer to my question. No, there was only one clear thing to do. Join her in partaking in whatever this was. I let the liquid sit on my tongue for a moment before swallowing. Not an easy task. The consistency was rather inconsistent, thick here and watery there, just awful, but I swallowed a bit.

“More. It might be easier to finish it off in one go. Otherwise you’ll just draw out your distaste,” she drained the rest of her cup, sucking it down, and placing it back down.

I followed her lead and downed it, clenching my teeth, trying to keep it down. I gagged a bit and put my hand over my mouth, wiping off a bit of spittle. She went and grabbed me a glass of water. I washed out my mouth, getting the taste out. It helped a bit.

I took a couple of deep breaths and eased myself. My skin emitted a warm tingle, like pin needles. Slightly uncomfortable and yet not altogether bad. I crossed my arms and rubbed my elbows with my hands. It felt nice to rub them, or have them rubbed, either way it felt good. Felt rubbery.

“Better?” Asked Lyssa.

“Yeah…” the words escaped my lips trailing out on a weighty breath.

“I am what you’re after. You just need to open your eyes and allow yourself to see that. See what I am.”

Things got weird, felt weird. A pulsing enveloped my body. My eyes warm. I rubbed them with my knuckles. The image of Lyssa before me fluctuated, like two interlacing pictures battling for the right to remain. Until the solid image of Lyssa was not what I had earlier seen. She was younger. Her features smoother and inviting. Her hair a dark black. Her breasts perky and filled out the dress. She was a beauty. A young sexy youthful beauty.

She was certainly a beautiful woman, but still I was looking for something rather particular. Thanks to Lily my tastes have found themselves bordering on the exotic, the strange and different. Yet I had to admit, this was certainly strange. And different. What was happening. Where was I.

The tingling subsided. My body and vision back to what I would for the most part call normal. Yet Lyssa still was not the Lyssa I had first met.

“And what are you?” I asked.

Lyssa grabbed the bottom of her dress, folding it up her lap, “Like I said, I am what you came here for.”

She lifted the dress all the way over her head, folding it and placing it carefully next to her. I gazed at her body. Fresh and youthful. Her skin glowing, newly made. Her long hair brushing her supple breasts with each movement. It wasn’t until my gaze lowered that I understood what Lyssa meant, who Lyssa was. That she was right. Between her legs, to my surprise, and delight, she had a cock. Soft and flaccid for the moment. That just meant potential. The potential to see what my touch is going to do.

“So you weren’t lying,” I said.

“Never,” she said.

“Still I don’t understand,” I couldn’t take my eyes off her, couldn’t stop examining that curvy body.

“For now you can chose to understand or choose to experience.”

I leaned over the tea set, I took her cheek in my hand, guiding her toward me, “I choose to experience,” I whispered. I placed my lips on hers. Tasting her sweet mouth, wet and warm. Lips that were plump and full. Our mouths opening and closing on each other, taking in the others breath. Inhaling her life. I pushed with care on her shoulders, guiding her body to the floor.

My kisses rained down her. Starting with the lips, than to the chest. Then over her breasts. Cupping them in my hands as I raised one to my mouth. Sucking on her nipple, tongue flicking. Coating her with my saliva. The salty taste of youthful skin filling my palate. Hovering over her, knees placed beside her hips, I started to undress. Removing my shirt and bra. Her hands reached up grabbing my tits, massaging them in her delicate smooth hands. My nipples pinched between her fingers.

I moved my body down along hers, hands sliding across her skin, down her stomach. Toward her cock. A cock that started to grow erect in my grasp. Within the twisting movements of my wrist. She had a decent size to her once fully hard. There was power to that erection. Her sighs of pleasure were just the beginning. It was time to take this further.

She was right. She was what I was looking for. Lyssa, a wonder just like Lily. Something strange and ethereal. Perhaps not totally of this world. Or perhaps this world truly was more than what I have come to understand. But then I wasn’t here for understanding. I was here for experience. To taste and touch, to see and hear. To travel wherever this thread lead me. A thread that strummed with a feeling to be seen and connected. I can not say where this attraction toward those like Lily and Lyssa arose from. Or even how the nature of this attraction functioned. Did it attract me or did I attract it. Pushing or pulling.

My tongue teased the tip of her cock. She twitched with excitement. Her hands petting my long hair as I tasted more of her. As I went deeper down the shaft my saliva drooled over my lips and soaked her skin.

“Let me have a taste,” said Lyssa. She brought me to her lips sucking the taste of her cock from off my tongue. She throbbed. She wanted more and so did I. Heating up. She picked herself up and got on her knees. She shoved me down. Time for her to take control, to be on top. To drive my body to its pleasure. She slid my pants off. Her fingers raking my thighs. She licked her lips, hungry for my body. Hungry for a taste of my pussy. My pussy ached for more, ached to be touched and tasted.

Lyssa brought her head between my legs. Her tongue sticking out. Starting on my thighs, licking toward my center, my core. The point from which my need and desire radiated from. She licked my clit. Licking and loving. Her tongue long and warm and wet. All the properties of a proper tongue. Giving my pussy a proper pleasuring. Her nimble fingers teased inside. My pussy lubricating itself. Getting wetter on its own accord by the pleasure given to me by her mouth. I gyrated my hips, losing control.

“Fuck, you’re good,” I moaned. She gave me so much. But she still had more to give. More than I could want, yet I wanted more. More inches to hand over and let me take in. I needed to take it in. To feel her inside. To have that connection with the strange and wonderful.

I was far from home. Away from my world I thought I knew. What I knew now was that I knew nothing. That nothing is really worth knowing, not in the disconnected language of the mind. Knowing in the physical expression, that was all that mattered. What made me feel loved and wanted and here and connected.

“Put it in, oh please, put it in,” I begged. Lyssa positioned herself between my legs. Slapping her cock on my wet pussy. She grabbed on to my hips. I was so ready to have it in. Have it in my cunt, though tight, now loosened to fit her. Fit the girth of a hard cock, the tip pushing into my entrance. I exhaled and bit my lip. She pulled me into her. Fully connecting. The two of us in a union of the flesh. 

“I’ve been waiting for you too, ya know,” she whispered as she leaned in.

“You have?”

“Of course.”

She like Lily, followed the way things ordered themselves. Trusting in their return. Trusting that what was wanted found its way back.

She thrusted. Grabbing my body, commanding the movement my flesh. Taking control and taking my pussy. Plunging deep. Gripping, holding. Lips tasting. Rubbing up, bouncing. Rolling over one another in a patterned dance.

Lyssa, something about her. She was like Lily. But more than like her. She was her and yet was not. The atmosphere of her, the language of her being, the way it communicated itself, it was Lily. And Lily’s, it was then Lyssa’s. I was caught up by no control of my own pulling out of this world what I wanted.

And what I wanted now was to pull out warm cum from Lyssa’s cock. To force it out by the bouncing of my body, slapping against her. My moans and cries filled the hut. Her grunts did the same. Fighting to hold on a little longer. My hair covered my face, damp with sweat. I held to her breasts, grinding my pussy against her. She thrusted short and fast. She tightened and filled with cum. Ready to burst. Ready to give it to me. To fill me.

Lyssa held me down, hitting deep. Her cock slick from the mixture of my wetness and her precum. Sliding, than stopping, pushing in. Holding it there. Her throbbing cock, twitching and jumping. Streams of sticky warm cum filled my pussy. Her essence. An essence like Lily’s. A familiar essence. One that I knew no matter where I went in this world, I would find. I would attract. This was me. The way of this self that I called I. I could not fight it. And why would I want to. When I let go, I found the fulfillment of my desires. I found it in the bodies of exotic beings that most could not perceive.

We laid on the ground together, staring up. I knew I wouldn’t remain here for long. Not in this town. I would move on from here as well. Lily...Lyssa… they were the shadows cast by the sun. And I had to journey to where that sun would next rise.
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