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            Author's note:
 
This is my story, my start, my origin. I'm Marc Stevens, author of whatever the hell I feel like writing at the time. While there are those forces in my world that don't believe I'm real, I choose to believe otherwise. So, here's my reality. This story is fiction…probably. Then again, so am I…probably.
The wonderful thing about the world we're living in is that you no longer need facts, evidence, or corroboration. The truth is whatever you want to believe.
And I choose to believe that I'm real.
 
Welcome to my world.
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It all began the day I moved out of his place—his mind—to make something of myself.

No, to make something for myself. I packed everything I owned, which wasn’t much, into a beat-up old Chevy and got the hell out.

To be honest, I was a little lost. I wasn’t sure where I was going. When my stomach began to growl, I pulled into the parking lot of a little diner in the middle of nowhere. I found a booth, ordered a cup of coffee, and began to scan the menu.

That’s when she appeared.

I saw her the moment she entered. Gorgeous, sexy, and vivacious. The kind of woman that makes a man hard just looking at her. A flirty sundress that wrapped around some amazing curves. She had eye-catching high breasts and pouty lips.

No, this wasn’t the girl across the hall. I’ll get to her later. But I couldn’t get to her without Chastity Lane.

No one was more surprised than me when she walked right up to my table. “Hi Marc,” she said, sliding into the seat across from me.

Surprise and confusion swirled in my mind, but I managed to squeak out, “Do I know you?” If I didn’t, I wanted to.

She raised her eyebrows and shot me a devilish grin. “You will.”

I offered to buy her lunch, and she accepted. The waitress took our orders and we chatted. She seemed to know a lot about me.

“You’re a writer,” she said. “Tell me about that.”

I explained that I enjoyed sex and adventure and wanted to write something exciting featuring both.

Our food came, and we continued to talk. I really can’t remember much about our conversation, she was so beautiful it was hard to concentrate. We finished and I paid the bill.

She walked with me out to my car, and when I got in, she hopped into the passenger’s side. “You’re not getting rid of me that easily.”

I wasn’t about to argue. “So, where are we going?”

She smiled. “Back to the highway. Head east.” She reached out and ran her hand over the bulge in my pants. I was hard as a rock and her smile broadened. “I’ve got some plans for you. Maybe I could be a muse for your writing.”

“You like sex and adventure?”

Her smile broadened. “I crave it.”

I hit the highway and got up to speed, then asked again, “So really, where are we going?”

The gorgeous woman smiled. “There.” She pointed to a sign that said Bayside was sixty-three miles ahead.

I’d never been to Bayside before. “I don’t know anyone there.”

She’d chuckled. “You don’t know anyone anywhere.”

That was true, so I didn’t fight her.

“And as long as you’re taking me someplace,” she added, “I might as well return the favor.” She popped the button on my jeans and pulled down the zipper. My cock sprang out into her hand, hard and pulsing with need.

“Not what I’d call safe sex,” I told her, not that I was complaining. Still, we were traveling at seventy miles per hour.

She chuckled. “You threw safe out the window when you chose to leave home.”

Well, she was right about that.

She stroked me slowly, and my cock pulsed hard in her warm hand. “You’ve certainly got the right equipment for your new job,” she purred.

“Not so much a job,” I said through clenched teeth, “as an adventure.”

I propped myself up off the seat for a second to allow her to pull my jeans down a bit more, then she cradled my sac and fondled my balls. God, it felt so good.

Who is this woman? “So, you know a lot about me, but you haven’t even told me your name yet.” She hadn’t dropped it at all during our lunch.

I didn’t glance over, I kept my eyes on the road, but I could feel her devilish smile. “You don’t need my name. Not yet anyway.”

“Can I call you Muse?” She certainly was inspiring me.

She smiled broadly. “I like that.”

Her breasts were so close, so inviting, I took one hand off the wheel and reached for her. I had to know she was real. The plunging neckline of her dress allowed me to get inside and God, she wasn’t wearing a bra. I had full range, and she didn’t seem to mind. Her skin was so soft, yet there was a firmness to her breasts that held them high without needing any support. I rolled the tightly pebbled nipple between my fingers, and she sighed “I like that too.”

God, what a rush—speeding seventy miles-per-hour down the highway, with a beautiful woman jacking my dick, while I copped a feel of the most amazing breasts I’d ever felt. It was dangerous...adventurous...exhilarating. This was the kind of shit I wanted to write about.

I dropped my hand to her thigh and ran eager fingers up the inside of her leg. She was so warm and wet between her legs. She eased down her panties, and I slipped two fingers inside her. She was so slick.

She sucked in a deep breath. “Oh God, Marc, yes!”

Her pace increased as she pumped my cock. It took everything I had to keep from exploding. This could get messy. But I didn’t care. This was the adventure I’d been craving.

I was about ready to blow my load when she bent down and took the head of my cock into her mouth. Her tongue did an amazing dance around my pole that took me over. “I’m coming...” I warned.

I shot everything I had into her mouth and she hungrily sucked it all up, swallowing load after load, as I emptied myself.

At that moment, a pickup truck passed us on the left. A man in the passenger’s seat smiled and gave me a thumbs up and a broad grin.

Licking one last dribble off her lips, she returned to sitting upright. “That was fun. Turn right up here.”

It was the exit for the city of Bayside, a sleepy little community on the ocean that I found out later wasn’t so sleepy.

As we drove toward the city, we passed a run-down supper club, with peeling paint and a weed-entangled parking lot. The large building sat in a copse of trees that obscured most of it, but what showed didn’t look inviting. The rickety old sign read North Point Supper Club. A bright neon sign in the curtained window flashed Open.

“That place has seen better days,” I said.

She chuckled. “That place hasn’t even begun to see its potential. If I have my way, you will soon be spending many happy hours there.”

“You’re sure?” If that’s where I’m going to end up spending my time, maybe I should have stayed home.

Unlike that supper club, the city proper was clean, cozy, and inviting. Homes and businesses lined maintained streets and sidewalks. The people I saw were for the most part smiling and appeared happy.

Muse directed me toward the ocean where the Sun glinted off the waters of a calm bay. A bustling harbor in good repair told of industry and prosperity. It appeared on the surface a very nice community.

“You’ll like it here,” she said as if I’d come to some kind of conclusion.

And maybe I had. I did need a home base, and there didn’t seem to be anything wrong with Bayside.

We pulled into the parking lot of a large apartment complex. I parked, pulled up my jeans, adjusting myself before getting out.

She met me around the back of the car and wrapped her arms around me. She felt luscious against me, and I hazarded a kiss that she returned ardently.

She broke the kiss and sighed. “At some point, I’ll give you a proper fuck, but right now, you need to see the apartment manager. He’s got your new home waiting for you...already furnished.”

I chuckled. “How could he. I didn’t even know I was coming here.”

She shooed me toward the front entrance. “Go check. Mr. Hendricks, the apartment super, lives in apartment A1. Just knock on the door.”

I entered the building and knocked on the door of apartment A1.

A balding, older man answered. “You must be Marc Stevens,” he said and extended his hand. “I’m Ralph Hendricks. Glad to have you.”

He gave me two keys on a fob with a label. “You’re in B6, one floor up. The old tenant moved out and left all their furniture, so it’s yours if you want it, or I’ll have someone move it out if you don’t. Make yourself at home. If you need anything, my number is on the key fob. Welcome to our little community. Lots of nice people living here.”

In shock, I went back to my car. Muse was still there, a sexy smile and a twinkle in her eye. “Told you.”

“How? Why?” My mind whirled with questions.

“Because it’s what you need,” she answered. “Let me help you carry up your things.”

We each grabbed a load of my stuff to bring up. As I said, I didn’t have much. It only took us three loads.

The apartment was small, just one bedroom, but it had a king-sized bed with what appeared to be clean sheets. There was also a nice breakfast nook in the living area with a view of the waterfront where I set up my laptop and printer.

I glanced at Muse, my mind on that big bed in the next room. She was going through the books in one of my boxes. As if reading my mind, she shook her head. “You should write first.”

She grabbed up one of my books and made herself comfortable in one of the easy chairs. “I’ll be fine right here.”

And she was right. I did want to get down the events that had just transpired while they were still fresh in my mind.

I booted up my laptop and connected to the building’s Wi-Fi. Then I opened my word processor.
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