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Chapter 1
Becoming His Muse - Intro

Becoming His Muse was originally released as a 3-part serial romance. This complete-series ebook contains all three books.

DESCRIPTION:

They shouldn’t be together. Affairs between students and professors are strictly against the rules. But when it comes to love, some rules are made to be broken…

Logan O’Shane is a world-famous author in need of inspiration. He takes a teaching position at a small town college.

Ava is a student painter with dreams of moving to New York after graduation, even though her parents have more conservative plans for her.

When Logan meets Ava he finds in her all the inspiration he desires. Ava becomes Logan’s muse. Their forbidden affair inspires them both to passionate heights.

But with great height comes the risk of falling. Their secret is dangerous and could destroy their future. When the college is rocked by a shocking revelation, Logan and Ava may not survive the fallout.

Becoming His Muse - Book 1
Chapter One
Logan O’Shane is famous. I, Ava Nichols, am not.

He stands at the podium, the heel of one hand resting on the top corner, the other hand drifting between his mouth, the page, and the ashtray sitting on a small table beside him. Logan O’Shane is so famous they let him smoke in this college auditorium.

The audience, mostly students and some faculty, watches the dance of his cigarette and its trail of smoke while listening to the drawl of his words and carefully punctuated silences. I find myself waiting for the fleeting moments when his searing green eyes lift to singe us all with a look that adds profundity to his prose. Three times now he has met my gaze, each time raising the temperature of my skin. I sit in the third row, left of center, my book-heavy bag on my lap.

I can’t deny that he’s gorgeous, with a powerful gaze and a voice that mesmerizes an audience, but here’s what I really think:

Logan O’Shane is full of shit.

Maybe it’s because he’s so cocky, arrogant, and unquestionably full of himself. Or maybe it’s the charcoal grey Fedora he wears like a pretentious prop. Earlier, he tipped it as he sauntered across the stage to loud, welcoming applause, which stopped as soon as his forced smile disappeared and he flipped open his book to grace us with the honor of this reading.

Apart from the hat, he wears a collarless, white shirt under a slightly threadbare tweed jacket that fits, but just barely, over his broad shoulders. Expensive slacks fit snugly over long legs, which are crossed at the ankle as he leans on the podium reading passages from his novel.

When he looks up, I’m pierced again by those intense green eyes of his, eyes set in a face that’s movie star handsome but with a rougher edge, a hardness, and some kind of unrestrained primal energy bristling under his practiced persona.

I try to focus on the writing, his reading of his writing… I hear words strung together to make meaning, to provoke responses, to shock and entertain. Once in a while there is a stab at the ineffable truths of living. But in the end they’re just words. Words he has woven into an admirable career, a wild reputation, a spin of creative illusion that some are convinced is the mark of genius. But I’m not convinced he’s genuine. Only his eyes are real, and that realness shines for a split second as he lifts his gaze to seek some truth from the audience, or maybe
someone
who also seeks the truth.

My friend Ruby, who dragged me to this reading, is as rapt as everyone else in this auditorium. Ruby is a Literature major and Logan O’Shane is apparently writing literature. Right in our midst. Tonight just might go down as an historic reading. At any rate, someone at the back is recording it, just in case. Still, I am not impressed. It could be because I’m a painter and not a writer. I like to
see
the material I choose to represent, the play of light and shadow and color. Words are manipulative, and seem removed from direct experience somehow; they are arrows pointing to life but they are not life itself. I suppose paintings aren’t life either, but they’re right there in front of you, able to be viscerally experienced, without the need for the deciphering of language. Don’t they say a picture is worth a thousand words?

I sigh and wait patiently for the reading to wrap up. I’m accompanying Ruby in a barter for time. I attend a couple of readings with her; she models a few hours in the studio for me. Live models are expensive for artists, and I’ve learned to creatively negotiate with friends. The less modest ones anyway.

During a particularly expletive passage, Mr. O’Shane takes off his hat and rakes his fingers through his thick, dark hair. He raises one eyebrow as the characters on the page shift from fighting to lovemaking. I steal a glance at my fellow listeners. The women’s mouths are slightly parted. The men’s brows are slightly furrowed, as if mentally taking notes from a master.

I look back at Logan O’Shane, who has forgotten his cigarette at the edge of the podium. Ash extends precariously from the cylindrical tip. The hat, too, seems forgotten, and for a moment he seems more real, more genuine, in his effort to enliven the drama beneath the silence of words on a page. For a moment, I’m rapt.

His dark hair falls across his forehead. He pushes it away as he scans his page and continues reading.

“Her lips take over my breath, my voice. Caught up in her I feel myself an instrument of her will, as I will myself to be gone, so that I might give myself up to the totality of her taste. With the last of my strength I resist. I roll her over. Take her as I must. Force her to accept my resolute separateness. She cannot resist.”

There is a general exhale as he turns the page to describe the next chapter in his sad, dark love affair, which is only part of a larger story that involves war, parachutes, espionage and family betrayal. At least that’s what I’ve picked up so far. I don’t try too hard to string it all together to make sense. That’s not why I’m here.

He replaces his hat, taps off his cigarette, takes another drag, and flicks a glance at the audience. The moves seem so rehearsed, so intentionally choreographed. Does anyone else notice? Seems not.

Even so, I can’t deny that he’s intriguing, and uncomfortably attractive. Each time his eyes meet mine, I cross my legs a little tighter, roll out my shoulders to allow my under arms a little more air, and take a slow deep breath to temper my heartbeat. This is part of his charm and success, no doubt. Though Ruby said his books are as popular with men as with women. His writing is hard and clear; he’s been touted this century’s Hemingway. No wonder he’s so full of himself.

“We drove west past sunset and didn’t stop until it was full dark and we had to pull over to sleep. But we didn’t sleep. We fought naked. Took turns winning until we were spent and then we slept as the sky turned steely grey. The sun woke us and we drove again. In two days we’ll hit the Pacific, I said. She smiled. It would be her first time seeing the ocean. I liked that. The thought of being there, making it happen. You think a life is full of first times but it doesn’t take long before they run out and you long for that flutter of the unknown. Some spend the rest of their lives searching for it.”

The illustrious Logan O’Shane finishes reading his passage and the room bursts into applause. I don’t bother to readjust my bag to free my hands. Maybe it’s rude of me, but I am not overcome by the adulation around me, and there’s plenty. He doesn’t need mine. As I watch him tip his hat with false modesty, what I’m overcome by is his arrogance. His gaze roves over the audience, soaking up the love, until he gets to me. I notice the tiniest downturn to his satisfied smile as his fiery stare homes in on my inert hands.

Into the microphone he breathes a final ‘thank you’ and then closes his book, folds up his papers, waits for the clapping to die off.

I lean toward Ruby. “Can we go now?”

She shakes her head. “It’s Q & A time. And then I’ve got to buy a book and get it signed.”

I roll my eyes. I hope Logan O’Shane didn’t see that, because his gaze just swept past our row again. He stubs out his cigarette and points in our general direction. Damn, is he going to kick me out for not being adequately adoring? But I hear movement behind us. I turn and watch a heavy-set girl with pretty blond hair stand up and take the microphone some tech guy hands to her.

“Thank you,” she says breathily. “Great reading.”

Logan gives her a tight smile. Waits. She clears her throat.

“I just want to ask, um… Where do you get your ideas?” As soon as she blurts out the question, she hands away the microphone, as if it’s a hot potato, and drops back down to her seat. Logan leans against the podium and seems to be trying very hard not to roll
his
eyes.

He takes his time answering this throwaway question. Even I know it’s the one most often asked of writers and I’m only a lowly Visual Arts major. He reaches inside his jacket, pulls out a pack of smokes, lights one up, and takes a long drag. I watch the ember brighten and fade while I, and a hundred others, wait for his historic answer.

“I had a fucked up childhood.” He shrugs. “I’ve had an even more fucked up adulthood. One, by the way, that has included a lot of
fucking
.”

Everyone in the audience laughs nervously, especially the guys. But regardless of how progressive our little college is reputed to be, colleges, by nature, are institutions and tend to be more conservative than the real world, which is why the laughter is nervy.

“So if you want something to write about, if you want
ideas
, go out into the world… and get
fucked
. I highly recommend it. There is no art without fucking.”

His green eyes burn into mine for a split second as he takes another long drag. It could have been smoke in his eye, but I think he might have winked at me. Ruby looks at me and then back at Logan. Her hand shoots up.

“Yes?” Logan drawls, pointing at her.

“My friend here’s a virgin, and she’s studying painting, but are you saying she’ll never be a real artist?”

What the
f
—?

“Ruby!” I sock her in the thigh as everyone in the auditorium turns to look at her, and me.

Logan’s green eyes are dancing. He sticks the tip of his tongue out toward his finger to retrieve a bit of loose tobacco. He’s smirking. I hear light snickers all around us.

“That’s right,” he says. “She’ll never be a real artist.”

That’s it. This man is officially an asshole.

He gives me one last searing look before pointing at the next questioner on the other side of the room. I can’t even defend myself. Can’t even announce to everyone that Ruby is a liar.

I pinch her elbow this time. “
Why
did you do that? You
completely
embarrassed me. I am so
not
a virgin.”

She grins mischievously. “For two months I have been listening to you complain about not having a date. Just watch, half this audience will be swarming you during the wine and cheese. I’ve done you a favor.”

Crossing my arms, I tell Ruby, “Complaining is a part of the creative process.” But as I glance around, sure enough, I have the attention of a half dozen guys in my near vicinity. That, however, doesn’t stop me from sulking for the next twenty minutes.

As the Q & A wraps up, Logan gestures in my general direction as he addresses one of the last questions. “Like the situation with the virgin,” he says, and I sink lower in my seat and start plotting my revenge on Ruby. Until what he’s saying catches my attention.

“If you keep yourself apart from the world, keep yourself ‘virginal’ so to speak, you might minimize hurt and maximize comfort but you won’t ever truly
feel
. You’ve got to be willing to take risks and be hurt. There is no art without pain and suffering. No life worth recounting either. So
don’t be afraid
is what I’m really saying. You’re at college now so get your degrees, but then go out into the world and… ”

He pauses, and a few students, mostly guys, anticipate his next words and say it along with him: “…get
fucked
!”

“You got it.”

Logan winks and the room bursts into applause. I roll my eyes at this last effort to work in an expletive, but I have to admit the other things he said rang true. He knows something about the creative process, I give him that. But he still comes across as an arrogant prick.
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