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HIS DARK MUSE

A Saints & Sinners of Westhaven Story: Volume 1

Jordyn LeFay

There’s nothing wrong with one little taste, right?

Consuming. That was our love, like a hungry fire that destroyed everything in its wake . . . including me.

Gallery owner Luca Dean Salvatore is himself a work of art. Chiseled features, dark, smoldering eyes, and that sexy mouth that lured me to his dark side more than once. 

He’s always been my weakness, and when he comes back into my life, the fire we never quite put out is again ignited into a raging inferno. And I know it’s burn or be burned. But god, do I want to melt into him . . .

There’s nothing wrong with one little taste, right? Only once with Luca is never enough, and something is different this time. This time I’m more than his dark muse . . .

His Dark Muse © 2019 Jordyn LeFay

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Another ‘sexy-short’ just for you, because...some like it hawt!  

Love Jordyn xo [image: A picture containing animal

Description automatically generated]
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Thank you so much for downloading HIS DARK MUSE! 

Want the latest book news? 

Join Jordyn’s mailing list   

And please remember to leave a review 

if you enjoy it!

Check out all the books in the Saints & Sinners of Westhaven Series: 
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Click here to sign up for Jordyn’s Newsletter of all the hot new releases!
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Where small town virtue surrenders to big city desire.

Where love, lust and lies are so entwined they're nearly one in the same.

And where sex, secrets and scandal are a recreational pursuit.

There are those who are born and die here. And those who, by happenstance or heartbreak, find themselves living blissfully along its rocky coast, and calling it home. To the untrained eye Westhaven seems quiet, serene and pure.

But to those who dare look deeper, it pulses with an energy palpable to the touch. A smoldering need that makes your breath quicken and your heart race. Sets your soul on fire. And though very few will admit it, that is Westhaven's true appeal.

Because at their deepest core, what everyone wants to feel is...desire.
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Oh. My. God. Did I really just click accept.

Shit. Shit SHIT.

I stare at my screen, with unblinking disbelief. Yeah. I did. Of course I did. What else could I do.

“Almost anything else Lexi. I mean, Jesus fucking Christ,” I mutter into the waning light of my laptop.

He friended me.

Luca Dean Salvatore.

The guy who stole my virginity, my heart and a little piece of my sanity...is now following my every move on Facebook.

I slap my Macbook shut, then get up to close the curtains. As if accessing my profile page gave him access to my apartment. There are only four units on the second floor of this old warehouse turned artist’s studio, and I am reasonably sure he has no way of finding me. Nor any interest. How long has it been three, four, five years.... or a million? Four, a wise inner voice whispers. It’s been four years. I was sixteen when we first hooked up. He was my world and I his muse, for five passionate and obsessive years. It was a lifetime ago and yet my heart still jackhammers at the sight of his name. 

Luca thought I left the town of Westhaven after the break-up. I did, but only for a month to crash with my cousin out of province. And since then I’ve spent the past four years living on the opposite side of town, checking over my shoulder and peering around every corner, to make sure we never accidently ran into each other. And the last two, doing every guy possible to help forget him entirely. Until last spring when my bestie Jules dropped the news that he’d opened an Italian Art Gallery. I’d taken that to mean he’d moved back to Italy. That’s when my life became my own again. I cried. And I let him go. Finally.

Then on a drunken dare, a few nights ago, I let Jules replace my Hello Kitty profile pic with an actual photo of me, before she followed Luca’s page and....boom. Cover. Blown.

Shit.

I pace back and forth a few steps, then as an extra measure of protection, close the lights, just to make sure. We're talking about the guy who's x-ray vision saw straight through to my soul. So curtains and walls...yeah, they didn't stand a chance. If he wanted in, he got in. Luca always got what he wanted. Especially when what he wanted was me.

In the semi-darkness of my loft apartment, I sit back down on the couch, drawn in by a gravitational pull. The orbit of Luca. Chewing the pad of my thumb, I flip my laptop back open.

The screen flickers to life, with a full screen image of him, in all of his glorious himness. Dark wavy hair. Blue eyes to drown in. Full sculpted lips that could kiss for days...and that mouth, oh god the things he could do with that mouth. I shifted as the muscles clenched between my legs. He was all kinds of hot. And all kinds of off-limits. That was the deal. I left town, left him and left well enough alone. And in return I got back a piece of my soul...and my sanity.

Evidently, he’d moved on too. From creating his own art with me as his muse, to brokering the works of others. I know this because today wasn’t my first time on his page. Or any of his social media. God. What is wrong with me. That’s what I’d been reduced to...Lexi Morgan...Cyber Stalker.

I sink my teeth into my knuckle as I try to resurface from the depths of his eyes. What shade of blue were they anyway? Drown-you-alive Aqua?

The vodka I’m sipping is strong, and I let it burn its way into my stomach. My head spins as Jules’s favorite too-many vodka-shots song ran through my head. Lexi and Luca sitting in a tree, f-u-c-k-i-n-g. Something we actually did. A lot. Luca and his brother had a treehouse, and he'd inherited his childhood home when his parents and brother were killed in a car accident. The same accident that took my parent’s lives too. Survivor's remorse was a bitch, but we got through it together. We laughed there. We cried there. We explored every part of ourselves there. Mostly, we would fuck there, because feeling good felt so much better than feeling bad.

Years passed by, therapists came and went, and the horrors of the past grew a little smaller in the rear view as we left it behind.

The treehouse remained our secret place, until the night Jules stopped by unannounced and overheard us, and then...well, not so secret. But Luca and I continued to meet there every night, him with his very specific sexual appetites, and me with my ready and willing flesh.

We christened it Nido d'Amore. Love Nest. Then one particularly amorous night, I renamed it Nido di Vespe. Wasp's Nest. It was our private joke, mocking the way my thighs and vagina burned after our fifth round of love making. He was that big, and I always loved the way he grew in my hand under my touch...massive and rock hard, bursting to break free from his jeans. Eventually we progressed to other places. Behind an east end dive bar. An amusement park on the Ferris-wheel. In the changeroom of the local thrift store. Luca liked to live dangerously, and I liked all-things Luca.
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I click through more photos, pausing to stare the shot of his old backyard. The one I’d snuck into even after the house had been sold. “Nido d'Amore,” I sigh. Our treehouse of love. At the time the name was perfect, reflecting our relationship precisely. But now? Ha. House of love. That was such bullshit. Try house of heartbreak and despair. How do you say that in Italian? I take another swig of vodka.

click. click. click. Photos of his art. ...His dog. ...His bare freaking chest. Christ. Even now the thought of him did unspeakable things to my insides. I feel the wetness between my legs. I'd definitely have to shower before tonight's gig. Can’t hide that when you’re naked. Posing nude for an art class, wasn't exactly my life's calling, but it paid the bills and at the moment, they were calling louder than any superimposed purpose.

I zoom in on his face and touch the screen, running the tip of my finger over his lips. Wonder what he was doing right now? Who he was doing right now. He looks...wealthy. Something in the cut of his suit in one photo, and the casual messy sweats in the next...they equally oozed money. The art world might have been his passion, but he could have been a surgeon, given how skilled his fingers were.

Another flush of heat.

I swallow the rest of my vodka and set down the glass as my thighs quiver
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