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      BEAUTY ARTICLES IN glossy magazines always say that the best way to match a foundation to your skin is to try it out directly on your face,
         rather than on your wrist where the skin is, quite simply, a totally different colour. It’s a great theory, Clare thought,
         applying the rules of Max Factor to the medium of Monet, as she daubed a little more paint on to her model’s cheeks. He twitched
         nervously – and excitedly, she hoped, since it wasn’t the cheeks of his face that she was trying to match.
      

      
      ‘That’s cold,’ he complained.

      
      ‘Perfect,’ Clare exclaimed, ignoring her model’s little moans. She dashed back to her canvas with palette in hand and added
         another sweeping stroke to her latest nude. They were selling like hot cakes. Flying out of the studio to be hung on the walls
         of the rich, famous and voyeuristic.
      

      
      ‘Stunningly realistic,’ said the reviews. ‘Remarkable use of colour.’ And quite right too. She wouldn’t have imagined that
         there were many artists who would go to such great lengths to perfectly match a skin tone.
      

      
      ‘Just one more session and then I think we’ll be finished, Michael,’ Clare told the model as she neared him and his beautifully
         tanned buttocks quivered expectantly. ‘It’s OK. I think I’ve mixed enough paint now.’ Was that a sigh of disappointment she
         heard? ‘Well, I suppose I could always …’
      

      
      Clare traced a line down her model’s back, from the nape of his neck, right down his left leg, with a soft clean brush. When
         she reached his strong, brown calves, he slowly rolled over so that he was lying on his back, ready for her to continue her
         journey. As she drew the brush along his instep his toes scrunched in delight.
      

      
      ‘That tickles,’ he moaned.

      
      ‘I’ll show you what tickles,’ Clare told him, a devilish glint in her eyes.

      
      She threw the brush down on to the floor and clambered on to the couch so that she was balancing precariously at its end.
         Where the brush had left off, she picked up with her tongue, circling the bone of his ankle before attempting to find the
         least hairy path up his shin to his thigh.
      

      
      Softly, softly. Clare held her long dark hair out of the way so that the only part of her that touched him was the tip of
         her tongue. Every slow inch or so she took a break and looked up to see his reaction. His eyes were shut. Eyebrows raised
         in a gesture of pleasure. But when he felt she had been looking and not licking for too long, he opened his eyes to implore
         her to continue. And what incredible eyes they were. Green flecked with ginger, like the eyes of some kind of mythical creature that had just come in from the woods.
      

      
      Clare’s eyes met his. Then his gaze dropped to something which was starting to come between them.

      
      ‘Do, please, carry on,’ he murmured with a smile.

      
      She didn’t need asking twice.

      
      Clare lowered herself back on to her path and it wasn’t long before she found that it was going vertical. She rested a while.
         The tip of her tongue hovering at that spot where the balls join the dick. His hips skewed slightly to one side, then he dropped
         one leg off the couch so that she was able to settle herself into a more comfortable position to finish what she had started.
      

      
      The model ran a hand through his thick tawny hair, then wiped away the sweat that had begun to gather on his brow. Clare liked
         to have her studio hot. A single dewy bead glistened at the eye of his penis. She longed to know if he tasted as good as he
         looked. Like a chameleon, she flicked out her tongue and hit the spot. An involuntary groan of delight escaped his lips.
      

      
      Having reached her destination, Clare decided that it was about time she backed up the work of her tongue with her hands and
         wrapped her paint-smeared fingers around his now impressively large shaft. But her model was tired of this one-sided teasing.
         Suddenly, he had risen from his prone position and it was Clare who was on her back, her head dangling over the end of the
         chaise longue, throwing her throat open to his expertly light kisses. Deftly he unfastened the silk kimono which she always wore to paint since it gave her such freedom
         of movement. For a moment, he merely appreciated the view.
      

      
      ‘You are so gorgeous,’ he breathed, running a soft hand along the pale pink contours before him.

      
      On the wooden floor beside the couch was a bottle of olive oil that Clare used to add to her oil paints from time to time
         to give them a slightly smoother texture. As her arm dropped from the side of the chaise longue, her hand brushed against
         it. Involuntarily she looked towards it. But it was too late, her model had spotted the bottle too and Clare rolled her eyes
         as he picked it up and began to pour a little of the viscous golden liquid into the palm of his hand.
      

      
      ‘Warm that up!’ she demanded. Too late. His hand came face down on her belly and she breathed in sharply at the shock of the
         cold virgin oil against her skin. But it was quickly abated as he slid his hand around in a circle three or four times to
         spread the oil out. He looked deep in thought for a moment and she shivered as he drew a finger across the shiny surface he
         had made of her skin. He drew a line from her breastbone to her navel, which ended in a quick exploratory dip into that oil-filled
         orifice.
      

      
      Then, ever so slowly, he began to slide both palms up the centre of her body, spreading them out when he reached her breasts,
         smearing the oil all over them so that they shone like burnished bronze. An involuntary moan escaped her lips as his palms
         brushed lightly over her fast firming nipples. And then he was moving down, down. Drawing his hands back over her belly and down to her thighs, one hand on each,
         wrapping his fingers around their curving muscles. Long, fast, hard strokes from her hips to her ankles made the blood begin
         to zing around her lower body.
      

      
      Clare was covered now from neck to toe, shining with oil, and the beginnings of a sweat as the feel of his hands and the sight
         of his concentrated expression aroused her circulation in all the right areas. He, too, was glowing.
      

      
      ‘Feeling good?’ he asked.

      
      She nodded.

      
      His hands were steadily creeping up the insides of her satiny, glistening thighs, which tensed with anticipation. He stopped,
         the tips of his thumbs just an inch or so away from her lips. Their eyes locked again, his narrowing with mischief. As her
         thighs tensed, when he moved his hands ever closer to her vagina, she felt her own wetness, oozing out on to her skin.
      

      
      ‘Aaaah.’

      
      He slipped a single finger into her vagina. The delicious sensation of penetration. The walls of her vagina rippled in pleasurable
         reply to his gentle thrustings. As he thrust, he stretched up to kiss her, first on one nipple and then the other. Sucking
         each hard, pink bud into his mouth until she felt the pressure of his teeth and it almost hurt. Between his kissing lips and
         thrusting finger, her body was alive with sensation.
      

      
      Then he moved up Clare’s body, taking his hand from her pussy and instead cupping it beneath her head, to stop her from falling
         off the couch. His body was now full length on top of hers. As he shifted position, she could hear little slurping, sticking sounds,
         of the oil between them. His neglected penis now lay impatiently between her closed thighs. She opened them awkwardly beneath
         his weight and his dick sprang into the gap like a missile dropping from the hatch of a bomber. He was still kissing her mouth,
         licking it, biting it gently, as he rocked and ground his slim hips against hers and his still stiffening dick nudged at her
         other lips.
      

      
      ‘Can I?’ he asked, gazing into her eyes. His pupils were so dilated with desire that his green eyes looked almost all black.
         Clare nodded slowly, and slid her hands around to his buttocks. Even as she was nodding, she could feel him suddenly increase
         the pressure of his rocking against her body. She opened her legs wider still and pressed his body towards hers.
      

      
      ‘Aaaah.’ The first thrust. The magical feeling of yielding to pleasure. Clare held him tight to her for a moment, to stop
         him from moving again while she savoured the sensation of the first thrust of their first fuck.
      

      
      The ringing of the telephone broke Clare’s concentration – and burst the bubble of her daydream. The luscious nude she had
         been painting in her mind once again became a washed out sea-scape. Her buttock palette, an old plastic egg box. She quickly
         wiped her paint smeared hands on the seat of her jeans and dashed from the studio into the lounge to take the call.
      

      
      
      ‘Hello,’ she trilled, full of expectation.

      
      ‘Well, hellooo darling,’ replied the caller. ‘It’s Graham from the Dragon Gallery.’ That much Clare had already guessed. The
         sigh that she now exhaled as she shifted the phone to her other ear was definitely one of disappointment.
      

      
      ‘What’s up with you?’ Graham asked.

      
      ‘Just tired.’

      
      ‘Up all night, eh?’ His laugh made Clare feel as though someone was tying her insides in a knot.

      
      ‘I wish.’

      
      The dirty laugh again.

      
      ‘What do you want, Graham?’ She tried not to sound irritated.

      
      ‘I’ve sold six of your paintings this week … To an American woman who wanted to take a little piece of England back to all
         her friends. She wants some more, as well. She’s got a gallery in Houston. She reckons she can take at least twenty. They’ve
         got money to burn, those Yanks.’
      

      
      ‘Cheers, Graham, I happen to think my work is worth buying.’

      
      ‘Oh, I didn’t mean it like that. You know I think you’re priceless. You can come in and collect the money whenever you want.
         Or if you can’t make it in during the day perhaps …’
      

      
      The last thing Clare wanted was to see Graham from the Dragon Gallery during the hours of darkness, so she quickly said, ‘I’ll
         pop in just before lunch.’
      

      
      ‘Lunch – that’d be great.’

      
      ‘Lunch with Daniel,’ she added, firmly.

      
      ‘Haven’t you got rid of him yet?’

      
      ‘When I do, you’ll be the first to know.’

      
      
      ‘Oh well,’ more sighs of disappointment. I’ll see you in a bit, then.’ Graham hung up. Clare felt like washing the ear that
         had been next to the receiver.
      

      
      ‘Who was that?’

      
      ‘Good afternoon, Daniel!’

      
      Rip Van Winkle had finally awoken. Daniel, Clare’s boyfriend, stood at the door of their bedroom, rubbing his eyes.

      
      ‘Graham from The Dragon.’

      
      Daniel made a face that echoed her feelings about the gallery owner who was definitely more interested in seeing her panties
         than her paintings. ‘What did he want?’ asked Daniel.
      

      
      ‘He sold six paintings this week. Two of them big ones. That means we can get the car fixed.’

      
      ‘That’s great, really great … Did he sell any of mine?’

      
      She shook her head.

      
      ‘Oh.’ A shadow of jealousy passed quickly across his face to be replaced by a slightly strained smile. ‘Hey, well, I guess
         I’m just following in the footsteps of Van Gogh. I’ll sell for millions when I’m dead.’
      

      
      There was no laughter in Daniel’s voice as he told his self-mocking joke.

      
      ‘Come back to bed,’ he said, curling his arms around Clare’s waist and nestling his face in her shoulder. She squeezed him
         back momentarily. ‘You look like you need a good fuck.’
      

      
      Clare blushed. She was probably still flushed from her day-dream. ‘I’ve got to get some paintings done,’ she told Daniel as
         she unwrapped his arms from her body. They sprang back, in a tighter grip. Daniel nuzzled more ardently.
      

      
      ‘Work later … later,’ he whispered.

      
      ‘No,’ Clare protested. ‘Work now.’ Daniel was tousled and smelly from eleven hours sleep. ‘I’ve got to do this now. The American
         woman who bought those paintings wants some more, for her own gallery back in the States. It could be the start of something
         big.’
      

      
      ‘So could this,’ Daniel pulled her hand down to the front of his shorts where the cotton was beginning to stretch and tighten
         over his hardening dick.
      

      
      ‘I’ll wake you up for lunch,’ Clare said, wrestling her hand away. She popped herself out of his arms and fled towards the
         studio they had made of the spare room. Daniel didn’t make it back to bed either. Grumbling, he slumped down on to the sofa
         and flicked on the TV.
      

      
      Clare made her living as an artist. Her boyfriend Daniel was an artist as well – probably a better one than she, but about
         as commercial as an electric blanket in Death Valley. They had met at art school, getting together almost as soon as they
         started their course, and had been together ever since. Clare had been captivated by Daniel’s brilliance, his originality,
         his imagination, which was as evident in him as it was in his pictures. And he also had a great body, well-muscled and lithe,
         usually clothed in black; he had dark, wildly curling hair and pale grey-blue eyes like those of a timber wolf … She sometimes
         thought that he had hypnotised her into bed with him.
      

      
      After leaving college they moved to St Ives. For the light of course. The perfect light for painting which tempted so many people, who should have stuck to painting their dining room walls magnolia, to hang up the rat race
         for a stipple brush. Fresh out of college, they were used to being penniless and keen to continue being penniless in somewhere
         a little less polluted and materialistic than London.
      

      
      Money doesn’t matter to us, they would tell each other while they were still at college. We only need our artistic integrity
         … and each other. One or the other of them always seemed to add that as an afterthought. They were fiercely independent of
         each other, or at least it was fashionable to appear that way, but secretly Clare was overjoyed at the prospect of being in
         a strange town where she knew nobody but Daniel, the man of her dreams. Where they had only each other for company. And she
         thought that he was too. He needed her more than he could have admitted, she was sure.
      

      
      The first few weeks, perhaps even the first two months, in Cornwall passed in a happy whirlwind of coastal walks and Cornish
         pasties. The sun shone. It was the hottest summer in four years. And both Clare and Daniel found part-time work very easily.
         Clare waited tables in one of the nicer guesthouses while Daniel pulled pints in the pub next door. By the time Clare had
         finished serving dinner and washing up, it would almost be time for Daniel to finish his shift too. She would wait for him
         in the corner of the lounge, sipping an orange juice, watching him work, listening to the happy chat of holiday makers and
         thanking her lucky stars that she had ended up in Cornwall with him, rather than in London, slogging her guts out, designing silly patterns on cheap material to be turned into
         cheap dresses for a cheap chain store or painting fluffy animals on to cheesy birthday cards like so many of their art college
         friends.
      

      
      But so much for artistic integrity. They certainly didn’t paint much in those first two months. Just sleeping; serving in
         the restaurant … oh, and having sex. The novelty of their own flat, with a double bed! They had to make up for three years
         of sharing hot, restless nights in one of their single beds in the halls of residence. Hot and restless because the beds were
         too damn small and creaked too loudly, next to walls too paper thin to allow them to really let go when they were making love.
      

      
      Oh, the joy of being able to moan in pleasure and know that you wouldn’t have to face the textiles student in the room next
         door doing an impression of your passion over breakfast! One particular prat, called Darren, was always quoting clichés shouted
         at the height of passion. A girl on Clare’s floor would always regret having screamed ‘Oooh, baby, you’re the pneumatic drill
         and I’m the pavement,’ though Clare thought it was stranger that nobody asked Darren how he managed to glean all these gems
         of aural sex!
      

      
      Anyway, the first two months in St Ives were great. But then the summer ended.

      
      Daniel lost his job first. The landlord had warned him that it would only be for the summer, though Daniel had hoped that
         he might be kept on when the tourists went home. But the recession had bitten badly. Unfortunately, it was a case of last in, first out. As
         for Clare, she lasted just a little longer at the hotel, but as soon as the ‘Vacancies’ sign went up in the window again,
         she was looking for a vacancy of a different sort.
      

      
      Never mind, they consoled each other. They had saved a little money. Clare had done quite well for tips and had been carefully
         banking them at the end of every week. They’d sign on. They’d get by. After all – hadn’t they come to St Ives to paint? To
         follow a vocation?
      

      
      Daniel took up his brushes with a vengeance. The passion that they had recently shared in bed exploded on to his canvasses
         in bold swathes of blood red and roman candle explosions of orange and yellow.
      

      
      But those pictures, the pictures that Daniel and Clare wanted to work on, canvasses that meant something to them, just weren’t
         going to sell in this town. Joe Public would probably pronounce them a ‘bit too modern for my tastes’. They wanted something
         to remind them of their holidays; a nice landscape, fishing boats by the sea. Something that would look ‘very nice thank you’
         on their apple white walls and not grab them by the throat when they were walking around the house bleary-eyed in the morning.
      

      
      So Clare painted some ‘very nice thank you’ stuff, while Daniel insisted on grabbing throats and Clare’s fishing boats sailed
         out of the galleries, while his red, black and raucous canvasses stayed firmly put, week after week after week. Daniel accused
         Clare of having sold out … and she paid the rent.
      

      
      Daniel was still lying on the sofa, snoring gently, when Clare emerged from their makeshift spare bedroom studio two hours
         after Graham’s call. She flicked the TV off. If he awoke to the sound of the Neighbours theme tune he would watch that, and
         then Home and Away, then two or three quiz shows, and then the children’s programmes, but if he woke up and the TV wasn’t
         on, he might just be tempted to pick up a paintbrush instead.
      

      
      Clare smoothed his fringe away from his sleeping eyes. He smiled in his dreams. He was still the most beautiful man she had
         ever seen.
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