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For those of us who like the darker side of love...

The Third Tale From Nightfall...
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Chapter One


Prologue
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Nancy lay back on the bed and looked across the small room. The wind battered the sides of the outhouse, and the walls rattled in their ancient foundations. Even though Nancy was naked, she wasn’t cold. Damon had placed a small electric heater on the floor beside the bed. Nancy positioned herself just like he’d asked her to do so many times before. She was used to Damon studying her body. He had painted it so many times. But today seemed different from those other times. In fact, the last few times had felt different. How many times could Nancy have stripped naked before him, and how many times could he have sat and looked at her body without either or both of them feeling something? 

During the last few sessions, she had come to the outhouse to pose for him, Damon had stepped from behind his easel and come toward the bed where she lay. 

“The pose isn’t quite right, Nancy,” he had said, gently taking her leg and repositioning it so he could see more of her. Nancy knew that’s why he had moved her leg. It was his touch, too. His fingers almost seemed to linger on her pale flesh as he laid Nancy in the pose he required. And it surprised her too that she no longer cared that he touched her. Nancy liked the way his fingers loitered on her skin. At first this whole thing had been a simple business arrangement for the both of them. But now Nancy felt it was turning into something more – something that neither of them had ever planned or agreed to. He always painted her the same way, with the thick crimson coloured paint that he kept in what looked like old jam jars. And with each painting that he completed of Nancy, she couldn’t help but feel thinner somehow. Not physically thinner, but emotionally thinner – like her soul had been stretched or perhaps a little piece of it had faded away. How could posing naked for Damon be so tiring? she had often wondered. After all, she only had to lie back on the bed in the ramshackle outhouse where he liked to paint – liked to paint her. And it wasn’t just the tiredness, it was the wrinkles too. They were faint at first – little more than wispy lines at the corners of her eyes and mouth. But they were there, and Nancy couldn’t be sure, but she thought that perhaps they were becoming deeper and deeper – just like her feelings for Damon – the man that so loved to paint her.  
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Chapter Two
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“Lay back,” Damon said, standing beside the bed, and gently positioning my head on the pillow so he could see into my green eyes. He gently ran his fingertips around the edge of my jawline as if caressing me. Did he not see the faint little wrinkles that were starting to form there? Perhaps it was only me who saw them – my nose pressed against the mirror in my bathroom as I studied myself. But then I always had – I’d always been obsessed with the way I looked.  

He took a step back as if considering me lying on the bed from an artistic point of view. “No, that’s not right,” he said, sounding rattled.

“What’s wrong?” I whispered, looking up at him from the bed in his makeshift studio. Had he seen those wrinkles after all? I knew Damon could sometimes be pretentious when searching for the right pose, but today there was something else. He seemed rattled and on edge. 

“I just want to paint you,” he said, sounding agitated. 

“That’s why I’m here,” I smiled. “That’s why I’m always here. You’ve painted me before.”

“But I want to paint you, Nancy,” Damon said, his voice becoming a whisper. 

“So, what’s the problem?” I asked, now feeling confused. “Your studio is covered with paintings that you’ve done of me. That was the deal, remember?” 

“But I don’t just want to paint you onto canvases anymore, Nancy,” he said, running a hand through his unruly hair. “I want to paint you.”

“I’m not sure what you mean?” I said, staring up at him from the bed. 

Drawing a deep breath, Damon plucked up one of those jam jars filled with the thick red paint. He dipped his first two fingers into it. The paint dripped from them in thick crimson clots. 

“I want to paint you,” he said, gently running his paint-covered fingers along the outside of my soft cream-coloured thigh. I shuddered. The paint was warm and sticky. It made my nerve endings tingle. With his fingers, Damon produced red-coloured swirls on the outside and inside of my thighs. 

“How does that feel?” he asked, daubing my soft flesh.

“Like you’re giving me some kind of weird tattoo,” I said, enjoying Damon touching me properly for the first time. I suspected that, like I had come to want him, Damon, as he sat at his easel painting me, had come to want me, too. 

“Do you mind me doing this?” Damon asked, drawing his paint-covered fingers up over my hips and across my flat stomach. “It’s just this wasn’t part of what we had planned.”

As if in answer to his question, I reached for his hand that was free of the red paint. Staring into his dark eyes, I gently kissed his fingers.

“You have no idea how many hours I’ve lain here, Damon, and wished for you to step away from your easel and come and touch me.”

“I’ve wanted to,” he said, slowly beginning to explore the body he had spent so many hours painting and not daring to touch. 

I closed my eyes. I had started posing naked for the art students at the university where I was studying. It was something I’d kept secret from my friends, parents, and the man who I had loved for as long as I could remember. It wasn’t that I was ashamed of posing naked – it was my peers, parents’, and Howard’s shame that I worried about. I had never understood what all the fuss was about. Women had been posing for centuries for artists all around the world. Were all those women that artists such as Rubin captured on canvas, wicked and beyond redemption? No, their bodies had been considered beautiful enough to be captured by the artists and displayed on gallery walls for art connoisseurs to wonder and marvel at. It wasn’t like I was starring in porn, I thought to myself as Damon’s fingers glided smoothly over me. But I was meant to be marrying Howard – the guy I had been in love with since first grade. But nothing like this had ever happened before. Damon had never touched me before, although in my heart, I had secretly wanted him to.

All of my previous modelling jobs had been undertaken at the university where I was studying. The art teacher had been there with twenty or so other students. The art teacher had made the whole experience seem sterile, nothing more than a study of the human form. It was more like some kind of dissection of me, as he asked the students who sat at their easels before him to notice the slope of my neck, how my body was nine heads in length, and how my hands rested by my knees, and so on.

Sitting naked and stock-still, I let my eyes roam over the class of students peering at me from around the edges of the large canvases they had fixed to their easels. Some held their paintbrushes out before them and squinted with one eye closed. They looked as if they were mentally measuring me somehow. It all seemed very mundane. I’d filled my head with romantic notions of being captured on canvas by something close to poets with paintbrushes. Instead, I sat before a room full of bespeckled and gormless-looking students who all looked as if they needed a good bath. I thought the hippie movement had long since vanished. Why had I been so far out in my own perception of what posing naked for a roomful of artists would be like? There were no dim lights, soft music, or French speaking, beret-wearing artists amongst the lot of them. Half of them looked zonked out of their brains. But I couldn’t get up and walk out, however much I wanted to. It wasn’t that I was shy of showing off my body. I felt comfortable with that, and it wasn’t the measly £50 I’d been paid to sit for five long hours in the most uncomfortable chair in the world – it just wasn’t the starry-eyed experience I had pictured it to be in my head. 

My parents had always said I’d spent the last twenty years of my life wandering around with my head in the clouds. They said I was a dreamer – a fantasist. My father had wanted me to study law just like Howard was. Father had dreams of both me and Howard taking over the family law firm one day. I didn’t want to be a lawyer. Yuk. So instead, and much to my father’s annoyance and Howard’s amusement, I had chosen drama to study at university. Ever since I could remember, I’d dreamt of being a model. As a small girl sat on the floor before the T.V., I hadn’t been interested in the Barbie commercials, but the perfume commercials. Cross-legged, wide-eyed, and mouth open, I’d watched in wonder as the models had paraded down the long catwalks in those commercials. I had been captivated by how beautiful they had looked, their long manes of hair and barely-there dresses flowing out behind them. I wanted to be a model like them – I wanted to be as beautiful as them. But father was never going to let me be a model. Decent girls didn’t do such things. Those girls were bad girls. But I wasn’t a bad girl. I just wanted to be looked at and admired for my beauty. I took after my mother in that regard. She was constantly looking into the little compact mirror she seemed to have welded to her hand. Was that such a bad thing? I didn’t think so. What was wrong with wanting to look beautiful? As a modelling career was brushed off the table by my father, I chose what I believed to be the next best thing – drama. I wasn’t sure if I could really act, but to be able to parade around in glittering costumes before an audience seemed like something close to heaven to me. But after my first year at university and being awarded the part of one of the ugly sisters in the Christmas pantomime, I had begun to search out other ways of being admired. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Three
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My heart had fluttered with excitement as I pawed over the advert in the student newspaper. It had asked for models. 

“Models,” I had breathed out loud in wonder. It was what I had always dreamt of. 

Tearing the advert from the paper, I left my small, rented room and headed back across campus to the art rooms. When I found the door locked, I scribbled a note on the back of a receipt I found in my jeans pocket. I’ll be your model; I wrote in a scrawl. I then added my mobile phone number and signed the note: Nancy x. 

Bending, I slipped the note beneath the art class door and hurried back to my poky room. That night I lay in a feverish sweat as I imagined being captured in great works of art which would be hung from the walls of the most prestigious art galleries in London, Rome, and New York. Rolling onto my side, and drifting in and out of sleep, I imagined art critiques going wild about the model captured in the paintings. 

But wouldn’t my parents, friends, and Howard then all find out? I wondered, my dreams turning to nightmares. Surely, they would all have to recognise my beauty – wouldn’t they? Even my father would have to see that the naked body could be art and not just something to stare at for cheap kicks. I screwed my eyes into slits and searched for happier thoughts in my mind. I imagined myself lying naked in a field of flowers, the sound of a babbling brook whispering in the distance. The smell of freshly cut grass, sweet on the air, as artists gathered around me, each of them intent on capturing my beauty on their canvases. 

But they were just dreams, and as I had sat on the hard wooden chair in the sterile art room, I couldn’t help but wonder if perhaps my parents hadn’t been right about me all along – I was nothing more than a dreamer – someone who was happier living in a fantasy world rather than the real one. 

At the end of my first modelling session, I’d thrown on my gown, keen to see how the artists gathered in the room had depicted me on their canvases. Tiptoeing across the room, as the art students cleaned the paint from their brushes and pallets, I dared to take a peek at the paintings. Peering around the edge of one large canvas, I had to stifle a scream by shoving a fist into my mouth. I stared wide-eyed at the painting of me and hoped that it was still very much a work in progress. The picture was hideous. The artist – if he was truly one – had made my face look long and drawn and my body looked white and twisted out of shape. 

“Jesus, I look like some kind of freaking vampire,” I gasped to myself. 

I turned away and looked at another. To my horror, this picture was even more hideous, if that were possible. My skin had been painted a sallow yellow, and my body in the painting looked emaciated like a corpse. I felt tears sting the corners of my eyes as I looked down at the monstrosity before me. Without even realising I was doing it; I’d cupped my breasts and mentally compared them to the ones in the painting. My own felt firm and large, not like the wizened little nubs the artist had given me. 

Pulling my gown tightly about me, I hurried away, fearing that the painting would haunt my dreams for years to come. I believed I was right about one thing – these so-called artists were on freaking drugs if that’s how they really saw me. It was then, as I reached for my bag of clothes, I noticed another painting. I looked over my shoulder to make sure I wasn’t being watched. The students were gathered by the sink in the corner of the room as they cleaned their brushes. Some were already covering their so-called masterpieces with cloth so as not to attract dust. Dust was all they were ever going to attract, I thought. Only a psychotic freak with mental issues would want to hang such hideous paintings on a wall for all to see. 

I turned back and looked at the picture which had caught my attention. This one was different. Whoever had painted the picture hadn’t
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