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Sylus eagerly ushers his last customer out of the tent, barely taking the money before he does. He just painted a beautiful piece on her thigh, which is really one of his new favorites, but he has something much better coming up. The art festival is in full swing outside; food, music, and lots of artists, but all he can focus on right now is his next customer. He finally convinced Avonlea to let him paint her; the gorgeous Siamese had haunted his fantasies for years, since they met freshman year of college. Cleaning his supplies and grabbing new paints, he hums a tune in his head as he tries to distract himself from the fact that in just a few minutes, Avonlea will be all his to touch and color for the next hour. When he hears the beads rattle, he whirls and sees her walking in with that adorable smile, her soft brown muzzle pulled up on either side. Gods, she's always so beautiful, and in her festival outfit, she's stunning.

Smiling back and motioning for her to sit on the lounger chair he has set up, Sylus practically bounces with excitement. “You’re early. That eager for me to get my hands on you, huh?" He asks with a grin, his long, fluffy tail swishing in excitement.

"Hey, Sy... I have a question..." Avonlea says carefully, her expression slightly nervous, her tail flicking slightly.

Sylus raises an eyebrow, noticing her hesitation. he sets down the paints and gives her his full attention, his ears tilted forward as he focuses on her. “Oh? What's on your mind? You know you can ask me anything before we start.”

"Am I taking my clothes off?" she asks quietly, gnawing at her lip, ears flicking back slightly.

Sylus chuckles softly, running a hand through his hair while maintaining eye contact. That was her concern...? She's so cute. "Well, I'm painting your back. So unless you want me to paint your front too..."

"Kay... cause I wore a halter with a low back..." Avonlea shows him, pulling her long hair out of the way.

Sylus's eyes widen slightly at the sight of Avonlea’s exposed back, the way the halter accentuates her curves, showing off her creamy fur... her soft brown hands... he’s getting distracted. Trying to maintain professional composure, he can't help admiring her beauty, "Perfect choice. That'll make this much easier. Just lie down on your stomach for me."

"Do I get to know what you’re painting first?" Avonlea asks teasingly, her teeth flashing in a quick smile, but a tremor of nervousness is in her tone.

Grinning mischievously, Sylus grabs his brushes and moves closer to her, tail swishing, "Nope, it's a surprise. I want it to be a mystery until it's finished. Now relax and trust me."

"Okay, okay... I'm just... nervous..."

Noticing her slight trembling, Sylus places a reassuring hand on her shoulder, "Don't be nervous, Avonlea. I promise I'll take good care of you. Just focus on the music outside and let me work my magic."

"Don't draw a dick." She grins, finally lying down.

Sylus laughs heartily, shaking his head as he prepares his first colors, "I would never! Though I might draw a cute little flower or something instead. Now shush and let me concentrate on turning you into my masterpiece."

"Masterpiece? Oh no..." Avonlea chuckles.

Her laughter makes him grin; her teasing and humor have always made him smile. He begins applying the first strokes of paint, his touch gentle and professional despite the teasing tone, "Too late to back out now. Besides, you'll love it. Just wait and see."

"I trust you..."

His expression softens at her words. She has a hard time trusting anyone, and the fact that she openly states it just makes him fall for her all the more. Sylus works with increasing focus, his fingers brushing against her skin as he creates intricate patterns, "And I trust you to stay still for me. Though I have to admit, this is the most talkative canvas I've had in a while."

Snorting, she tries to stifle her laughter, not succeeding though, her body shaking slightly.

He smirks, deliberately tickling her lower back with the paintbrush, her fur scrunching at his touch, "What's so funny? Is my artistry not serious enough for you?"

"Tickles!" She giggles, tail twitching in humor.

Sylus continues the tickling, thoroughly enjoying her reaction, seeing her so carefree... it makes him so happy, "Oh, I see. So you're ticklish. I'll have to remember that for future sessions."

"Gah! Sylus!"

He finally stops, chuckling at her playful frustration, "Alright, alright. I'll behave... for now. But you're going to have to behave, too, if you want me to finish before the festival ends." He resumes painting, this time with more precision and concentration. The tent fills with a comfortable silence, broken only by the sounds of festival activities outside, "You're doing great, Avonlea. Just a little longer."

She had slipped into a doze, her eyes closed and relaxed, her tail stilled save for the tip twitching. "Hmm?"

Sylus notices her drifting off and speaks in a softer tone, careful not to wake her completely, "You fell asleep on me. Don't worry, I'll wake you when it's done. Get some rest."

"Otay..." she murmurs, a gentle purr starting from her.

He smiles warmly at her sleepy response, loving how she purrs in contentment, continuing his work while keeping an eye on her peaceful face. He's been painting for nearly an hour now, and the piece is coming together beautifully. He occasionally pauses to take pictures, planning to show her the final result when she wakes up. As the festival begins to wind down, Sylus finally steps back to admire his work. He's added delicate details of butterflies and flowers across her back, their colors blending perfectly with her fur. He gently touches her shoulder, "Avonlea, it's finished. You can see it now if you want."

"Mmmnh?"

He leans closer, speaking a bit louder and shaking her shoulder gently, "Wake up, sleepyhead. Your masterpiece is done, and it's stunning."

Lifting her head, she yawns, fangs flashing. "Oh jeeze... I did fall asleep, huh...?"

He helps her sit up carefully, handing her a mirror, "Yeah, you did. But trust me, it was worth it. Look at yourself."

Shuffling to see in the mirrors, her eyes widen, looking at the art with an open mouth. "Oh my..."

Sylus watches her reaction with pride, his chest swelling with satisfaction at her amazement, a soft purr escaping him. "What do you think? I captured the essence of a butterfly garden. The colors are inspired by the ones outside."

Avonlea’s hand covers her mouth as she looks in awe. "Holy crap, Sylus, I knew you were good... but damn..."

He grins, clearly pleased with the praise. Grabbing his phone again, he takes more pictures, "I'm glad you like it. It's my best work yet, and it looks even better on you than I imagined."

"You've been planning this a while, huh?"

He nods, a playful glint in his eyes as he helps her stand up, "Since college, actually. You were always my favorite model for practice."

"But I never let you paint me before..."

He shrugs, leading her to the full-length mirror in the corner of the tent, "I know. But I had hope that one day you'd say yes. And here we are."

"It's stunning, hon..." she says breathlessly, her eyes glued to the mirror.

He steps behind her, his hands hovering near her waist, "You're stunning. Now let me take some more photos for my portfolio."

"Definitely..."

He begins snapping pictures, occasionally guiding her into different poses. The evening light filtering through the tent makes the colors on her fur seem to glow. "This is going to be my new favorite photo set. Maybe I should make you my exclusive muse."

"Heh, it was relaxing, honestly..." She yawns.

He stops taking pictures and moves closer, his fingers brushing against the unpainted parts of her body, "Relaxing enough to let me do it again sometime? Maybe somewhere more... private?"

"Asking me to be a nude model?" She smirks, teasing him with a flick of her tail.

He smirks back, his voice dropping to a teasing whisper as he leans down to her ear, his hot breath making her ear flick, "Only if you're comfortable with it. I promise I'll be very thorough with my work."

Shivering, she turns to look at him. "Sylus... I-"

He cups her cheek, his thumb stroking her fur gently, "Yes, Avonlea?"

"You know I don’t like people looking at me..." She mutters, looking away.

His expression softens, understanding in his eyes, "I know. That's why I said private. Just me, you, and my brushes. No one else will see you but me."

"But the portfolio photos..."

He shakes his head, his hand moving to caress her hair, "These are for my personal collection. The ones I
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