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I’m trying not to be smug. How did my life become so perfect?

‘That’ll be sixty pounds,’ says the Charlotte Tilton consultant. 

‘Great.’ I pop my platinum Amex card into the machine. 

This time last year I was hard pushed to buy budget-brand makeup. Yet, here I am in Harry Nicholas handing over sixty quid for one Passionate Pink lipstick and one Proud Purple eyeliner. Both perfect shades to complement my emerald eyes and my new Kate Pillen plum velvet dress – only three hundred pounds. A steal, but last year I bought a charity-shop dress for the office Christmas party and tarted it up with some silver trim I found in Mum’s sewing basket.

This was before I met Marcus, the love of my life. 

Well, perhaps not the love of my life, but he adores me, and he’s loaded. 

So what if I signed a prenup? He loves me, and I love him. Well, perhaps not as much as he does me. But I adore my new free-from-money-worry lifestyle. Does it matter I have to steel myself to sleep with him? I don’t entirely fancy him.

Actually, he repulses me. 

But I enjoy being a lady of leisure with lots of time for my first love – painting landscapes with oils.

––––––––
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Marcus rescued me from my supermarket checkout job when he came in to buy champagne – twenty bottles of Dom Perignon.

As I scanned the last bottle, he said, ‘You’re too beautiful to be stuck indoors doing a humdrum job on such a beautiful day.’

‘Need the money; otherwise, I’d be out of here.’

He raised a grey bushy eyebrow. ‘To do what?’

‘I did an art degree but am yet to sell a painting or even find an art-related job which pays more than a pittance.’ 

He nodded. ‘That’s the right answer. Come to the Lobster Pot in Sloane Street at eight o’clock this evening and ask for Marcus Richley.’

I hummed and hawed for about two seconds and at lunchtime dashed to Top Diva for something demure yet sexy. 

I chose a black faux-silk shift dress, just above the knee, which almost blew my tiny budget. In Oxfam, I found a cute cream-coloured crop cardigan with black lace edging. Along with my old-faithful vertiginous shoes, I’d be good to go. My five-foot-six, nine stone figure would look its best.

Before I returned to the coal face, I nipped into Selfingtons on Oxford Street, cadged a Vanilla Nights sample from the Angelique counter. Apparently, men’s favourite fragrance is vanilla, drives them wild – reminds them of cake. I read somewhere that men have a sweeter tooth than women. It’s undoubtedly true for Marcus. He can put away a large slice of Victoria sponge at warp speed while I’m enjoying my first delicious bite. Apparently, after the first three mouthfuls of dessert, we get diminishing returns on the taste-buds-doing-a-happy-jig front. 
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