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The skylight leaked. Marcus had known it for two years, had googled roofers twice and called none of them, and now the stain above the water tank had settled into permanence, dark and spreading, a fixed feature of the attic. Rain hit the glass in flat, irregular bursts. The cold had got into the floorboards and into the boxes stacked in three uneven rows under the eaves.

Sienna's car had left the drive at half nine. He'd watched the tail lights disappear at the end of the road, gone inside, and come straight up.

Sixteen years of marriage filled this room in layers. A suitcase with one broken wheel, a yoga mat with a split end, a crate of crockery kept out of guilt rather than use. Curtains from the spare room sealed in a bin bag. A lamp base with no shade. Two boxes marked S near the far wall in Sienna's careful hand, and one crate marked M in his own faded writing, stacked under the lowest part of the eaves.

He started with the obvious candidates and worked toward the wall. The cold got into his knuckles. He kept moving.

The lamp went to the bin pile. Behind it, half-hidden against the wall, sat a cardboard box he'd either missed or not registered as worth opening. Goldsmiths / art stuff written across the flap in Sienna's handwriting, the letters neat and slightly rounded, younger than the way she wrote now. She'd have been in her mid-twenties when she wrote that.

He carried it to the old trunk under the skylight and set it down.

The flaps were folded shut, not taped. He opened them and the smell reached him first: old paper, dry and faintly chalky, a trace of linseed oil beneath it. A wooden pencil case lay on top, the finish worn off the corners. He opened the catch. A row of graphite pencils graded 6H to 6B, still in sequence. A kneaded eraser gone grey and hard with age. Two sticks of compressed charcoal, a blending stump worn smooth at the tip. All of it used.

She never said she kept any of this.

Brushes next, rolled in a canvas sleeve and bound with a rubber band gone brittle. He unrolled them on the trunk: fine-tipped, soft, a wide flat wash brush, each one stiff and dry. A zip-lock bag held dried-out tubes of paint, some with the caps fused shut, cadmium yellow and burnt sienna and a blue so deep it read as black in the attic light. A palette knife with a slight bend in the blade. Two sheets of watercolour paper, the edges buckled from old moisture.

He set each thing out in a row and looked at them.

He couldn't remember the last time she'd picked up a pencil for herself. These objects had been sitting in cardboard in the dark for longer than some of the furniture downstairs.

The first sketchbook was at the bottom, lying flat beneath everything else. A4, spiral-bound, the black cover worn pale at the corners. He lifted it out and opened it.

A pencil study of a window filled the first page: glazing bars precise and patient, shadow falling across the sill in careful cross-hatching, the kind of observation that takes time and real willingness. He turned the page. A hand holding a coffee cup, the knuckles exactly rendered, the fingers slightly long in the way student drawings tended to be. A street scene in perspective, the vanishing point placed low. A bowl of fruit, the bruise on one pear caught in four deliberate strokes.

He sat on the trunk and worked through it page by page.

She was good. He'd known she had studied art and he'd seen none of the work, and there was a real difference between knowing and sitting with evidence in your hands. The life studies were the strongest of it: charcoal figures, poses held long enough that the line had come out certain, the weight of each body in the stance. A woman from behind, seated, shoulder blades defined under fabric. A man's forearm braced flat on a table. Light understood, handled, placed where it belonged.

The later pages held landscapes. A park in winter, bare branches in ink. A rain-wet street, the pavement catching light from a shop window. What looked like the Thames seen from height, the far bank reduced to a grey line. The last page carried a date in the bottom right corner, written small. June 2002. He did the arithmetic. She'd been twenty years old.

He closed the first sketchbook and set it beside him.

The second one had been lying flat beneath it, pressed against the base of the box. He'd assumed more of the same. The moment he picked it up the difference was physical: heavier, the paper thicker, and nothing written anywhere on the outside, no label, nothing. The spiral binding was intact. He turned it over in his hands once.

He opened it to the first page.

The drawing was in charcoal. It was of a woman. She had no clothes on.

And she was Sienna.

He knew her. The whole of her, before he'd identified a single feature.

She was twenty-one, or close to it. Slimmer than now, the face younger, her body still finding its proportions. Arms resting across her chest, the hold light, not gripping. She looked to the left of the artist. Her expression sat between uncertain and present.

The charcoal line was skilled. Patient. Someone had spent real time on her.

He turned the page.

The second drawing showed her sitting with her knees drawn up, feet flat on whatever surface she'd been placed on, arms loose at her sides. Nothing covered. Her face turned toward the artist, open and unguarded. The line of her neck, the curve of her jaw, her dark blonde hair falling past her shoulders and catching light from somewhere above and to the right. Her breasts were high and full at that age, the nipples rendered in a few careful strokes, the gentle curve of her stomach visible above her drawn-up knees. Her hips were narrower than he knew them now, the hipbones slightly pronounced.

She had sat there for him. She had let him draw her like that.

He sat with the page open. Rain hit the skylight in a long flat burst and he didn't hear it.

Third drawing: her on her back, one arm above her head, the other resting across her stomach. Hips turned three-quarters toward the viewer. Her legs folded closed, the thighs and the gap between them held in deliberate shadow. Light from the left caught the line of her shoulder, the upper curve of one breast, the jut of her hip. Her face turned away, chin lifted, a strand of hair across her cheek.

And there, above her right collarbone: the mole. Small and dark, pressed into the paper.

Marcus put his thumb to it. Cold paper. The mark sat exactly where it always sat, exactly where his hand went in bed, a reflex worn into him over sixteen years. He held his thumb there and then lifted it. A faint smear of charcoal on the pad of his thumb.

She was twenty-one. He put his hands on her and she let him draw it.

He turned the page, turned it back, looked at the mole. Then turned forward.

She was open in the fourth drawing. On her back with her knees up and fallen apart, feet flat, one hand resting on her stomach below the navel. No ambiguity in the pose. The charcoal had found confidence here, the strokes looser and faster, the shadow between her thighs specific and worked. Her full breasts fallen slightly to each side under their own weight, the nipples darkened in the rendering. Her face visible this time, turned toward the artist, her full mouth relaxed, the gray-green eyes suggested in two marks that held the right expression.

The drawings knew her body.

His cock was hard. The sketchbook lay across his knees on the trunk and he was hard and he didn't move.

He turned pages.

She grew more comfortable as the book went on. The poses more open, the expression on her face more present. One drawing showed her kneeling, facing away: the curve of her arse in three-quarter view, the small of her back hollowed, shoulder blades high. Her arse was full and high at that age, firm, and the artist had followed the line of it without hesitation, the curve under each cheek, the place where it met the top of her thighs.

He had her kneeling with her back to him. She held that position while he drew it.

Two pages further: seated on the edge of something, legs hanging, one knee drawn up, leaning back on both hands. Her weight on her palms pushing her chest and shoulders forward. Her breasts out, her stomach taut with the stretch, her thighs loose. Her head back, her hair falling behind her, her long neck exposed, her full mouth slightly open.

How many sessions. How many rooms. How many times did he make her come.

He turned two pages at once and stopped.

This drawing was explicit. She was on her back with her legs open, knees up and fallen wide, and the composition had no interest in anything other than that. Her back arched off the surface, neck stretched, her head thrown back so her face was half-lost in the angle, her full mouth open. Her hips lifted. The charcoal between her thighs was dense and deliberate and the person who had made it had been close, right there, positioned to see exactly what he'd drawn.

She was wet. She had to have been wet when he drew that.

Marcus sat with the page open and did not turn it for a long time.

When he turned it, the final drawing was quieter. She lay on her side, one arm under her head, legs stacked, something pulled to her waist and no further. Eyes closed. Her dark blonde hair spread loose beneath her. The full weight of her breasts visible where she lay, her chest in a single caught breath. Her expression was slack and at peace, the specific ease of a body that had just been fucked.

He knew what he was looking at.

He closed the book. Then opened it and looked at the last drawing for another full minute. Then closed it again.

He turned to the inside back cover.

A signature in ink. A different instrument, a different moment, chosen deliberately. Two letters, clean and precise.

J.C.

Not her initials. Not Sienna Hartley, not Sienna Reid. Two letters belonging to someone else, pressed into the back cover of a book full of his wife at twenty-one, naked and spread open, drawn by the person who had been between her legs.

The cold in the attic was the same cold it had been. Rain kept hitting the glass above him.

J.C.

He looked at the letters until they stopped meaning anything and then looked at them until they started meaning everything, and the question that hadn't had a shape yet was taking one now, and he sat on the trunk with the book in both hands and the last drawing behind the cover and the two letters in ink.

He sat on the trunk for another moment. Then he stood, tucked the sketchbook under his arm, and went downstairs.

The desk was in the spare room. He opened the bottom drawer, moved a stack of old bank statements to one side, and laid the sketchbook flat. He looked at it. Then he closed the drawer. Not locked. Not hidden. Just placed.

Back in the attic he worked through the rest of the Goldsmiths box. Brushes back into the canvas roll, pencil case in, watercolour paper folded flat, the paint tubes in the zip-lock bag. He packed it all back as it had been, flaps folded closed, and returned the box to the wall where he'd found it.

The first sketchbook he put on the keep pile. Something to show her.

His hands kept moving through the rest of the boxes. The crockery, the suitcase, the lamp. Keep, bin, keep, bin. The rain fell and the attic stayed cold and his mind was in the bottom drawer of the desk.

How old was she when that started. How long did it go on. Did she come for him.

A rolled canvas from behind the water tank: unrolled, torn corner, water damage. Bin pile. He pulled the next box toward him and opened the flaps and sorted through it and didn't register a single thing he touched.

He had her on her back with her legs open and he sat there and drew it. He was right there looking at her wet.

He shut the thought down and kept working.

The rain had eased by the time he heard it: tyres on wet gravel in the drive below, the engine running and then cutting out. A car door. The front door catching on its latch the way it always did.

"Marcus?" Her voice from the hall, two floors down. "You still up there?"

"Yeah." He straightened and brushed dust from his knees. "Coming down."

She was in the kitchen with the shopping bags already on the counter, her dark blonde hair damp at the ends, coat still on. She turned when he came in. Her full mouth and gray-green eyes and the way she moved when she was unpacking: quick-handed, focused on the bags. Her long fingers pulling things out, setting them on the counter. Her wrists. The open neck of her coat and the skin below it.

The mole above her right collarbone.

He looked at it. She didn't notice.

"Find anything good up there?"

"Old boxes." He went to the sink and ran the tap, washed the attic dust from his hands. "Nothing worth keeping."

"I always wonder about my Goldsmiths stuff. There was a box of art supplies up there at some point."

"Still there." He turned off the tap and dried his hands. "Didn't look damaged."

"Oh good." A bag of carrots came out onto the counter. "I always mean to go through it."

He leaned against the counter and watched her work. Her coat came off and went over the back of a chair. A dark green jumper, fitted across her shoulders and chest, her full breasts moving when she turned. Her wide hips in close-fitted jeans, her arse as she stepped to the fridge and bent to put something on the bottom shelf.

Forty-four years old. Fuller than the girl in the drawings in every way a body changes over twenty years, and the specific weight and curve of her now was real and present and its own thing.

He knew both versions. One for sixteen years, one for the last hour.

She turned back and caught him looking.

"What?"

"Nothing," he said. "Hungry."

She smiled and turned back to the counter and her dark blonde hair shifted across her shoulders and he watched her hands move across the vegetables and thought about the mole on cold paper and his thumb pressed to it in the attic.

The bottom drawer was five metres away through the hall.

J.C. had her spread open and drew her after, while she was still lying there. He knew exactly what her face looked like when she came. He was the one who put it there.

Marcus watched his wife peel a carrot and said nothing at all.
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Chapter 2
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Eight thirty and her car was off the drive. Marcus had the bottom drawer open before her engine sound cleared the end of the road.

The sketchbook was where he'd left it, flat under the bank statements. He carried it to the kitchen and set it on the table in the full morning light. That was the difference from the attic. Up there he'd been in cold and shadow, processing shock. Down here the light came through the window clean and even and made everything exact.

He opened it to the first page and went through all of it.

Not hunting for a single drawing. Not stopping on the explicit ones and moving through the rest. All of it, from first page to last, at the pace of someone with time and the intention to use it. The volume of her hit him before any single image did. Page after page of her body from every angle, in every state, drawn by someone who had been given complete access and used every session of it.

Her full breasts appeared early and kept appearing. From above, from the side, in flat grey studio light and in what looked like morning sun coming from a window to the left. The weight of them, the way they fell when she lay back, the way they pushed forward when she leaned on her hands. The nipples caught in a few confident strokes at one angle, given more time at another. J.C. had looked at them long enough to know how they moved. Long enough to draw them from memory if he'd wanted to.

Her thighs came and went across the pages. Open, closed, half-turned toward the artist. Drawn from close when he'd been kneeling at the end of whatever surface she lay on, drawn from further back when he'd wanted the full curve of her hips alongside them. Her arse from behind and from a three-quarter angle, and once in a pose where her weight was forward on her hands and the entire line of her back and her arse made a single unbroken curve that the charcoal had followed without lifting.

He spent time on that. He looked at it until he had it.

Marcus turned pages.

Her pussy was in several drawings. Directly, without distance. The charcoal close and certain, the kind of line that comes from proximity and from having been there already, not a man guessing at shape but a man drawing what he had already been given. The strokes found the subject the way a line finds a subject that has been studied over and over until the hand stops hesitating.

The expressions were what kept stopping him.

In the early pages she watched the artist with something that wasn't quite self-consciousness and wasn't quite confidence, the look of a woman who is naked in front of someone and is deciding whether she minds. By the middle of the book that look was gone. Her gray-green eyes were level and unhurried. Wanting in some drawings. Lazy and at ease in others. In one she watched J.C. with something close to a dare in her full mouth and her tilted chin, her full breasts forward, her thighs loose, her whole beautiful body putting a question to whoever was holding the pencil.

Then there were the other ones.

Her dark blonde hair loose and tangled, eyes half-open or fully closed, body slack in every limb, the specific weight of a woman who has just woken up and hasn't moved yet. Drawn in that state, from that proximity. J.C. had picked up the charcoal while she was still in it.

And the ones where she'd been fucked.

No other description for what those drawings showed. Her full body at rest the way a body rests after sex and not before it. The ease in her jaw, her shoulders, the settled look of her. Contentment that had a specific source and the drawings knew exactly what it was. She had been thoroughly fucked and then she had lain there and he had looked at her and put it on paper, and the line held all of it.

Marcus sat at the kitchen table and went through every page twice.

What he was looking at was not a collection of poses. It was a record. J.C. had drawn her from every angle and in every state until he knew her body the way you only know a body you have been inside many times. The volume was the point. Not one session. Not a few. Enough sessions that the charcoal had stopped searching and started arriving, certain and unhurried, at exactly what it was looking for.

The book lay open on the table. Outside, a car passed on the road.

Marcus had not moved in twenty minutes.

The line was the thing he kept coming back to.

Not any single drawing but the quality of the charcoal across all of them. The way it arrived at her body without searching for it. A line that searches looks different from a line that knows, and every stroke in this book was a line that knew. Her full breasts drawn from the side in three certain marks that found the curve and the weight and the fall of the nipple without lifting or correcting. Her arse drawn from behind in one long motion down the outside of each cheek and under, the hollow where it met her thighs, the small of her back above it. Her pussy rendered from close range with the specific patience of a man who had looked at it until he understood every detail and then picked up the charcoal and put down exactly what he saw.

You don't draw a body that way without having been given it completely.

He had her. He had all of her, for as long as he wanted, in every position he asked for.

Marcus sat with the book open and the thought finished itself without his help. J.C. hadn't arrived at this knowledge through drawing sessions alone. The drawing sessions were what came after. He'd put down the charcoal and gone to her, or she'd come to him, and whatever happened between them had been thorough enough and frequent enough that when he picked the charcoal back up his hand already knew where it was going. The drawings were the record of that knowledge. Not the source of it.

The room where it happened. Marcus found himself building it without deciding to. A studio somewhere in New Cross. Cold in winter, too much light in the afternoons. A mattress on the floor or a low bed. A chaise if he'd had the space or the pretension. Sienna at twenty-one on her back with her knees falling open, her dark blonde hair longer then, her full breasts higher, her pale smooth stomach flat above the flare of her hips.

She got there and took her clothes off for him. Just that. Just standing up and pulling her top over her head and stepping out of whatever she was wearing and lying down the way he asked her to.

The want in her eyes early in the book made sense now. That wasn't self-consciousness. That was a young woman naked in front of a man she was going to let do what he liked, deciding in real time how much she liked it. The answer was across every page that followed. By the middle of the book the want had deepened into something that didn't need to perform itself. She watched J.C. from the drawings with the level gaze of a woman who knows she is exactly where she wants to be.

He'd done that to her. Session by session. He'd learned her body and used what he learned and come back and learned more, and she'd come back because he was worth coming back to, and the drawings showed all of it in sequence whether they meant to or not.

Her breasts across the pages, drawn at every angle. Marcus turned back through them now without trying to stop himself. J.C. had put his mouth on them. On the pale full weight of them, on the nipples that the charcoal had caught hardened in several drawings and soft in others, and the difference between those two states was the difference between before and during, and J.C. had seen both enough times to draw them from either side of it.

Her thighs. The inside of them, the way they spread when she let them, the soft pale weight of them in drawings where she lay back and let him look.

He went down on her. He had her thighs on his shoulders and his mouth on her pussy and she came and then he drew her.

The explicit drawings were spread across the book rather than clustered at the end, which meant J.C. hadn't been saving them up. They had just happened when they happened, naturally, because that was the state she was in when he picked up the charcoal. Her legs open. Her sex drawn directly. Her full mouth parted and her head turned away or her eyes on the artist with the naughtiness clear in them, giving him the look because she knew what it did to him and did it on purpose.

She knew exactly what she was doing to him. By the middle of that book she'd figured out that she had power in that room and she was using it, and J.C. had put that knowledge on every page, the confidence of a young woman who has been fucked well enough and often enough that her body has stopped apologising for what it wants.

She asked for it. She went back to that flat and took her clothes off and asked for it.

His cock was hard against his jeans. He undid the button, got his hand around it, and didn't pretend he was going to stop.

The book lay open on the kitchen table with the morning light across it. He kept his eyes on the page. The drawing in front of him was one of the post-sex ones. Her body at rest, full breasts fallen soft to each side, hair loose, eyes closed, one arm above her head and the other across her stomach. The slack of a body that has had everything it needed and is lying in the
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