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Chapter 1

[image: ]


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 remains of it.

J.C. had looked at her like that and thought I want to draw this.

His hand worked slow at first and then stopped being slow. The thought that pushed him wasn't any single image. It was the sequence. J.C. with the charcoal in his hand, Sienna still warm and open on the sheet in front of him, her full thighs loose, her pussy still wet from him, and J.C. choosing to make a record of it because he wanted to keep what she looked like in that moment.

He had her and then he drew her. She let him look at her like that afterward.

Marcus came onto his own fist with his eyes on the book and his jaw tight and his breath gone.

The kitchen went quiet. The book was still open. Light moved on the table as a cloud crossed outside, and nothing else moved.

The thought that had been building since the attic was complete now, fully formed, sitting in the room with him. He didn't push it back. He'd known since Saturday that he wasn't going to push it back. He let it sit.

He knew exactly what she looked like when she came. He was the reason she looked like that.

The cloud passed. Light returned to the table.

Marcus sat still and breathed and didn't close the book.

He photographed every page before he put the book away. His own copy of another man's knowledge, nested in a folder Sienna would never find. Then the book went back in the drawer and the week began and the week was never really about the drawings again.

The drawings were the starting point. What happened in that room in New Cross was what he couldn't stop imagining.

It followed him. Not as images but as a running scene his mind kept circling back to, picking it up mid-action, compelled back without deciding to. Sienna at twenty-one, her dark blonde hair longer then, her body on a low bed in afternoon light, and J.C. with the full unhurried attention of a man who has been given something and intends to use it properly. The scene had no fixed shape. It moved. It changed position. It had sound and weight and the specific detail of two people who have been at each other long enough that they know what works and go straight to it.

That was the part he couldn't leave alone.

Not the drawings. The knowledge behind them. The sessions that produced them. J.C. with his mouth on her full breasts, on the inside of her pale soft thighs, between her legs with the patience the charcoal line suggested, a man who studied what he was working with. Sienna with her arse in his hands and her dark blonde hair loose across the sheet and her full mouth open and her hips moving to meet him.

His phone came out in the evenings. The photos pulled the scene into focus and he came thinking about J.C. inside her, her full thighs wrapped around him, and what her face did when she was getting exactly what she wanted from a man who knew how to give it.

She loved it. She went back because she loved it. Because he knew how to fuck her and she couldn't get enough of it.

Sienna across the dinner table. Her gray-green eyes and her full mouth and the long fingers wrapped around her wine glass, and Marcus said the right things and refilled her glass and underneath every ordinary exchange of the evening ran the same question he hadn't asked yet.

Does she still think about it. When she's lying there under me and she comes, is any part of her back in that room.

She had no idea. The gap between what she knew and what he was carrying had widened every day since Monday and was now something he moved inside constantly, a space that was his own.

The question had words by Thursday. Specific words in a specific order. Not who was J.C. That was already answered. What he needed to know lived closer than that, was the kind of question you could only ask a person you had been married to for sixteen years and even then only at the right moment with the right thing in both your hands.

Did she come harder with him. Did she come the way she comes now or did she come differently, louder, the way you come when someone is fucking you properly for the first time and your body doesn't know yet what to do with it.

Saturday evening and Sienna on the sofa beside him. Her thighs in dark leggings, her bare feet tucked under the far cushion, her dark blonde hair loose and falling forward while she looked at her phone. Her full breasts moving when she shifted position. The open neck of her jumper and the pale freckled skin below it, warm and present and two feet away.

She laughed at something. Her head went back. Her hair fell behind her shoulders and her full throat was exposed for a moment and then she looked back at her phone.

She made that sound for him. Whatever she sounds like when she really lets go, he heard it. He was inside her when she made it. She came on his cock and he felt it and she came back the next time because she wanted to feel that again.

Marcus looked at the television and heard nothing it said.

Does she think about him when we fuck. Does she lie there and go somewhere else and I don't know it.

He needed to ask her. He didn't know how to start it. He was going to ask her.
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Chapter 3
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The onions had been going for ten minutes and the kitchen smelled right, sharp and sweet, the kind of smell that meant dinner was properly underway. Sienna stood at the hob with a wooden spoon in her hand and her dark blonde hair pinned up off her neck. Her grey-green eyes tracked the pan. Outside, the last of the Sunday light was going orange at the tops of the hedges.

Marcus sat at the table behind her. His wine glass touched the wood.

She'd poured one for herself and left it at the counter's edge. A long day at the screen, two client files revised and a third started and abandoned, the kind of Sunday that earned a glass of red by six o'clock. She reached for it without turning, took a sip, set it back.

"You should eat something while you wait. There's cheese in the drawer."

"I'm fine."

She stirred the onions and turned the heat down a fraction. The oil hissed and settled. Behind her she heard him move something on the table. Paper on wood.

"I went back into the Goldsmiths box. Brought something down."

She glanced over her shoulder. A sketchbook on the table, face up, the black spiral-bound cover worn pale at the corners. Hers. The one she'd forgotten about in the way you forget things that have been in cardboard for fifteen years.

She left the wooden spoon across the pan and crossed to the table, standing at the edge of it, bending forward to open the cover. The window study on the first page. The glazing bars patient and exact, the shadow cross-hatched with the care of someone with all the time in the world.

"I forgot I still had this."

She went through it on her feet, bent over the table, her full weight on her palms, her dark blonde hair falling loose at one temple. The hand holding the coffee cup. The street scene with the low vanishing point. Her own technical choices visible to her across twenty years, the things she'd done right and the places she'd rushed.

She stopped on the life studies. A woman from behind, seated, the shoulder blades in charcoal. She remembered that room. Freezing all winter, everyone drawing with their coats on, oil heaters in the corner that smelled of burning and did almost nothing. Linseed oil on someone's hands, always, on the rags piled by the door. You stopped noticing it after a week.

She turned to the ink landscape. Bare branches, a rain-wet pavement catching light from a shop window across the street. She'd stood at a window on Lewisham Way to draw that, sketchbook braced on the sill, fingers going numb, and she'd made the light work. She had been twenty years old.

"I was actually good," she said, and it came out with more surprise than she meant.

"You were."

She turned the last page, closed the cover, and stood straight. Her lower back registered the lean. She crossed back to the hob and picked up the wooden spoon and stirred, the onions shifting and catching and settling again in the pan. Her full chest felt warm and loose. The ease of something old and almost forgotten, brought back without damage.

"I always meant to go back to it. Drawing. Never quite managed."

Marcus said nothing to that. She heard the table move slightly. The sound of something being set down.

"There was another one in the box."

She looked over then. His hand was coming up from beside the chair, a second sketchbook rising onto the table. Spiral-bound. No label. The cover plain and unmarked.

Her stomach dropped through the floor.

That one.

The wooden spoon stopped moving. The onions hissed and she didn't hear them. Her grey-green eyes fixed on the plain black cover and her full body went very still, because she knew exactly what was inside it and she had not thought about it in years and now it was on her kitchen table on a Sunday evening with Marcus's hands either side of it.

He's seen it. He's already seen all of it.

Her first clear thought was not embarrassment. Cold calculation arrived instead, fast and specific, the kind that comes when something exposed can still be managed. She set the wooden spoon across the pan. Turned to face him fully.

His expression was not what she'd braced for.

No anger in it. No set jaw, no careful neutrality holding something ugly behind it. He sat with both hands flat on the table, the unmarked sketchbook between them, and looked at her with something she couldn't immediately name. That was worse. She knew his anger. She did not know this.

What is coming. What exactly is about to happen in this kitchen.

She did not move toward the table.

The sketchbook sat between his hands and she stood at the hob with the onions going soft behind her and looked at it. The plain black cover gave nothing away to anyone who didn't already know. She knew. The weight of it on the table was different from the first one, heavier in a way that had nothing to do with the paper inside.

Don't open it. Just don't open it and this is still a Sunday evening.

He opened it.

His thumb found the first page and turned the cover back and her own body looked up at her from twenty-three years ago. Charcoal on cartridge paper, slightly yellowed at the edge. She at twenty-one, arms loose at her sides, knees drawn up, nothing covering any of it. The line was Julian's, patient and certain, the kind of line that only comes from looking at something for a very long time.

The floor didn't move but it felt like it did.

She crossed to the table because standing at the hob staring was worse. She pulled out the chair and sat down and looked at the drawing properly. Her own face looked back from the page, younger and softer, the jaw less defined, the grey-green eyes caught in two marks that were somehow exactly right. She remembered that afternoon. The cold, the particular quality of the window light, Julian's silence when he was working.

Marcus had not said anything since he'd opened the cover. She felt him watching her and didn't look up.

The drawing was good. Even now, with everything else it carried, she could see that. Julian had always known where his lines were going.

He turned the page.

The second drawing. Her back to the artist, kneeling, her arse in three-quarter view, her shoulder blades up, her hair falling forward. She had held that position for a long time. She remembered the specific ache across the tops of her thighs.

She reached out and set her hand flat on the page before he could turn it again.

Something caught behind her. A faint edge of char coming off the pan. She pushed back from the table and went to the hob and lifted the pan off the heat, stirring once, the onions still salvageable but only just.

"How much did you see?"

She kept her back to him while she asked it. Set the pan to one side. Reached forward and turned the dial until the gas clicked off. The hiss stopped. The kitchen went quieter than it had been all evening.

This is going to be a conversation. Whatever this is, it is not going to be five minutes.

She turned around and leaned back against the counter with her arms loose at her sides and looked at him properly. The sketchbook was still open on the table in front of him. His wine glass sat untouched.

"All of it," he said.

The word landed flat in the middle of the room. All of it meant the fourth drawing, the sixth, the ones in the second half of the book where Julian had stopped being subtle about what he wanted from the composition. The ones where she had stopped being subtle about anything at all. All of it meant he had turned every page in sequence and arrived at the last one and then come downstairs and waited for her.

She held his gaze and said nothing.

"Who's J.C.?"

"Julian Carver." Her voice came out steadier than she felt. "My boyfriend at uni."

She watched his face as she said it. Read it the way you read the face of someone you have slept beside for sixteen years, without gaps. No anger in it. No performance of patience holding something uglier underneath. His dark eyes were level and careful and something else, something that sat below the surface of both those things, and she could not yet name it.

She should have been bracing for a fight. She had been bracing for a fight since the moment she'd watched that cover come up off the chair. She had her answers ready, the reasonable ones: she had been twenty-one, it was life drawing, it was what art students did. None of it was a lie. None of it was the whole truth either, and they both knew the difference.

But his jaw wasn't set. His hands were flat and open on the table either side of the book.

He should be angry. He is not angry. What is on his face right now.

She looked at him again, directly this time, and found it. She hadn't named it on the first pass because it was the last thing she had been looking for. Not anger. Not only jealousy. Something sitting alongside it, pointed differently, wanting something from what it found rather than resenting it.

The warmth came low and without permission.

Don't.

He turned the page.

The page turned and she saw the drawing and her face went hot from the chest up.

"Marcus."

He stood.

She watched him push back from the table and straighten and the quality of the movement was different from anything she could remember from a Sunday evening. Something with direction in it. Something decided.

He came around the table.

"Marcus, what are you..."

His hands found her hips and turned her and her lower back met the counter's edge and that was the end of the conversation. His mouth came down hard on her neck and a sound left her throat before she could stop it. Both her hands went to his chest, not pushing, just landing there, her body confused about what it wanted to do next.

What is this. Who is this.

He walked her back against the counter and held her there. His mouth dragged along her neck, open and wet, and then he sucked and she felt it in her teeth.

"Mmh."

His hands pushed up under her blouse and found her full breasts through the thin fabric of her bra and squeezed, and the sound that came out of her was not quiet. He gripped them, both hands full of her, thumbs pressing over her nipples through the fabric, and his mouth went back to her neck and sucked hard enough to leave something there and she stopped thinking about anything at all.

"Oh."

He mauled her full breasts with both hands, rough and unhurried about it, and she arched into his grip and her head went back against his shoulder and his teeth dragged up the side of her neck and she made a noise that had no word attached to it.

"Nngh. God."

He turned her.

Hands on her hips, spinning her to face the counter, and she got her palms down on the worktop. He pulled her jeans and underwear down to her thighs and she felt the cold air on her bare arse and then both his hands on it, gripping the weight of it, and the specific grip of a man who was not being careful sent a jolt straight up her spine.

Yes. This. This is what's been missing.

He pushed his cock inside her and she heard herself cry out, short and sharp, her arms locking straight, her full breasts pressed hard into the counter edge. Full and immediate and hard and she felt every bit of it, the stretch and the depth and the fact that he didn't slow down, didn't check, just pulled her hips back against him and started fucking her properly.

"Hnn. God. Yes."

Her fingers spread and gripped the worktop. His hands stayed on her arse, pulling her back to meet each thrust, and the rhythm built fast and loud and she was making sounds she hadn't made in this kitchen, ever, sounds that bounced off the tile and the window glass and she didn't care.

"Ah. Fuck. Don't stop."

His hips hit her arse with a sound that filled the room. Her full breasts swayed forward with every thrust. Her pale thighs shook. She dropped her head between her shoulders and pushed back against him and felt him go deeper and the sound that came out of her was involuntary.

"Nngh. There. Right there."

His jaw pressed into the back of her neck. His breathing was ragged and close in her ear and the specific sound of it made everything tighten harder.

She had forgotten this was available. Not sex, they had sex, but this version of it, this one where he took what he wanted from her body and her body answered at full volume. His cock, his hands, the weight of his chest against her back, all of it present and demanding and giving her no room to be anywhere except exactly here.

The orgasm hit fast, harder than the build had warned her, and she cried out into the middle of the kitchen, loud and unguarded.

"Oh. Fuck. Oh god..."

Her arms buckled once. She caught herself. Her full thighs clenched and shook through it. He followed almost immediately, a low rough sound against her shoulder, both hands pulling her full hips back hard as he came inside her.

Neither of them moved.

Her full chest heaved against the counter. His forehead was pressed into the back of her head. Both of them breathing as if they'd been running.

She laughed. Short and breathless and real, the kind that comes up from somewhere you didn't plan.

He said nothing. His forehead stayed in her hair.

She straightened, pulled her jeans up, smoothed her blouse. Her legs were unreliable. She leaned against the counter beside him and looked at his face.

"What was that about?"

He looked back at her. His dark eyes were level and still and gave her nothing.

She held his gaze for a moment. Then she turned and crossed to the sink. The onions had caught at the bottom, dark and past saving. She turned the cold tap on and the steam came up sharp off the pan.

Dinner would be something else. She reached for her wine and took a long sip and didn't ask again.

She held the bottle out toward him.
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Chapter 4
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The light came through flat and white. No sun angle, no time to read from it. Sienna lay still.

Marcus was awake. She knew from his breathing: slow, deliberate, each breath placed. His shoulder pressed warm against hers.

The tenderness came first, at her hip from the counter's edge. Then the inside of her full, pale thighs. Her throat, the right side, where his mouth had been.

Two fingers found the mark. Pressed it. A bruise-bloom under the pressure, round and dark above her right collarbone.

So that happened.

She turned her head. His dark eyes were on the ceiling. He didn't look at her.

She got up.

The bathroom mirror returned all of her. Her thick dark blonde hair hanging loose and tangled. The mark on her neck, round and dark above her right collarbone. Her full breasts pale and heavy in the cold bathroom light, the nipples dark. She cupped them both, felt the weight of them sit in her palms, then let them go. Her wide hips, the soft curve of her stomach, the of her arse as she turned slightly, taking stock. Both hands went under the cold tap, then pressed flat to her face.

She dressed. A grey long-sleeve, her oldest jeans, gone soft from years of washing. Bare feet on the cold floorboards, then the stairs.

The kitchen was cold. Grey morning pressed flat against the window above the sink. The blackened pan sat on the hob where she'd abandoned it. Both wine glasses stood on the counter: one empty, the other with a dark half-inch still in it. The sketchbook lay open on the table, the first drawing facing up.

Her eyes stayed away from it.

The pan went to the sink, the tap ran, the soaking started. Kettle on. Bread in the toaster, lever down. Hands ran through the ordinary morning while old char gave way to toast smell, slow and familiar.

He saw all of it. She'd understood that standing at the hob last night, back to him, the wooden spoon going still in her hand. All of it meant the second half of the book, where Julian had drawn her with nothing withheld.

Coffee pressed. She sat at the table and pulled the mug close with both hands.

The drawing looked up at her. Her own full, pale body at twenty-one, arms at her sides, knees drawn up, nothing covered. Julian's charcoal line lay patient and certain across the yellowed cartridge paper. She remembered that afternoon: the cold off the north-facing window at her back, Julian's total silence when he worked, his eyes moving between her and the page at long intervals. The charcoal made almost no sound.

You were twenty-one. Twenty-three years ago.

She looked at the line itself. He had always known where it was going before it arrived there. That certainty in the mark, the hand that didn't search mid-stroke. Three passes across the page and her full, younger breasts were there, high and round, the slight flare of her pale hips above her drawn-up knees, the soft curve of her stomach. He had made that much of her in the time it took to go cold.

Toast popped. She got up, buttered both slices, sat back down. Left the cover open.

Footsteps on the stairs. Marcus came through the door in his old grey t-shirt, barefoot. He came straight to her.

His hands found her face and he kissed her. Not the quick morning press at the hob or over the counter. His mouth was open and unhurried and he held her face in both hands and the kiss went on until her full chest was against him and her hands had found his arms without her deciding to put them there.

He pulled back. His dark eyes moved over her face.

"Morning," he said.

"Morning," she said.

He lifted the sketchbook from the table, carried it to the counter, and set it face down. Coffee poured. He sat across from her.

She pushed the second plate of toast toward him.

They ate. She told him about the client file she'd abandoned yesterday, the brief that kept shifting shape. He talked about a call he needed to make on Monday, something in a contract that needed looking at. The kitchen stayed grey and quiet. Toast went. Coffee went. A Sunday morning.

She watched him eat. The sketchbook was face down on the counter and neither of them looked at it.

He finished. Set his fork down. Both hands around his mug, leaning back in his chair, the way he sat when something had settled in him.

His dark eyes found hers.

Loving. Curious.

"Tell me what actually happened in those sessions."

She looked at him across the table for a moment. His hands were still around the mug. Waiting.

"It started as proper life drawing," she said. "He was two years ahead of me. I knew his work before I knew him. He had that thing some students have where the whole room orients toward them without anyone deciding to."

Marcus said nothing.

"He asked me to sit for him in October of my second year. Said he needed a model who could hold stillness. I thought it was just that."

Julian at twenty-three. Dark eyes that arrived on you and stayed. Charcoal on his fingers by nine in the morning, often on his jaw where he'd touched his face without thinking. He drew the way some people talked, with complete conviction in the next word before the last one had landed.

"For the first month it was just drawing. Cold studio, robe on between poses, him on the stool with the board on his knees. He didn't talk much when he worked. I learned to read the silence."

That silence. She had come to want it. The specific quality of being looked at by someone whose looking had a purpose and a skill behind it, who was taking something from what he saw and making it into something else.

"Then we started talking. After the sessions, over tea, sometimes wine. His flat was two floors above the studio. We'd sit on the floor with our backs against the bed because he had no furniture worth mentioning."

She turned the mug in her hands.

"By December I was in the bed."

She watched his face. Nothing shifted in it, nothing pulled back.

"It ran eighteen months. Drawing and the rest of it completely tangled together. Some sessions he'd draw for two hours and that was all. Others the charcoal went down after twenty minutes and the rest of the afternoon was something else. I never knew which it would be when I arrived."

And she had liked not knowing. She could see that now, from this distance. The not-knowing had been part of it. The particular charge of undressing in that cold room and lying down and waiting to see where his attention went first.

"He was technically the most gifted person in our year. Everyone knew it, including him. With me he was..." She paused, finding the word. "Precise. He studied what he was working with. Drawing and otherwise."

Her grey-green eyes held Marcus's.

"I was twenty-one and I'd had two boyfriends before him. He was neither of those things. He took his time and he paid attention and he came back to things until he had them right."

The kitchen was quiet. Outside the grey morning had shifted slightly, the light less flat, a thin white brightness working through the cloud.

Marcus's right hand moved from the mug and settled open on the table between them.

She looked at it. Then back at his face.

She kept talking.

Marcus stood. She watched him pick up his chair and carry it around the table, setting it down close beside hers. His knee touched her thigh when he sat. He put his coffee in front of them both. Settled in.

She turned her head and looked at him.

"Keep going," he said.

She turned back. Her mug. The grey morning at the window.

"He knew my body by February," she said. "Where the tension went, what I responded to, how long it took. He drew it and he used what he drew."

His hand came to rest on her thigh. Flat and warm through the denim.

"He'd learned that I took time to get out of my head. He never rushed that. He'd start at my neck, my shoulders, both hands working slow. Long enough that by the time his hands moved I was already..."

Just say it.

"Wet. Already wet before he'd done anything worth mentioning."

The hand on her thigh didn't move. She felt the heat of it through the fabric.

"He had good hands. Artist's hands, long fingers, and he used them the way he used charcoal. Like he had all the information he needed and was just putting it down. No hesitation in them."

She turned the mug once in her hands and set it down.

"His mouth was the same. He went down on me the third time we slept together and I remember thinking: he has done this before and he has paid attention while doing it, and that combination is not as common as it should be."

Marcus's hand shifted on her thigh. Still flat, still warm. Pressure increasing slightly at the inside seam.

"He'd pull my hips to the edge of the chaise and get on his knees on the floor. That was his position. He liked to be below me, liked to look up the length of my body while his mouth was on me. I didn't understand why at first. Then I saw the drawings he made from memory afterward and I understood. He was studying the angle."

The angle. Her  body from below, her stomach, her full breasts from that perspective, her head tipped back. He'd made three drawings from that vantage across the eighteen months and each one had more confidence than the last.

"He'd stay there until I pulled him up. Sometimes I didn't pull him up for a long time."

His fingers moved to her waistband.

She let him.

The button gave. The zip, slow. His hand slid inside and the heat of his palm on her lower stomach brought a sound out of her before she'd finished the thought.

"Mmh."

"Keep talking," he said. Low and even.

Keep talking.

"He made me come with his mouth first. Before anything else, every time. He said..." She stopped. Steadied. "He said he wanted me fully open before he was inside me. He was particular about it."

Marcus's fingers found her under the waistband of her underwear.

Her breath went short.

She was already wet. Of course she was.

"The first winter was the most intense." Her voice had dropped, the kitchen dissolving at the edges, the grey morning still present but far. "He'd have the studio cold because he said warmth made him slow. I'd be lying on the chaise with gooseflesh on my arms and thighs and he wouldn't care. He'd look at that too. Draw it sometimes. The cold on my skin."

His fingers moved. Slow, finding her, two of them opening her gently. Her full thighs fell apart.

"The light was always low by four in the afternoon that time of year. He'd light two lamps, position them specifically. He thought about light the way other people think about words."

"What did he feel like." Marcus's voice was at her ear. Not a question, exactly. More a direction.

She swallowed.

"Big enough that the first time I needed a moment. He was patient about that too. He'd go slow until I told him he didn't have to."

His fingers pressed deeper and she gripped the table edge.

"He fucked slowly at first and then not slowly. He'd read exactly when to change and he was never wrong about it. Never."

Never. The word sat there in the kitchen. True. Julian had been wrong about most things but not that. Not that specific thing.

"He liked me on top. Liked to watch my face and hold my hips and let me set the pace and then take the pace away from me when he felt like it." Her voice was unsteady now, her full chest forward, her hips already working against his hand. "He'd pull me down hard when I was close and hold me there. I came so hard I couldn't speak."

His thumb found the right place and his fingers drove in and her hand went white on the table edge.

"Sienna." His mouth at her neck. "What did you sound like."

What did she sound like.

"Loud," she said. "I was loud. I didn't know I was loud until him. He told me I was loud and he said it like it was the best thing he'd ever heard."

"It is," Marcus said against her neck.

His fingers moved faster and the pressure built deep and her full thighs were shaking and her hips were rolling against his hand in the kitchen chair and she was back in the cold studio with November at the window and Julian's dark eyes on her face watching what he was doing to her with the complete focused attention of a man at work.

He'd make her come and then pick up the charcoal. Still on his knees. He'd draw her before she'd even sat up.

"After," she managed, breathless now, "he'd draw me right after. Still open. Still wet. He'd just pick up the charcoal from the floor and draw exactly what was in front of him."

His thumb pressed and his fingers curled and found it and held it and she came hard from the base of her spine outward, a long, broken sound leaving her throat, her full hips grinding against his hand, her forehead dropping forward, her whole beautiful body shaking in the chair.

His fingers slowed. Just pressure. Holding her through it.

The breath went ragged and then less ragged. The kitchen came back: the cold, the white morning, the soaking pan. The mug. His knee against her thigh.

Her forehead dropped to his shoulder.

He pressed his lips to her temple. His hand withdrew, careful and slow. He sat back, both hands back around his mug, and looked at her with the same open, quiet expression he'd worn all morning. Her full chest was still rising and falling, her grey-green eyes wet at the corners, her dark blonde hair fallen across her face.

She had just come in her kitchen chair talking about a man she hadn't seen in twenty years. And she had not thought about Marcus's hand once while she was coming.

That last part sat in the kitchen between the thought and the ceiling and she didn't examine it.

He reached over and pushed the hair from her face. Tucked it behind her ear. Left his hand there a moment against her jaw.

"Tell me more," he said. "Tell me everything about him."
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Chapter 5
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The first time she told it properly, she aimed the whole thing at him.

That evening after the kitchen chair, after his hand and the broken sound she hadn't planned to make, she sat across from him at the table with the wine in front of her and she told him about Julian carefully: the shape of it, the events in order, the edges kept clean. She watched Marcus's face the whole time and calibrated the detail to what she saw his body doing. When his hands went still around his glass she went a degree further. When his jaw tightened she held a beat longer than she needed to.

She was giving him a story. She was in control of it.

The sex that night was the loudest it had been in years. Afterward she lay with her cheek against his arm and thought we found something. She didn't examine it further.

The second week she found herself thinking about Julian before Marcus had said a word.

Not about the drawing sessions. About the first time Julian had put her against a wall in the narrow hallway of his New Cross flat, his mouth on her throat, both hands gripping her arse and pulling her into him, no preamble and no apology for the lack of it. She'd been twenty-one and she had wanted him so completely that the wanting had felt like a physical emergency. The memory arrived on a Wednesday morning with her client brief open and the cursor blinking, uninvited and fully formed. Her pussy tightened under the desk. She sat still and let it be there.

You haven't thought about that in fifteen years.

She stood up and put the kettle on and stood with both hands flat on the cold counter and did not particularly want the tea.

That evening she told Marcus a different kind of story. Not the studio. Not the drawings. She told him about Julian in bed: the way he'd had no interest in being careful with her once he understood she didn't want careful. How he would pin her wrists when she tried to move and make her take it at his pace, which was not her pace, which was the point. How he'd had her tits in his mouth while his cock was inside her and had done both things with the focused attention of a man who intended to be thorough. How she had been twenty-one and had handed herself over and had not once thought about whether she should.

Her voice wasn't aimed at Marcus this time. It was going somewhere else.

The sex that followed was less urgent, more thorough, and something ran beneath it that she didn't name.

After that the memories came when they liked and they were not about art.

Julian at three in the morning with his hands in her dark blonde hair pulling her head back. His mouth on her tits, on the inside of her thighs, working down with the specific patience of a man who had decided he had all the time he wanted. His cock filling her pussy completely, that first gasp of adjustment every single time, the particular expression on his angular face when he was deep inside her: focused, almost detached, certain of what he was doing and with no interest in performing otherwise.

The dishwasher, a Tuesday. A glass in her hand and the memory arriving without warning: the sound she'd made the first time he'd gone down on her properly, the way it had taken her apart, the total absence of any thought that was not his tongue on her pussy and his hands spread flat across her full arse holding her exactly where he wanted her. She set the glass on the counter and her thighs pressed together and she was thirty seconds from going upstairs to take care of it herself.

She put the glass away and thought: this is what he's woken up.

Not the memory of Julian specifically. The want underneath it. The specific hunger for that kind of sex: no managing of it, no adult restraint, no half-measures. Legs open, tits out, his cock where she needed it, her arse in his hands, and not one single thought beyond the body and what it demanded. She had been that woman at twenty-one. She hadn't known she missed her.

The stories at night were ritual by the third week. The table cleared, the wine, the low light, and Marcus's particular stillness across from her, pulling the stories out of her with the exact right quality of silence. She understood what he was doing. She came to the table anyway, and she gave him what he wanted, and she gave herself something alongside it that she was only beginning to measure.

The rituals were one thing. What happened outside of them was another.

She thought about Julian in the car, on the way back from a client meeting, rain on the windscreen and the radio on and Julian's cock in her head with a clarity that made her shift in the seat. She thought about him in the supermarket, in the bread aisle, and had to stand still for a moment with her hand on the shelf. She thought about his mouth on her pussy in the shower one morning while Marcus was downstairs making coffee, and she pressed her thighs together under the hot water and let it run for another five minutes and did not rush.

She started finishing some of those thoughts properly. Alone. Her hand between her thighs in the middle of a Wednesday afternoon with the house empty and quiet, Julian's hands on her full arse in her head, his cock, the specific sound he'd made when he came inside her, the weight of him afterward. She came fast and lay there on the bed in the grey afternoon light and looked at the ceiling.

This is mine. This has nothing to do with Marcus.

That was the part that should have worried her.

That evening she sat in the low light with her wine and Marcus across from her and she started a story that had been in her head since the afternoon.

Julian's bedroom. A Saturday morning, late autumn, the duvet pulled back and cold air on her skin and his mouth working down her stomach with no hurry and no detours. Her hands in his dark hair and her full thighs already open and she'd been so wet by the time his tongue found her pussy that she'd come in under two minutes, fast and hard, her full arse lifting off the mattress.

Her hand moved to the inside of her thigh. Not for Marcus. She was aware of that immediately.

You're going back there. He's just in the room.

She kept talking. His mouth on her tits after, his cock pressing against her pussy before he pushed inside, the full stretch of it, the specific sound she'd made. Her fingers found her pussy through the fabric and the pressure was good and immediate and the memory was right there, sharp and complete: Julian's weight on her and his cock deep and his angular face above hers with that focused expression, the one that meant he had everything he wanted and intended to use it.

Marcus had not moved. His stillness filled the room, absolute and waiting.

She didn't look at him.

Her fingers pushed the fabric aside. She was wet, the contact direct and sharp, and her chest rose with it. The story kept coming, her voice lower now and less structured, not events in order but sensation in order: the smell of Julian's skin, the sound he made when he was close, the way he gripped her full arse with both hands when he came, locked there, pulling her into him at the last second.

You're not telling this to anyone. You're just saying it out loud.

The thought arrived without alarm. Her fingers worked slow and then faster and the memory moved with them: Julian between her thighs, his cock filling her pussy, his mouth at her throat, her full tits against his chest, the total consuming present-tense of it. That feeling she'd had at twenty-one of being inside her own body with no part of her mind standing outside watching. No managing. No thought. Just his cock and her pussy and the sounds they made and the particular way her full arse felt in his hands when he pulled her into him.

That was what she was chasing.

Her full thighs fell wider and the orgasm built from deep and she let it come. Julian's cock in her head, his hands, his weight, his name somewhere in whatever she was still saying out loud, and then the wave hit and she came with her head back and her full mouth open and her free hand white-knuckled on the arm of the chair.

The room returned slowly. The low light. The wine glass on the table. Marcus.

She straightened. Pulled her hand back. Her chest was still moving and her thighs still loose and the specific warm weight of a body that had just had what it needed sat in every limb.

Her gray-green eyes went to his face.

He hadn't moved. Hadn't crossed the room, hadn't touched her, hadn't said a word. He sat with his wine in both hands and his jaw set with the effort of staying exactly where he was. She could see what it had cost him.

What moved through her was not what she expected. Not warmth, not gratitude. A flat clear recognition: she had been somewhere he couldn't follow. The orgasm had not required him. Julian at twenty-three years' distance had done that to her body and Marcus sitting four feet away had not caused it and could not take credit for it.

She reached for her wine and drank.

"Come here," she said.

He crossed the room and she pulled him down and she was still wet and still warm and the sex that followed was good, his cock filling her pussy and his hands on her full arse and his chest against her full tits. She was present for it. She wanted it.

The wanting had a different source now and both of them could feel it and neither of them said so.

She pressed her face into his neck afterward and held on and in the part of her still half in that Saturday morning in New Cross, the cold air and Julian's mouth and her full arse in his hands, she knew the thing she was going to have to sit with.

You don't need the ritual. You don't need him watching. You just need Julian in your head.

Three days later he came to bed while she was still reading and put his hand flat on the page.

She put the book down.

He didn't speak. His hands moved to her thighs and she turned and the positioning was familiar now, the arrangement they had arrived at without discussing it: her on her knees, his chest against her back, his cock pressing against her from behind. She was already wet. That happened earlier every time, faster, the body getting ahead of the evening and not waiting to be asked.

He pushed inside her slowly and the full stretch of it pulled a sound from her throat.

"Tell me," he said.

She told him.

Julian's flat, a Friday night, wine on the floor beside the mattress and his hands pulling her full arse back onto his cock in the dark. The specific depth of it. How he'd reach around and find her pussy with his fingers while he fucked her from behind, both things at once, no negotiation about it, just his cock and his hand and the decision already made. She'd come the first time from his fingers and kept going and he hadn't stopped.

Marcus pushed deeper and held it.

"Did you ask him to."

"No," she said. Her voice was already unsteady. "He just did it. He just knew."

He always knew. That was the thing. He never asked, he just arrived at the right place with the right pressure at the right moment and she came before she'd even decided she was close.

Marcus's cock moved again, slow and deliberate, and her tits hung forward and she pressed her hand flat to the headboard to brace against it. The memory was right there, Julian's hands and his cock and the total confidence of a twenty-three-year-old man who had found something he was very good at.

"What did he say," Marcus said against the back of her neck. "When you came."

"Nothing." The word broke in the middle. "He didn't say anything. He just kept going."

A harder stroke. Her full arse back against him and the sound of it sharp in the quiet room.

"Mm."

"He'd come down on me after," she said, the words arriving between strokes, the rhythm setting the pace of the telling. "Turn me over and go down on my pussy while his cock was still wet from me. Stay there until I came again. He'd hold my full arse in both hands the whole time."

"How many times."

"Three. Sometimes four." Her breath was ragged now. "He didn't stop until I told him to stop and I never told him to stop."

And you are twenty-one again and your thighs are over his shoulders and his tongue is on your clit and his hands are under your arse lifting you into his mouth and you cannot think or speak or be anywhere that is not this exact sensation.

Marcus's hand came around her hip and found her pussy and the contact was direct and immediate and she heard herself make a sound she didn't plan.

"Fuck," she said.

His fingers moved and his cock moved and the two things together were good and she was present for all of it. She let the memory go and let Marcus in and the heat built from somewhere deep and specific, his cock filling her pussy and his fingers on her clit and his breath against the back of her neck.

Julian arrived anyway. Not invited. Just there: his hands on her full arse and his focused expression and the specific wet sound of his mouth on her pussy in the cold of that New Cross bedroom. Her body at twenty-one, no thought in it at all, just want and the man filling it.

The orgasm came hard and low and she drove her full arse back against Marcus and held it and shook and the cry that came out was long and unguarded and her hand went white on the headboard.

Marcus followed with his hands gripping her full arse and a rough broken sound at her shoulder and she felt him come inside her, deep, both of them locked together and shaking.

The room went quiet.

Her chest fell to the mattress. His weight came down across her back, warm and heavy, his mouth at the base of her neck. Both of them breathing hard into the dark.

His breathing slowed first. Then his weight settled. Then the long exhale that meant he was gone.

She lay still.

The room was dark and warm and his cock still inside her going soft and his hands loose now on her full arse and none of it required anything from her. She could feel his cum between her thighs. Her full tits pressed flat to the mattress. The ceiling above her was the same ceiling it always was.

Julian didn't make me come. Marcus did. The hand, the cock, the body behind her.

She turned it over.

Julian made me wet before Marcus touched me. Julian was there when me came. Julian was the thing my body was running toward the whole time. 

That was true too.

She shifted carefully so his cock slipped free and he didn't stir. Turned onto her back. Pulled the duvet up over her chest and lay with her arms at her sides and looked at the ceiling and let the thought be what it was.

Twenty-three years. A box in an attic. Marcus finding a sketchbook on a rainy Saturday and pulling something out of the dark that had been waiting there with real patience. She had not thought about Julian for years, had not needed to, had not wanted to. She had a marriage and a house and a life and none of it had been missing anything she could name.

And now Julian was in the shower with her and in the bread aisle and in the middle of her client briefs and between her thighs in a quiet Wednesday afternoon with Marcus downstairs, and the hunger that had come with him was not shrinking with use. It was getting larger. More specific. More insistent.

More honest.

That word arrived without her choosing it and sat there on the ceiling.

Marcus's breathing was deep and even beside her. His hand had found her hip in sleep, the reflex worn into him, and it lay there warm and familiar and entirely his.

She looked at it. Looked at the ceiling. Felt Julian's cock in her memory and Marcus's come between her full thighs and the specific want that lived underneath both of those things, the want that had no interest in rituals or sketchbooks or what it was doing to her marriage.

The question wasn't whether this was good.

She knew it was good.

The question was simpler and harder than that and she lay in the dark with it on her chest and did not yet reach for an answer.
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Chapter 6
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His hands were on her arse and she was close. Had been close for the last few minutes, holding herself right at the edge of it, her thighs spread wide across his hips and her weight pushing down onto his cock on every stroke.

The room was dark. One lamp left on in the hall, its light coming under the door in a narrow strip across the floorboards.

Her tits moved with the movement of her body. Dark blonde hair loose down her back, the ends brushing her shoulder blades when she leaned forward and put both palms flat on his chest for leverage. Her hips rolled forward and back, slow, and she kept her eyes closed and let the feeling build.

Don't stop. Not yet.

Julian had been in this bedroom before. Not in body. In voice, in the stories she told while Marcus's hands moved on her warm skin, both of them using the memory of it the way they used each other. Three weeks of the ritual. She knew its shape now, knew when his breathing changed, knew which details made his hands tighten on her full arse and which ones he asked her to slow down and say again. The knowledge had settled into her body the same way the rhythm had: familiar, specific, hers to use.

His thumbs pressed into the soft flesh at the front of her hips and pulled her down harder. His voice came from beneath her, low, timed to the push of her hips forward.

"Was Julian's cock bigger than mine?"

The yes left her before anything intervened. Weeks of the ritual had worn the groove in deep and the word dropped straight into it.

"Yes."

His hands moved from her hips to her arse and pulled her down onto him and she made a sound low in her throat, mmh, felt the change in angle and chased it.

"Was he better in bed than me?"

A half second. Her hips kept moving on their own. The feeling was right there, tight and close, and his cock was filling her and the question landed in the middle of all of it.

"Oh God, yes."

The sound that came out of him was short and bitten-off. His hips pushed up into her, once, hard, and the shudder started deep in him and moved up through his stomach and into his hands gripping her full arse, and that was enough. The orgasm hit her low and long, a slow rolling wave that dragged through her thighs and up into her belly. She gasped, open-mouthed, pressed her pussy down onto him and held there and shook through all of it.

He came with her. She felt it and pushed down harder and rode it until neither of them had anything left.

The room went quiet.

Her body settled against his chest. His arm came across her bare back out of habit and she let it. Dark blonde hair spread over his shoulder. The lamp light held still under the door. His heartbeat was fast beneath her cheek and slowed by degrees while their breathing came back.

That's what it does to him. Every single time.

She closed her eyes. The warmth of the bed and the loose ease in her body pulled her toward sleep.

His chest rose.

"I want you to contact Julian."

The words arrived in the exact quiet she'd left herself open in. She heard each one separately. Her fingers rested on his chest and she kept them still.

"What?"

"Not for a story. To see him. To go to him."

She lifted her head. His face was turned toward the ceiling in the dark, jaw set.

"You're serious."

"Yes."

She sat up. His arm fell away. Her tits moved with the shift as she pulled to her own side of the bed and looked at him.

"The stories are one thing. What you're describing is different."

"I know it's not the same."

"You want me to go to my ex-boyfriend and let him fuck me."

"And come back."

"Marcus."

"The coming back is the point. That's all of it. You go, you have what you have with him, you bring it home. That's what it actually is."

His voice had no performance in it, no heat, no tremor. Even and placed and carrying the weight of something that had been waiting a long time to be said.

She looked at him. Ceiling-facing, jaw tight, entirely still.

"You've been building toward this. With the stories."

"Yes."

"You used them to get me comfortable with the idea without telling me that's what you were doing."

He turned his head and looked at her.

"I didn't know how to ask for it directly," he said. "Now I'm asking directly."

He planned this. Every question. Every evening. Every yes she gave him in the dark.

The understanding pressed cold and steady into her chest. Not quite anger. Something harder than anger and longer-lasting.

She turned away from him. Her full back toward his side, dark blonde hair pulled over one shoulder, the small of her back not touching him.

The gap between them on the mattress was a few inches. It held everything neither of them was saying.

His breathing in the dark was slow and she knew he wasn't sleeping.

He wants her to walk into a room with Julian Carver and let him fuck her. And he wants to be somewhere else thinking about it while she does.

She held that out in front of herself and looked at it straight.

The no was there. She knew where it was. What she couldn't find was the part of herself that wasn't also, underneath the no and the cold clarity, turning that image over in the dark with something other than revulsion.

His breathing deepened first. Then the arm across her back went heavy, the specific weight of a man actually asleep, and she lay still and let the dark settle around her.

The ceiling was the same ceiling it always was. A thin crack running toward the window that they'd meant to fill for two years and hadn't.

She didn't move.

He planned this.

She knew the difference between Marcus planning something and Marcus hurting her deliberately, and this was not deliberate hurt. It was the first thing done badly, done without telling her, done across weeks of evenings that she had been present for and enjoyed and had not once suspected were pointing somewhere specific. That was the part that pressed. Not the ask itself. The architecture of it. The patience.

She went back to the bedroom before this one. Three weeks ago, the first time he'd asked her to describe a session with Julian. His hands on her while she talked, the way his breathing changed when she got specific, the way he came harder when she gave him detail. She had read it as desire, pure and reactive. She had not read it as a man learning the shape of a door he intended to open.

Did you come louder with him. One of his questions from last week. She had answered it honestly. Yes. Different, anyway. The way you come when you are twenty-one and being fucked by someone who has taken the time to learn exactly what your body does.

She had given him all of it. Every session. His hands and his mouth and the specific way Julian looked at her when he put the charcoal down and crossed the room. She had given Marcus those memories freely, with her body open and his cock inside her, and he had taken all of them and used them to build the case for tonight.

And the yes. Both of them.

The first one she could account for. Conditioned, reflexive, worn smooth by repetition. But the second one. Her hips still moving, his cock filling her, the question landing right at the edge of the orgasm.

Oh God, yes.

That one had come from somewhere she didn't control as easily.

She lay with that for a while. The ceiling held still. Outside the window a fox crossed the road, its claws brief and light on the tarmac, and then silence again.

Her hand moved before she decided.

She kept it slow at first. Eyes on the ceiling, dark blonde hair loose on the pillow, her thighs parting under the duvet. Her fingers found the warmth between her legs and she was wet, still, or again, and she didn't stop to decide which.

Julian arrived the way he always arrived in these moments. Not assembled deliberately, just present and complete. The New Cross flat, the cold coming under the door all winter, afternoon light from the high window cutting across the floor. His long fingers stained at the tips with charcoal, the dark eyes that moved over her full body the way the charcoal line moved over paper. Slow. Certain. Taking in what he needed before he committed.

He never rushed.

That was the thing the stories always circled back to. Julian with all the time in the world and the specific patience of a man who knows what he's looking at. His hands on her thighs, pushing them apart without asking, and her letting them be pushed because the certainty in his hands was its own answer to a question she hadn't known she was asking at twenty-one.

Her fingers moved.

His mouth on her tits, his tongue on her nipples, his teeth when she arched into him and made it clear she wanted that. His angular face against her chest. The stubble, the sharp cheekbone pressed into the soft curve of her breast. His dark eyes coming up to find hers while his mouth was still on her and the look in them that said he knew exactly what he was doing and intended to keep doing it until she stopped being able to think.

His cock.

She let herself go there and didn't soften it. Longer than Marcus. Thicker. The first time she'd taken it she'd made a sound she hadn't made before and he'd held still and watched her face with his dark eyes and waited, and when she'd said don't stop he hadn't. The full length of it, all of it, her body opening around something that filled her in a way that was different. Not better in every way. But in that way, yes. She had known it at the time and had not let herself think about it cleanly in twenty years, and now the thought sat in the dark without apology.

He filled her more.

Seven sessions in and she was not adjusting to anything anymore, just opening, her thighs wide and her arse up and her hips coming back to meet him and the sound she made when he pushed all the way in, the specific sound a body makes when it has been reached properly. He had fucked her on her back with her full legs over his shoulders, her full tits shaking with every stroke. He had taken her from behind with his hands on her full hips pulling her onto him and her face in the pillow and she had been loud, the kind of loud she was not with Marcus and had not understood why until now, lying in the dark with her fingers between her thighs and the memory filling the room.

He fucked her better. That was the truth of it.

Not more tenderly. Not with more feeling. But with a body that reached something in hers that produced a different response, and twenty-three years of carefully not thinking about it dissolved in about thirty seconds of honesty.

He had gone down on her for so long that the orgasm, when it finally arrived, had left her unable to move for a full minute after. His mouth between her thighs, his hands flat on her arse holding her still while she tried to push up into him, the specific sound he made when he had found the right place and was not moving from it.

Her fingers worked faster.

And then Marcus arrived in the image.

Not in the bed. Across the room, in a chair, the way he'd described it. His dark eyes in the half-light. The specific set of his jaw when he is watching something he has wanted for a very long time. Entirely still. Not touching himself. Just watching her body open under Julian, her full tits moving with every stroke, her dark blonde hair loose and her full mouth open and Julian's cock filling her the way it filled her, and Marcus in the chair watching all of it and not looking away.

She knew that expression on Marcus. She had been producing it for weeks. She knew what it cost him and what it gave him and she knew the precise quality of his attention when it was fixed.

She put him in the room and he was right there and she came in a tight bright rush that was nothing like the one an hour ago. Shorter. Sharper. Over in seconds, her hips lifting off the mattress once before she pressed them back down.

She lay still. Her hand came back to her stomach.

She just came thinking about giving him what he asked for.

The thought sat on her full chest and did not move.

She stared at the ceiling and waited for the no to come back and harden into something she could rely on. It didn't. It was still there, present and real, but it had a different texture than it had an hour ago. Less absolute. She was not saying yes. The no hadn't gone. But it had given ground.

She is not saying yes.

She knew that. The wanting wasn't the same as the saying yes and she was clear on the difference. The wanting was real, and she was done pretending the last twenty minutes hadn't happened, and the ceiling wasn't going to resolve anything, and Marcus's breathing was deep and even and entirely unaware of what she'd just done two feet away from him in the dark.

She turned onto her back and pulled the duvet up to her chest.

The crack in the ceiling ran toward the window. Outside, nothing moved.
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Grey light came through the curtains before seven. She lay with it for a few minutes, her full body heavy in the way a body is after too little sleep, and then she got up.

His shirt from the night before was on the chair. She pulled it on and went downstairs barefoot, the floorboards cold under her feet on the landing and colder on the kitchen tiles.

Marcus was at the counter. His back to her, the kettle just clicked off, two mugs out. He didn't turn when she came in.

She stood in the doorway for a moment. Her dark blonde hair loose and uncombed, his shirt falling to the top of her thighs, her small hands at her sides. The kitchen smelled of coffee and the cold of an April morning and nothing had been resolved in the night but something had shifted and she knew the shape of it now.

"I'm not saying yes," she said. "I'm saying I'm thinking about it."

He turned then. His dark eyes found her across the kitchen and held. He didn't smile too quickly. Didn't move toward her. He turned back to the mugs, poured, and crossed the kitchen and held one out to her.

She took it. Her small fingers wrapped around the warmth of it.

"Okay," he said.

That was all. No follow-up question, no push for more, no readable hunger in his face. Just okay, and then he leaned against the counter and picked up his own mug and gave her the room.

He's not going to ask.

The restraint was its own specific thing. She had expected the hunger she'd seen in him last night to be back in the morning, condensed overnight, ready to press the small opening she'd just given him. It wasn't there. His face was calm and his body was still and he was waiting in a way that was different from wanting.

She looked at him over the rim of her mug.

"I need you to understand that if I think about it, I'm thinking about it for me. Not for you."

"I know."

"I mean it. If anything comes of this it's because I decided it. Not because you built a case for three weeks and I eventually gave in."

"Yes."

His voice was even. His dark eyes were on her and they were steady and she searched them for the performance, for the managed patience that was just hunger wearing a different face, and she didn't find it. He meant it. The understanding of that landed in her chest in a way she hadn't expected and she looked away first.

The garden through the window was grey and still. The apple tree at the back, bare still, the grass wet from overnight rain.

He knew how to ask for it and then how to stop asking. Both of those things matter.

She turned the mug in her small hands. The coffee was hot and strong and the kitchen was warming with it.

"Go back to bed," she said. "It's Sunday."

"You coming up?"

She looked at him. His salt-and-pepper hair, the breadth of his shoulders, the dark eyes that had watched her across weeks of evenings and were watching her now with the same quality of attention and none of last night's heat. He was just Marcus. Her husband at seven in the morning in his own kitchen, waiting to see what she'd do next.

"In a bit," she said.

He set his mug in the sink and crossed toward the door and stopped where she was standing and put his hand briefly on the side of her face, his thumb against her cheekbone, and she let him. Then he went upstairs and she heard the floorboards and the soft close of the bedroom door.

She stayed in the kitchen.

The coffee warmed her small hands through the ceramic. Outside the apple tree stood still in the grey morning and the grass held the overnight rain and the garden was the same garden it had been yesterday and the day before and all the days of the sixteen years they had lived behind it.

I'm thinking about it.

Not about Julian specifically. About the version of herself that walks into that room. That takes her clothes off in front of him again, twenty-three years on, her full body fuller now, heavier, more itself. That lies down on whatever surface he offers and lets herself be looked at and knows Marcus is somewhere at the end of a phone waiting for her to call.

She stood with that in the grey April morning and the mug warm in her hands and the question open in front of her, no longer sharp, no longer absolute.

Just a question she hadn't answered yet.
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Chapter 7
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Marcus lay on his back in the dark, Sienna breathing slow beside him, and ran her words again.

Not saying yes. Saying I'm thinking about it.

He'd been turning them since midnight. They didn't bend. They were exactly what they were.

He got up. Pulled on jeans and a t-shirt in the dark and went downstairs without waking her.

The kitchen was cold. Kettle on, coffee in, hands doing the usual things while his head was somewhere else.

She said she was thinking about it.

He stood at the window and looked at the dark garden and let himself run with it.

He was horny for his own wife in a way he hadn't been in years and that was the sketchbook's doing. It had changed something and the change was not going away. He'd tried to let it burn itself out. It hadn't. It had built instead, and it had built into their bed, into the way he grabbed her now, into the sounds she made when he whispered Julian's name at the right moment. Her full body shaking on the sheets, her dark blonde hair tangled, her full mouth open. That was new. That was what this had done to them.

The kettle boiled. He poured.

The fear came with the coffee. He was afraid of what happened if this went real. Not to him. To her. To what they had. The fantasy was safe because he owned it, could stop it, could steer it. An actual man in an actual studio was not something he could control.

She might get there and remember what it felt like to be fucked by someone who isn't her husband and not come back the same way.

He stood with the mug and breathed through it.

Then the image came back. Julian's hands on her full hips. Julian's cock inside her. Sienna's face doing exactly what it did when she was getting properly fucked and knew it. His cock was hard against his jeans at the kitchen window and he didn't pretend otherwise.

He thought about the drawings. Her younger body open on the page, the confidence that had built through the book session by session until by the end she was watching Julian with her chin up and her full thighs loose and her full mouth set in that specific way. A woman who knew what she was worth on that chaise and was using all of it. Julian had fucked her into that. It was in every line of the last third of the book.

She would go back to that. Walk into his studio and her body would remember before her head did.

His grip tightened around the mug.

The part underneath all of it, the part he hadn't said out loud even to himself: he wanted her to go. Wanted to sit somewhere near Julian's studio with cold coffee and wait for her to call from the car park. Wanted her voice right after, still warm, still wrecked, telling him everything Julian had done to her. Wanted to be the man she came home to when Julian was done. Not the sex. The coming home. He couldn't explain that to anyone who wasn't already inside it.

Footsteps on the stairs. He turned from the window.

She came into the kitchen in a thin top and loose trousers, dark blonde hair loose around her shoulders, her full breasts moving under the fabric. Her gray-green eyes found him at the window and she stopped for a moment, reading the kitchen, reading him.

He held up the coffee pot.

She crossed to the counter and took the mug he poured. Her long fingers wrapped around the ceramic. The thin top shifted when she moved and he watched her full breasts settle and wanted Julian to see exactly that, and wanted to be the only man who ever saw it again, and both of those things were running at the same time and he let them run.

Neither of them mentioned the night before.

She drank her coffee. He watched the window. The garden came up grey with early light. A blackbird started somewhere in the hedge.

She's thinking about it.

Her mug touched the counter. She picked up her phone, looked at it, set it face-down. Picked it up again. Put it in her pocket.

He watched all of this and said nothing.

Sienna stood at the counter with her long fingers and her full mouth and the previous night sitting between them, and Marcus held his mug and waited in the quiet of a man who has asked for something enormous and been told: not yet.

She pushed back from the counter.

"Come with me," she said, and walked out of the kitchen toward the spare room.

The spare room was dim, morning light coming grey through the thin curtains. Sienna sat down at the desk and opened the laptop. Marcus stood behind her with his hands on her shoulders and watched the screen.

She typed: Julian Carver artist Bristol.

He hadn't expected that. His hands tightened.

The results came up. She clicked the first link and his website loaded: dark background, a grid of paintings. She scrolled without speaking and he looked at the screen over her head and his eyes stopped moving.

He knew those proportions. Full hips. The slope of a long pale back. Full breasts caught from the side in oil, the weight of them exact.

"He's still painting you," Marcus said.

A slight smile crossed her full mouth. "He's painting women who look like me. Maybe."

"No maybe."

She kept scrolling. The studio photograph loaded in the About section: Julian at a gallery opening, older and angular, grey at his temples, long fingers around a glass. Still lean. Still carrying himself the way the drawings had suggested.

Sienna looked at the photograph and said nothing. She scrolled past it and Marcus watched her face in the reflection of the screen, looking for something. Disappointment at how he'd aged, maybe. Or the opposite.

Her expression gave him nothing. Her full mouth was neutral and her gray-green eyes were moving and he couldn't read them.

Does she still find him attractive. Is she sitting there thinking about what he looks like in that studio now.

His cock was already hard.

She found the contact page. The email address sat there as a live link. She clicked it and her email client opened automatically, his address already in the recipient field. Her long fingers sat over the keys for a moment. Then she typed.

"J, it's Sienna Hartley. Saw you're still working in Bristol. Would you be interested in drawing me again? For old times' sake."

Marcus read it over her head. His throat went dry.

"Sienna."

"What?"

He didn't have anything to follow it with. She waited, hands still on the keys.

"Send it," he said.

She hit send. The notification blinked once and it was gone and Marcus stood behind her with both hands on her full hips and his heart going hard.

She pushed back from the desk and stood up and turned to face him. He put his arms around her and she let him, her full chest against his, her dark blonde hair against his jaw. They stood like that in the quiet spare room.

"It's just a sitting," she said.

"I know."

"Drawing. That's all I agreed to."

"I know that."

"I'm not going to sleep with him, Marcus. I'm not that person." She pulled back enough to look at his face. "I mean it."

"I know you do."

She searched his face for a moment. Then she settled back against his chest and he held her full body against him and neither of them said anything for a while.

"It might not even lead anywhere," she said into his shoulder. "He might be different now. It might just be an afternoon in Bristol and that's the end of it."

"It might be."

She was quiet. He could feel her thinking.

"You'd be alright?" she said. "Actually alright. Not just saying it."

"Ask me after," he said.

She made a sound against his chest. Not quite a laugh. His chin was in her dark blonde hair and her full breasts were against him and the email was sitting in Julian's inbox two hours away and Marcus held her and breathed and waited.

The inbox counter ticked to one.

She pulled back and looked at the screen. His arms dropped. She sat down, clicked it open, and the reply loaded.

"Christ, yes. Absolutely yes. I've been trying to capture what you had for twenty years."

Marcus stared at the screen.

"Hm," Sienna said.

That was all she said. She sat back and crossed her arms and looked at Julian's reply and Marcus stood behind her reading it again, the timestamp right there showing he'd answered in under four minutes. Under four minutes. Julian had seen her name come into his inbox and put everything else down.

Twenty years. He never stopped.

His cock was pressing hard against his jeans and his chest was tight and it didn't matter whether it was triumph or terror because both of them were making him want to grab her right now.

His mouth went to the side of her neck. She tipped her head without a word.

His mouth stayed on her neck and his hands moved down her full body, shoulders to full breasts to her full hips, taking stock. She made a low sound and her head stayed tilted and her full hips pressed back against him.

He turned her around. Her gray-green eyes were dark and her full mouth was already parted and she had the look of a woman who had stopped thinking about what she was doing. He got his hands under her and lifted her onto the desk, the laptop shifting an inch behind her, Julian's reply still sitting on the screen.

She pulled at his t-shirt. He stripped it off. His hands went straight to her waistband and she lifted her hips and he got her trousers and underwear off in one pull, her thighs bare in the grey morning light, her full breasts still under the thin fabric of her top.

He got his hand between her full thighs and she was soaking. A short sharp sound came out of her and her fingers locked around his forearm, not stopping him, just gripping.

Christ.

He pushed two fingers inside her and worked them and she dropped back onto her palms on the desk and her full breasts moved under the thin fabric with every stroke and her full mouth came open and stayed open.

"Mmh. God."

He pulled his fingers out and got his jeans open and pushed inside her in one stroke and her head went back and she gasped, a full-body thing, her full thighs wrapping around him.

He set a hard rhythm. The desk shifted with it, the laptop sliding another inch. Her hands found the desk edge behind her and gripped it. Her full breasts shook under the thin top with every thrust and her full mouth was open and making sounds she wasn't controlling.

Then he slowed. Deliberately. Down to a long, grinding pace that made her hips chase him.

"Don't stop," she said.

"Say his name."

A beat. Her gray-green eyes opened and found his face.

"What?"

"Say Julian's name."

She shook her head, a small reflex, her dark blonde hair shifting across her shoulders. Her full hips pushed forward against him anyway, her body asking for what her mouth wasn't ready for yet.

He pulled all the way out. She made a noise of protest. He took her hips and turned her, face down across the desk, her arse bare and up, her palms flat on the wood, Julian's reply on the screen six inches from her face.

He pushed back inside her from behind and she moaned into the desk.

"You're in his studio," Marcus said, low, right at her ear. "It's twenty years ago and he's right there."

"Marcus." Half warning. Her full hips pushed back against him.

He kept the pace slow and said nothing else. Just waited.

Her breathing got ragged. Her fingers spread flat on the desk surface and her arse pushed back against every stroke and the room was full of the wet sound of it and her breath and nothing else.

"...Julian." Barely a sound. A test of the word in her mouth.

His cock went rigid at it.

He said nothing. Kept moving. Let her hear what the name had done to the rhythm.

"Julian." Clearer. Her chin tilted down toward the desk and a long breath came out of her.

He moved harder. She went with it, her full hips rolling back to meet him, her full breasts dragging against the desk surface through the fabric.

His right hand came down on her arse. A sharp crack. She yelped and her whole body clenched around him and he felt exactly what the slap had done to her.

"Oh god," she breathed. "Do that again."

He did it again, the other cheek, harder. She pushed back against him and moaned into the desk surface and her pale skin went pink and warm under his palm.

"Tell him what you want," Marcus said.

"Fuck me." Her fingers curled against the wood. "Julian, fuck me properly."

He spanked her again, both hands alternating now, her arse reddening under each strike, her full hips jolting forward with every slap and shoving back for more. The sounds coming out of her were not quiet.

"Harder," she said. "Harder, please."

He gave her harder. The desk hit the wall. His hands gripped her full hips and he drove into her and she took every stroke and pushed back and begged for the next one.

"Julian. God. Julian, don't stop."

He reached forward and gathered her dark blonde hair in his fist, all of it, and pulled her up off the desk, her full back arching, her full breasts out, her head pulled back against his shoulder. She gasped at the pull of it, a sharp broken sound, her long neck exposed, her full body bent back into him.

His mouth went to her ear and his voice came out rough and low and not fully controlled.

"He owns this pussy. Twenty years and he never forgot it. Never will."

"Nngh. Yes."

"Say it."

"Julian." Her voice had gone ragged. "It's yours. Take it. Take me."

He let her hair go and pushed her back down to the desk and fucked her with everything he had left, both hands on her full red arse, the desk scraping, her full body shaking, the wet sound of it filling the spare room. Her dark blonde hair spread across the wood. Her full mouth open against the desk.

"Make me yours, breed me, please, Julian, please."

The please took the last of his control. He gripped her full hips and stopped managing the pace, all the weeks of the fantasy and the sketchbook and the mornings at the kitchen window coming out of him at once, hard and relentless, the desk hitting the wall with every stroke.

She came with a cry that hit every wall of the spare room, her full thighs clamped, her whole body locked and pulsed and shook around him and he followed her over with a roar against her shoulder, both hands locked on her full hips, his whole body emptying in long hard pulses until there was nothing left.

Silence.

The desk had moved six inches from the wall. The laptop screen had gone dark. The room held the echo of it.

Her full chest rose and fell under him. His face was in her dark blonde hair. Neither of them moved.

Then she laughed. A single short burst, surprised out of her. Then again, fuller, her full body shaking with it under his weight.

He lifted his head and looked at her face. She was grinning at the far wall, one arm thrown over her eyes, the giggle still working through her.

"That," she said, "was absolutely deranged."

He laughed. The whole weight of the morning came out of him in one long exhale and he dropped his forehead to her bare shoulder.

The laughter settled. The room went warm and quiet. Her hand found his hair and held it there.

"Marcus."

"Yeah."

"I love this. What we've been doing. The stories, the way we fuck now." A breath. "I love it."

"But?"

Her hand moved in his hair.

"I don't want to do it for real. I don't want to ruin what we have by going through with it."

The words landed clean and clear and he felt both things at the same time. The love for her, simple and complete. And underneath it the cold weight of the fantasy still running in him, not finished, with nowhere left to go. He breathed through the second thing and kept his face in her shoulder and did not let it out.

He pulled back and straightened. She slid off the desk and picked up her clothes from the floor and pulled them back on, her long fingers working the waistband, smoothing her dark blonde hair back off her face.

The spare room was wrecked. Desk six inches from the wall. Laptop dark. The curtains lit up now with proper morning light.

She turned and found him watching.

"Stop looking at me like that," she said.

"Like what."

"Like the answer just moved further away."

He laughed despite himself. She crossed to him and put both arms around him from the front, her full chest against his, her full mouth at his jaw.

"The fantasy is ours," she said. "That's enough."

His arms went around her. His hand found the curve of her arse and rested there and she let it.

He reached past her and closed the laptop. Julian's reply going dark behind the screen.

She felt the movement and said nothing. Just stayed against him in the quiet room, her full body warm, the blackbird still going somewhere outside in the hedge.

It's enough.

He held her and almost believed it.
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Chapter 8
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He'd gone back to Julian's website every night that week.

Not hunting. Just returning to it, night after night: the same grid, the same warm ochre and grey, the same full-breasted, wide-hipped women across twenty years of canvases. Not a cell in his body uncertain that those proportions were Sienna's. Julian had never stopped painting her. He'd just been using other women to do it.

He's still hung up on her. Twenty years and he never got over her body.

On Tuesday he'd typed it into the search bar without thinking too hard about the words: want to watch my wife with another man. Then stared at what he'd written. Then pressed enter.

The forums took him somewhere he hadn't expected. Other men's accounts, honest and specific, the kind of honesty that only happens when people think no one who knows them is reading. The waiting. The agreement. The door closing on her. What it felt like when she came home. He'd read for two hours and the shame he'd been carrying since the attic had put itself down and not picked itself back up. These weren't broken men or weak ones. They were men who wanted their wives more, not less, for what they were giving them. Marcus had closed the laptop and gone to bed and slept better than he had in weeks.

––––––––
[image: ]


Thursday morning he was up before her.

He heard her moving in the bedroom when he came upstairs with two mugs, and she was already half-dressed, her full body moving through the grey October light in her bra and underwear, reaching for the wrap dress on the hanger. He stood in the doorway with both mugs and watched the dark grey fabric come down over her full breasts and settle across her wide hips. She smoothed it with both hands, checked the mirror, then turned and found him.

"You're staring."

"Yes."

Her full mouth pulled into something that wasn't quite a smile and wasn't quite nerves. Both at once. He crossed and gave her the mug and she took it and their fingers overlapped on the handle for a moment and neither of them moved.

"I'm not sure I know how to do this," she said. Quiet. Just for the room.

"Neither do I."

She looked at him. Her grey-green eyes were soft and searching and right there. He put his free hand to the side of her face and she leaned into it, just slightly, and they stood like that for a moment in the bedroom with the mugs going warm between them and October light coming grey through the curtains.

Then she stepped back and finished getting ready.
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The car held them close. Her hand found his on the gearstick before they cleared the end of their road and stayed there, her long fingers threaded through his, her full thigh warm against the console. Neither of them spoke much. The M5 unrolled ahead of them and the fields were going gold at the edges and she had her head turned slightly toward the window and he could see the pale line of her neck above the wrap dress and the mole above her right collarbone and he thought: she's nervous and she wants this and so do I and none of us has any idea what we're doing.

That was the most honest thing in the car.

Clifton rose through the windscreen: Georgian stone, October trees, streets narrowing to something older. He found the road and pulled up outside Julian's building. Three buzzers on the panel. Carver Studio, small typed letters on the top one.

Sienna looked at it.

He looked at her looking at it: her full chest rising slowly, her jaw set, her long fingers open in her lap.

"You don't have to," he said. They'd said it before. He meant it every time.

"I know." She turned to him. Her grey-green eyes were clear and decided. She kissed him once, firm, her full mouth warm on his. Then she pulled back, picked up her bag, and got out.

Cold morning air. Her full figure in the grey dress. Dark blonde hair catching the pale light as she walked to the door without looking back. Her arse moving under the fabric, her shoulders straight, her hand going to the top buzzer, pressing it, the pause, the click of the latch releasing.

The door closed behind her.

Marcus sat with both hands on the wheel and the taste of her still on his mouth.

Then he put the car in gear, drove two streets, and parked.

The café was warm and smelled of coffee and someone's toasted bread. He ordered, found a table at the window, set his book flat on the table in front of him. Read the first line. Read it again. Put it face down.

Checked his watch. Ten twenty-three.

She's in that room right now. He's opening the door and looking at her.
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The buzzer crackled and the latch clicked and she pushed through into a stairwell that smelled of turpentine and old stone.

Third floor. She climbed without rushing, her bag on her shoulder, her full chest keeping its own rhythm. The wrap dress was the right choice. Something between dressed and not. On the drive here she'd been fine. Now, one flight from the top, her mind did the thing she'd been keeping it from doing all week: ran the inventory. Forty-four. Twenty-three years since he last saw her without clothes. Her full breasts heavier now, the natural sag of them, the fuller curve of her belly, her wide hips and the fuller round weight of her arse. Not the body he'd drawn. A different body. An older one.

He's going to see all of it.

At the top landing a door stood open six inches.

She pushed it.

Julian was already crossing the room toward her.

Older. The black hair threaded grey at the temples, the angular face sharpened by the years rather than softened. The dark eyes the same. He moved the same way he always had: deliberate, certain of the space around him. His eyes went to her full body immediately, one clean unhurried pass from shoulder to hem, and she felt it land on every place she'd been cataloguing on the stairs. Then his face did something. Not politeness. Something that opened and settled, the specific ease of arriving somewhere he'd been trying to get back to for a long time.

He pulled the door wide. "Sienna."

Her name in his mouth after twenty-three years. "Julian."

They landed on a kiss beside the cheek, his hand at her elbow, and then they were inside and the door was shut.

She walked his walls while he made coffee.

The paintings stopped her before she'd gone ten feet. Women, almost exclusively: reclining, seated, three-quarter turns. Wide hips and breasts and the particular fall of weight that came from a specific body type, returning through twenty years of canvases like a fixed point he kept returning to.

He's been painting me. The whole time.

Not her face. Her proportions. Her outline reconstructed in other women's bodies, over and over, the same charcoal knowledge translated into oil. She stood with her hands loose at her sides and felt the full complicated weight of being someone's recurring subject without knowing it.

The small talk thinned over coffee. Goldsmiths names, who was still working, two tutors dead. His voice unhurried, amused. Her eyes kept going back to his hands around the mug: long fingers, charcoal still deep in the creases of his knuckles.

A pause opened up between them.

"Ready?" he said.

The robe behind the screen was thick cotton, freshly laundered. She undressed slowly, more slowly than she needed to. Hung the wrap dress. Stood for a moment in just her underwear with her hands at her sides and looked down at herself. The weight of her breasts in her bra. Her wide hips, the fuller curve of her belly above the waistband. Her arse. All of it different from the girl in those drawings, softer and heavier and more. In a moment she was going to walk out there and lie down under the north light and let him look at all of it with the same eyes that had looked at her at twenty-one.

She unhooked her bra. Stepped out of her underwear. Tied the robe.

The chaise was positioned under the north window in flat, relentless light. She settled onto it and he was already at the easel.

"Left shoulder toward me. Knees together. Chin level."

Clinical. She arranged herself and he looked and the charcoal began.

The robe had settled across her lap and fallen open slightly at the chest, the full upper curves of her heavy breasts visible above the lapel, pale and freckled in the north light. She watched him look. He looked for a long moment, his dark eyes reading the line of her, and something in his expression settled with a kind of satisfaction that had nothing clinical about it. Then the charcoal started moving.

He's not disappointed.

The charcoal worked. Short strokes, long ones, the drag and scratch of it that lived in her body memory. His dark eyes moved between her and the paper in a steady rhythm. He shifted her twice in the first hour, voice only. The second adjustment loosened the robe at the chest. The weight of her left breast almost visible above the lapel. His eyes went there and held, and his jaw moved, and the charcoal paused for a beat before it resumed.

In the second hour she shifted at his instruction and the robe fell open to the waist.

She didn't close it.

His eyes went to her breasts, the natural sag of them, the pale full weight of them in the flat light. Her wide hips where the robe pooled open. The fuller soft curve of her belly. He looked at all of it and the charcoal kept moving and his expression was that of a man who is being given something he has wanted for a long time and is being careful not to rush it.

He's drawing what he sees and he wants what he sees.

He crossed the room at the ninety-minute mark with a lamp. Stood two feet from the chaise and angled it toward her, the warmth of it falling across her full bare chest and throat. Close enough that she could hear his breathing, thicker than it needed to be for a man just adjusting a lamp.

He didn't go back immediately.

His dark eyes went to her breasts first, the pale weight of them, the way they sat on her chest now with the gravity of twenty-three years on them. Then to the full curve of her belly, her wide hips, the tops of her full thighs where the robe had fallen away.

"God," he said. Low. Almost to himself. Then he looked at her face and didn't bother adjusting his expression. "I forgot how much of you there is."

She kept her chin level. Said nothing.

"Your tits." His eyes went back to them, direct, no pretence of clinical distance now. "They're heavier. Fuller." He looked at them the way the charcoal had looked at them for the past ninety minutes, reading them, learning them. "I used to think about your tits. More than was probably reasonable."

The warmth came low and fast and she kept her face still.

"And your arse." He tilted his head. "I can't see it from here but I watched you walk in." A pause. "It's better. The whole of you is better." His full mouth pulled into something easy and certain and not decent. "You were a girl when I was drawing you. This is a woman's body. It's a different thing to look at."

"You're still drawing it," she said. Her voice came out steadier than she felt.

"I never stopped." He said it without apology, his dark eyes holding hers. "Different women. Same body. I kept trying to get it right." His eyes dropped back to her full bare breasts, unhurried. "I don't think I ever quite managed it from memory."

The admission sat in the room between them.

She thought about Marcus two streets away with his unread book. She thought about the paintings on the walls and twenty-three years of her outline in other women's bodies. She thought about the particular way Julian was looking at her breasts right now, with the focused appetite of a man who has wanted back inside something for a very long time.

File all of that away.

"I think you should get back to the easel," she said.

Something moved across his face. Not offended. Appreciative, almost. He looked at her for one more moment, her full bare chest, her wide hips, all of it open in the flat north light, and then he went back to the easel and picked up the charcoal.

At two hours he set it down for the last time.

"I think that's enough for today."

She went behind the screen. Dressed in the quiet while he moved around the studio. Her hands smoothed the wrap dress over her wide hips and she stood for a moment with her back to the room.

The self-consciousness that had walked up those stairs with her was gone. Something else had replaced it, warmer and less easy to name. Julian's eyes on her breasts. I kept trying to get it right. The way he'd looked at her arse when she'd walked in.

She was wet. Had been for the last forty minutes.

She picked up her bag, came out, said the right things. His dark eyes followed her to the door and she felt them moving across her full body between her shoulder blades all the way down the hall.

The door closed behind her.
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Ten twenty-three became ten forty became eleven fifteen and the book lay face-down on the table where he'd put it after the first page and hadn't touched since.

The café was warm and full of ordinary noise: a machine steaming milk, two women at the next table talking about a school. Marcus sat with his cold flat white and watched the street through the window and did not think about anything except what was happening four hundred metres away in a north-facing studio on the third floor.

She's on the chaise right now. He's looking at her.

The robe open. Julian's eyes on her breasts in that flat relentless light. The charcoal moving across the paper, finding her full body the way it had found it twenty-three years ago, building the same knowledge back from scratch. Her wide hips, the fuller curve of her belly, the weight of her arse that Julian had watched walk through his door and had never once stopped painting.

Marcus was hard in his jeans. Had been since eleven. It had stopped being uncomfortable and become simply the condition of sitting here.

Eleven thirty. The women at the next table left. Someone ordered at the counter. He picked up his coffee, found it cold, set it back down. His mind ran where it was going to run regardless.

Julian crossing the room to adjust something. Getting close. Sienna holding the pose, her full bare chest in the lamp's warmth, her grey-green eyes level, her full mouth giving nothing away. Julian looking at her direct and unhurried, a man with access and the intention to use it.

What is he saying to her right now. What is she letting him say.

Twelve forty and his phone lit up on the table.

Her name.

He picked up on the first ring.

"Hi." Her voice was low and warm and unsteady in a way he recognised.

"Hi." His own voice came out rough. "You okay?"

"Yes." A breath. "I'm in the car park. I just got out."

"Tell me everything."

A pause. The soft sound of the car seat. Then:

"When he opened the door his eyes went straight to me. Not my face. My body. One long look, all the way down." Her voice careful, low, giving him each thing separately. "And his face — it wasn't polite, Marcus. It was want. Relief. The face of a man who'd been looking for something and found it."

His hand moved to his lap. He didn't stop it.

"The walls," she said. "His paintings. Twenty years of them and they're all me. Not my face, but my body. My hips, my chest. He's been painting me the whole time."

"Keep going."

"The robe kept falling open. I let it." A beat. "He looked at my breasts every time. Just looked, didn't pretend he wasn't. The charcoal would slow down and his eyes would go there and stay."

Marcus's hand worked under the table, his jaw set, his eyes fixed on the middle distance.

"And then he came over with the lamp. Stood right in front of me, two feet away. Close." Her voice dropped further. "He looked at my breasts for a long time and then he said..." A pause. He heard her breath catch. "He said, I forgot how much of you there is."

"Christ."

"Then he said my tits were heavier. Fuller." She said it plainly, the way he needed her to say it. "That he used to think about them more than was probably reasonable."

"Sienna."

"He said my arse was better. That the whole of me was better." A breath. "That he'd spent twenty years painting me from memory and never quite got it right."

A beat of silence.

"How did that make you feel," Marcus said. Low. Careful.

She didn't answer immediately. He heard her shift in the seat.

"Wet," she said. "I was wet for the last forty minutes of the session." Her voice quiet and even, no apology in it, just the fact delivered straight. "He hadn't touched me. He'd barely moved from the easel. But the way he was looking at me, what he was saying..." She stopped. Then: "I haven't felt looked at like that in a long time."

Marcus came with his jaw locked and his eyes shut and the phone pressed hard against his ear, her voice the only thing in the room.

He breathed.

"Marcus."

"I'm here."

"I could tell," she said. The smile in her voice warm and a little undone. Then, quieter: "Does it help that I came straight to the car to call you?"

"Yes," he said. "It helps."
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She was leaning against the car when he pulled in, bag on her shoulder, dark blonde hair catching the October sun. Her full body in the grey wrap dress, her wide hips, the weight of her arse against the door. Her grey-green eyes found him through the windscreen and two hours of being looked at by a man who wanted her was still on her face.

She got in. The door closed. The car smelled immediately of her.

He didn't start the engine.

He turned in his seat and looked at her, all of her, her full body in the afternoon light, her cheeks still flushed, her full mouth swollen from the way she'd been biting it. She looked back at him and something moved across her face that was part sheepish and nakedly aroused.

"Hi," she said. Small. Almost a whisper.

"Hi." He reached over and pushed a strand of dark blonde hair back from her face, his hand staying at her jaw. "I want you to go back next week."

Her breath came out slowly. Her grey-green eyes dropped for a moment, her full mouth pulling into something between a smile and something she couldn't quite hold steady.

"Yeah?" Her voice barely above a murmur.

"Yes." His thumb moved along her jaw. "I want you to go back and I want you to let him keep looking at you like that."

She made a soft sound low in her throat, her full chest rising. "Marcus."

"Tell me you want to."

A pause. Her grey-green eyes came back up to his, dark and certain and still a little undone from the phone call, from the session, from all of it.

"I want to," she said. And then, quieter, her full mouth curving with something that was almost shy: "I've been wet since eleven o'clock."

He kissed her. Hard, both hands in her dark blonde hair, pulling her in, and she made a small desperate sound against his mouth and gripped the front of his jacket with both hands and kissed him back like she'd been waiting in that car park for exactly this.

When he pulled back they were both breathing.

He started the engine.

The motorway opened ahead of them and her hand found his on the gearstick and stayed there all the way home.
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Chapter 9
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The text to Julian had gone on Monday evening. One word: "Tuesday?" His reply came back in under a minute: "Yes. Come at eleven." She held the phone out to Marcus without being asked. He read it and handed it back and his jaw was tight and his eyes were on her and the word came out flat and certain.

"Go."

His cock was already pressing at the front of his jeans.

The A40 west and then the M5 south, the miles moving under the car in flat morning light. Her hands were steady on the wheel. That was the part she kept noting: no shaking, no urge to pull over and turn around. Her full body calm and going toward something it had already settled on before her head finished forming the question. The indicator clicked at junction fifteen and she pulled onto the slip road.

Clifton came up around her, the Georgian terraces pale and close, the streets narrow. She parked two roads back. Her full chest rose and fell under her shirt and she sat for a moment with her hands in her lap, not second-guessing, just feeling the weight of what the next hour was going to be. Then she got out and walked.

Julian opened the door before she knocked. A glass of red in one hand, his dark eyes going to her face first and then moving down across her throat, across her full breasts pressing the front of her shirt, down to her wide hips and the close fit of her jeans, and back up. Four seconds of it and he didn't blink or pretend otherwise.

"Sienna."

"Julian."

He stepped back and she walked in.

Turpentine and old paper and the dry cold of a north-facing room. She set her bag by the door and turned to unzip her jacket, and felt his eyes on her arse as she turned to hang it on the hook. The second wine glass sat poured on the side table. He handed it to her without asking.

His hands moved to the easel. The tin of charcoal repositioned, long fingers spreading across the ledge.

"I wasn't sure you'd come back this soon," he said.

"Here I am."

"Here you are."

He turned, and his dark eyes came across the room and stayed on her.

"You know what I kept thinking about all week."

She waited.

"First session. You took the robe off and I picked up the charcoal and I thought: she wasn't like this at twenty-one. She was beautiful. The best thing I'd ever drawn. But she wasn't this." His dark eyes moved from her full breasts to her face, no pretence in it. "You're more now. Everything fuller. Your tits, your hips, that arse." He said it flat and direct, plain fact. "Every woman I've drawn for twenty years, I was trying to get back to what you had. Not even close. You walk in here at forty-four and I understand exactly why."

The flush started below her collarbone and spread up through her full chest.

"Julian."

"You were always the sexiest woman I ever drew." He crossed the room. His fingers found her chin and tilted it up and his dark eyes were level and close. "Last week I got hard drawing you. Sat there with the charcoal in my hand, you on that chaise, and I was hard just from looking at you. Same as I used to get at twenty-three."

His eyes dropped to her mouth.

"Do you remember what we used to do when that happened?"

Her mouth was dry.

She remembered exactly what they used to do.

"Get on the chaise," he said.

The robe came off faster than last week. She was aware of the difference in her own hands. She draped it over the arm and lay back. Julian looked at her full body in the north light, at her full bare breasts and her wide hips and her long pale thighs, and held the look for a long moment before he picked up the charcoal.

"Left knee up. Weight on your right hip. Let your shoulders go."

She adjusted. He came to her, crouched at the side of the chaise, and put both hands on her hip. He rotated it a degree and the grip was nothing like an adjustment and both of them knew it. His hands moved to the top of her full bare thigh and pressed the weight of it down into the chaise, dragging his palms to just above her knee.

"There. Hold that."

He went back to the easel.

The charcoal moved fast. She could hear it from the chaise: the drag across the paper, the tap to knock the excess off. His eyes came to her in short intervals and each time she felt exactly where they went. Her full breasts first, following their fall in this position. Then her stomach, her wide hips, her full thighs held open by the pose. He was not looking at her to understand the composition. He was looking at her the way a man looks at something he has already decided he is going to have.

He crossed to her again without announcing it. His hand went to her shoulder, shifted its angle, and trailed all the way down her spine to the small of her back. It stopped there, flat and warm. His thumb pressed once into the base of her spine and she felt it the full length of her body.

The charcoal sat forgotten on the ledge of the easel. His palm slid lower until his fingers spread across her arse and gripped, both hands now, the full weight of her in his grip.

He came around in front of her. His dark eyes moved down her bare body from her throat to her full breasts to her stomach to the open line of her thighs. He reached down and moved her knee further out and looked at what the pose gave him now, and his jaw tightened.

"God," he said. "Look at you."

Her full chest flushed deeper and his eyes went there and his mouth curved and he put his hand flat on her full bare breast and that was the end of the drawing session.

His hand stayed on her full bare breast, warm and certain, thumb pressed over her nipple. She made a sound in her throat. He watched her make it and pressed harder.

"I've been thinking about this since you left last week," he said. Both hands on her full breasts now, squeezing the weight of them, his thumbs working her nipples in slow circles. "Every single day."

Her back arched into his grip and a sound came out of her she didn't try to contain.

His mouth came down on her throat, open and wet, dragging across her collarbone and lower. He took his time at her full breasts, his tongue across one nipple and then the other, sucking until she felt it low in her stomach and between her thighs. His hands held the full warm weight of them together and she got her fingers into his hair.

"Mm. Julian."

He put his mouth to her ear.

"I'm going to go down on you the way I used to," he said. "You remember how long I used to stay there."

She remembered exactly how long.

His mouth moved down her stomach. Both hands went to the inside of her full bare thighs and pressed them open against the chaise, spreading the warm weight of them wide. He looked at her from close range. Then he laughed, low and warm, a single breath of genuine amusement.

"God, Sienna." A slow shake of his head, dark eyes on her. "Twenty years. I have never once met a woman who gets wet as fast as you. Never. You're soaked." His eyes came up to her face. "You were like this at twenty-one too. Wet before I'd even put my hands on you. It used to make me insane."

Her full chest flushed from throat to stomach and she said nothing at all.

Then his mouth was on her and the sound she made went up the walls of the studio.

He remembered everything. The specific pressure, the specific angle, the place on the left side that made her hips jerk, and the exact rhythm that built her without rushing her. His broad hands went under her arse and gripped, lifting her hips to his mouth, holding her in place so she couldn't pull away even when it got to be too much. None of it was gone from his hands or his mouth.

Her full thighs clamped either side of his head. Her back came off the chaise.

"Oh. Oh fuck. Oh..."

She came the first time with her fingers locked in his hair and her full hips grinding against his face and a noise leaving her throat she didn't try to stop. He stayed through all of it, kept the pressure exact, held her arse in both hands and worked her until her thighs shook and fell open.

He stood. Pulled his shirt over his head. She watched from the chaise, her full breasts heaving with each breath, her thighs loose and warm. His body was the same body she'd known at twenty-three. The lean lines of him, the angular chest, the obliques cutting down toward his jeans. Long fingers on the button. He stepped out of them.

There he is.

His cock was hard and she looked at it and her mouth went dry and the comparison landed before she'd decided to make it. Longer than Marcus. The specific shape of it that she'd spent eighteen months learning at twenty-one, the thickness of it, the weight. She'd told herself she'd forgotten. She hadn't forgotten anything.

Marcus is going to want every detail of this.

Julian crossed to her. Pulled her up off the chaise by both hands and walked her back to the wall, his hands going to her arse the moment her back hit the plaster. He gripped both cheeks and lifted and she wrapped her legs around his waist.

His cock pushed into her and she gasped, both hands clawing at his back, her full breasts crushed against his chest. Her body needed a moment and in that moment she was aware of every inch of the difference, the specific fullness of it, different from Marcus and present in every nerve she had.

"Nngh. God."

"Mmm." He pulled back and drove in again, slow and deliberate, watching her face. "There she is," he said. "That face. I missed that face."

He fucked her against the wall with both hands full of her arse, setting a rhythm hard enough that the breath knocked out of her with each stroke. Her full breasts moved against his chest. Her dark blonde hair scraped the plaster. She could hear herself, the sounds she was making, and stopped trying to moderate them somewhere in the first minute.

"Yes. Yes. Like that. Don't stop."

"I'm not stopping," he said against her throat. "I've got all morning."

He changed the angle and she cried out.

"Ah. Fuck. There. Right there."

"Yeah?" His voice low and satisfied at her ear. "You feel that?"

"Yes. God. Yes."

He held her at that angle and kept going and she came the second time against the wall with her face buried in his shoulder, both legs locked around his waist, her full body shaking through it.

He lowered her to the drop cloth, lay her back, and came over her. He hooked one of her full bare thighs up over his hip, got back inside her, and went again. Slower now and deeper, his forearm beside her head and his dark eyes on her face. His free hand moved to her full bare breast and cupped the weight of it, his thumb pressing her nipple, and she arched hard into it.

"Tell me what you want," he said.

"Don't stop."

"What else."

"Harder."

He gave her harder and she dug her fingers into his back and he went harder still and the breath left her in a rush.

"Oh. Oh. Mm."

His mouth went to her ear.

"You feel how deep I am?" Low, direct, his hips not slowing. "You feel that?"

"Yes." The word barely made it out. "Yes."

"Good girl."

She came the third time with her mouth open against his jaw and her full body shaking through it, her full hips bucking up and her thighs locked around him and a sound tearing out of her that she had no control over. The shaking went on longer than the first two. Long enough that her fingers went weak against his back and her full breasts pressed hard into his chest and the only thing holding her together was his weight on her.

He drove into her through it, deep and without slowing, and then his whole body went rigid and he roared against her throat, raw and open and loud in the quiet studio. She felt him come inside her. Each spurt of it, distinct and warm, filling her, her full hips still grinding up onto him through every wave of it.

"Ah. Fuck. Ah."

His full weight came down on her and they lay still.

The north light. The charcoal dust. His heart going hard under her ear and then slowly not. Her full body loose and damp and still trembling at the thighs.

She lay there until her breath came back. Then she moved.

He watched from the drop cloth with one arm behind his head as she found her underwear, her jeans, her shirt. Her full breasts disappeared under the fabric. Her dark blonde hair she pushed back with one hand.

"Sienna."

"Don't," she said.

She picked up her bag. Crossed to the door and opened it and stood for a moment with her back to him.

"That was a mistake," she said.

Her voice came out flat. Certain. She stepped through the door and pulled it closed behind her.

Clifton street, cool air on her flushed face. Julian's scent on her skin, the wet of him between her full thighs with every step. Her body still carrying all of it: his hands, his mouth, the specific weight of him inside her and the feeling of being full and then wrecked.

Was it?

She walked. The Georgian terraces went past and her bag was on her shoulder and her legs were unsteady and she kept walking.

Was it a mistake?

She didn't know. Right now, walking this street in the cool Clifton air with his cum still warm between her thighs, she did not know. Her full chest felt loose and wrung out and her mind was quiet in a way it almost never was. That part hadn't felt like a mistake. That part had felt like the opposite of a mistake.

She reached the car. Stood at the door. Took her phone from her jacket pocket and typed two words.

"It happened."

She pressed send, put the phone away, and got in.
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"It happened."

Past tense. Marcus read it three times. His thumb went still on the screen and the sofa and the room and the half-read book on the cushion beside him all stayed exactly where they were and none of it registered at all.

Past tense meant done, finished, already behind her.

The phone went face down on the cushion. He picked it up and read it again and put it down.

His cock was hard against his jeans.

The kitchen next, a glass of water, half of it drunk standing at the counter with no idea what he'd gone there for. Back to the sofa. The book moved to the floor. He sat and looked at the opposite wall.

Two words and a full stop and then nothing. She could be dressing right now. She could be in the car. She could still be on her back on the studio floor with Julian's hands on her full breasts and his mouth on her throat going for a second round while Marcus sat here with the phone on the cushion and no way of knowing. The text said "It happened." No "I'm coming home," no "on my way," nothing he could work backward from.

The phone went back on the cushion. His eyes went to the window.

A car slowed outside. Wrong engine, gone in three seconds. A door somewhere down the street. Not hers. Footsteps on the pavement coming closer and then past and fading. Not hers.

He went to the window and stood with one hand on the frame and looked at the empty road. A neighbour's cat crossed the pavement and disappeared under a car. The street stayed still.

She could still be in his bed.

Back to the sofa.

The waiting itself he could manage. The blankness was the thing, and his mind filled it without invitation. Julian's mouth on her full breasts, sucking her nipples hard the way the drawings suggested a man who had done it a hundred times. His face between her full thighs, his hands gripping her arse, holding her open while he went down on her and she made those sounds. Her full hips grinding against his face. Julian's cock inside her, the length of it, the specific fullness of it that Marcus couldn't match and knew it, driving into her against a wall or a floor or whatever surface he'd bent her over, his hands full of her full arse and her dark blonde hair loose and her full mouth open and her voice going up with each thrust.

He's making her come. Right now. While I sit here. She's coming on his cock and there is nothing I can do about any of it.

His jaw tightened. The want of it sat in the room alongside the agony of it and he let both of them sit, sharp and present and real. The deep, animal, unreasonable want of knowing she was out there being wanted by someone who knew her body the way a man knows a body he was given at twenty-one, and she was letting it happen, and she was going to come home and put her mouth to his ear and tell him every single thing.

His cock hadn't gone down since the text arrived.

Her key in the lock came less than an hour after the message. The slight catch the mechanism always made before it turned. He heard it and sat still and watched the door and his whole chest went tight.

She came in.

Her dark blonde hair loose around her shoulders and her face still flushed, the flush running all the way down into her throat and below her collar. Her shirt off by one button at the top. Her full mouth swollen. A smear of grey charcoal at her collarbone and another at the side of her neck, and she moved with the particular loose ease of a body that had been handled for hours and was still carrying every bit of it. Her full hips. Her long legs. The way she set her bag down and straightened and found him across the room.

She said nothing. Neither did he.

He crossed to her. Both hands to her face and his face straight into her throat and he breathed. Julian's scent on her skin, on her dark blonde hair, between her full breasts where the shirt lay open at the collar. His jaw clenched. He breathed it in again and the sound that came from his chest was low and raw and not something he'd chosen to make.

Her hands came up to his chest. Not pushing. Just landing there, warm and certain.

"Tell me," he said against her throat. "All of it."

She pulled back just enough to look at his face. Read it the way she always read it, without gaps. Her full mouth curved at one corner. She took his hand and turned toward the stairs and her voice came low and close at his ear as they went up.

"He opened the door and looked at me the way he used to. Top to bottom. Like I was already his. And then he said..."
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Chapter 10
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The third time he opened his door for her, she was in his arms before the door was closed.

His mouth came down hard on hers and her bag hit the floor somewhere and both her hands were in his dark hair and his hands were already pulling her coat off her shoulders. It fell behind her. She didn't hear it land. Her fingers were at his shirt buttons and he was walking her backward and her full hip caught the doorframe and neither of them stopped.

"Here," he said, and pulled her jumper over her head.

"Here," she agreed.

The bra went. His mouth dropped straight to her breasts and both hands gripped them, his thumbs dragging over her nipples, and the sound she made was loud in the small hallway and she didn't care.

"God." His mouth moved over the  weight of them, tongue dragging slow across her right nipple. "This body." He gripped both full breasts hard and looked up at her. "Made to be looked at. Every single inch of you."

Her hands got three of his buttons before she stopped bothering. She pulled the shirt open and her palms went flat against his bare chest and he had her jeans undone and pushed down to her thighs and his hand was between her  thighs before the denim was anywhere near the floor.

"Already soaked." His fingers pressed in and he made a low, satisfied sound. "You drove all the way here like this."

Don't answer that.

She answered it.

"Yes."

"Filthy." He worked her with two fingers, his mouth back on her full breasts, tongue circling her nipple. "My horny girl. You'd have let me fuck you on the pavement."

"Ngh..."

"Wouldn't you."

"Yes. God. Yes."

He worked her slowly and without mercy, his mouth on her full breasts, and her full body locked against him and she came standing in his hallway with her jeans around her thighs and her full bare back against the wall and his name tearing out of her.

"Julian... nnh... oh god..."

"Mm." His fingers kept moving through it. "There. Good girl."

Her full legs were still shaking when he turned her. Jeans off, kicked free, and his hands found the weight of her arse and gripped it with both palms and he was still half-dressed, shirt hanging open, and he pushed inside her from behind and the sound that left her had no shape at all.

"Oh. Oh..."

Full and immediate, the stretch of him, the reach of him, and her palms pressed flat into the wallpaper and her full hips rolled back hard to meet him.

"Fuck." His hands gripped her full hips and pulled her back onto him. "Look at this arse." A sharp drive in and she cried out. "Look at what you walk around with. Every man you pass on the street."

"Nngh..."

"Slut for it." His mouth at her ear, his hips finding their rhythm. "Aren't you. Drove all this way just to get this fat cock inside you."

"Yes." Breathless, her full palms flat on the wall, meeting every stroke. "Yes. Your cock is... nnh... the best I've ever had. I think about it every day."

A sharp sound from him, something close to a growl, and his hands gripped harder and his rhythm broke open and he fucked her against the wall of his hallway with real intention and she came again before the bedroom door was open, clenching hard around him and sobbing into the wallpaper.

He didn't stop. He held her up and kept going and she felt every stroke through the full aftershock of it and her full mouth stayed open and nothing intelligible came out.

They made the bedroom eventually.

She lay back on the low bed and watched him strip the rest of the way and the sight of him, fully hard and moving toward her, sent a fresh pulse straight through her. He stood at the foot of the bed and looked at her the way he always looked at a subject he intended to work on properly.

"Legs open," he said.

Her full thighs fell apart without a thought.

"Christ." He dropped to his knees and put his mouth on her and she grabbed the headboard with both hands.

"Oh. Oh god. Don't... nnh... don't stop..."

His tongue worked her until she came, hard and shaking, her full hips grinding against his mouth, her dark blonde hair plastered to her face. Then he came up the bed and pushed into her in one slow, full drive and she felt him everywhere.

"That's it." His mouth at her throat, her jaw, the corner of her full mouth. "That's what this beautiful slutty body needs."

"Yes." Her full legs locked around him. "Deeper. Please..."

"Mm." He drove in harder and she arched completely off the mattress. "There it is."

She came again. He came a minute later, deep and full inside her, and she felt every pulse of it and held him through all of it with her full thighs clamped either side of him.

They lay still for ten minutes.

Then his hand moved on her full breast and she felt him start to harden again and she laughed, low and disbelieving.

"Julian."

"Mm."

"We can't."

"Your mouth says that," he said. His hand slid down her full stomach, lower. She was wet all over again and they both knew it. "Your body says something else entirely."

The third time she was on top, her full thighs spread across his hips, her breasts moving, her dark blonde hair loose and wild, and she rode him with her palms flat on his chest and her eyes on his until she came with her full head thrown back and a long, broken cry that probably carried through the floor.

He gripped her full hips and thrust up into her and came inside her and she collapsed forward onto his chest and neither of them moved for a long time.

The light through the curtains had dropped a full hour by the time she stood. The hallway was a disaster: coat on the floor, jumper against the skirting board, bra on the door handle, jeans in two separate places. She dressed in the wrong order. Her bra took three attempts. Her full legs registered a formal complaint on the stairs going down and she held the railing with genuine need.

Outside, the cold hit every warm place at once.

She found her car two streets over and got in and sat for a moment with both hands on the wheel. Her full thighs were still trembling. Three times. She was full of him three times over, the weight of it still sitting low and heavy inside her, and her full body had the specific wrung-out stillness of something that had been used completely and had no objection whatsoever.

Don't call Marcus yet. The thought was almost tender. Just sit here for a minute. Just be in this.

She sat in the dark car on the quiet Clifton street and let the trembling in her full thighs go still at its own pace, and the evening came down around her, and she was in no hurry at all.
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The fifth time he wanted to draw her.

To draw the lust in her eyes and in her full body, he said. The specific quality of wanting she carried into his studio now, visible from across the room. He wanted it on paper before he did anything about it.

She stood in the studio doorway and looked at the chaise, the easel, the charcoal in the jar, and felt the old pull of it low in her full stomach.

"Take the robe off," he said. "Sit where the light is."

She took the robe off.

He was already undressed.

That was new. That was entirely, deliberately new, and her grey-green eyes moved over him the moment she registered it: all lean planes and angled bone, the obliques she had been gripping for two visits, and between his thighs his cock already full and hard, heavy and thick, standing out from his body with the blunt certainty of a man who was not making any effort to conceal what this was doing to him.

Oh.

She sat. Her  thighs fell open slightly without being asked and she watched him look at her and felt the wet start immediately.

He picked up the charcoal.

He drew standing, his dark eyes moving from her body to the page with the same patient attention they always had, except now every time his gaze returned to her it tracked down her breasts, her soft pale stomach, the inside of her full thighs, and his cock stayed hard the entire time, swaying slightly when he shifted his weight, and she sat on the chaise and watched it and her full mouth went dry.

"Don't close your legs," he said, not looking up from the page.

She hadn't realised she'd started to. She opened them again.

"Look at me," he said.

She looked at him. His dark eyes came up from the page and met hers and held them and the charcoal kept moving by memory, his hand finding her lines without looking, because he knew them now. Her grey-green eyes on his face and his cock hard and present between them and the studio cold and silent and the scratch of charcoal the only sound.

Her full nipples were hard. Her full thighs were wet. She sat completely still and felt all of it.

"You're the best subject I've ever had," he said. "You know that your body was made to be looked at."

"I know," she said.

"And drawn." His eyes dropped to her full breasts, came back up. "And fucked."

"Julian."

"Mm."

"Put the charcoal down."

"Not yet."

She made a sound that was not patient and he smiled at the page and kept drawing.

He filled the sheet. Then he set the charcoal down and crossed the room and she reached for him before he reached her, her slender fingers wrapping around his thick hard cock, and the sound he made was low and sharp.

"Nnh. Christ."

"This," she said. Her hand worked him slow. "I think about this every day I'm not here."

"Show me."

She pulled him onto the chaise and took him in her mouth and his hand went into her dark blonde hair and held, not gripping, just resting there, and she worked him until his breathing was gone and his hips were moving and his hand tightened.

"Stop," he said. "Or this ends here."

She stopped.

He lifted her by the full hips and turned her and pushed inside her in one slow full drive and her full back arched off the chaise and her full mouth opened and nothing came out for a moment.

Then: "Oh god. Oh... nngh... yes."

Full and thick and deep, the reach of him, and her full hips moved to meet him and his hands were on her breasts and the chaise scraped the stone floor and she didn't care about anything at all.

"Best cock I've ever had," she said against the armrest. "The absolute best. Nothing comes close."

A low growl from him and he drove in harder and she cried out.

"Say it again," he said.

"Best cock I've ever had." Her full hips rolled back hard onto him. "Fat and perfect and I am completely addicted to it."

He fucked her until she came and then kept going until she came again, her full body clenched and shaking around him, and then he came inside her, deep and full, both hands gripping the weight of her arse, his chest on her full back, his mouth open against her shoulder.

They lay on the chaise in a heap.

The studio settled around them. Cold stone, grey light, the smell of linseed oil and sex.

Then she heard him move.

She opened one eye. He was reaching for the charcoal.

Of course he is.

"Julian."

"Stay exactly where you are," he said. "Don't move a single thing."

She was sprawled face-down across the chaise, her dark blonde hair loose and tangled, her  back bare, the weight of her arse visible, her full thighs slack and still carrying the flush of what had just happened. His cum warm inside her. Her full body utterly wrecked.

She stayed exactly where she was.

The scratch of charcoal returned. His dark eyes moved over her wrecked full body and down to the page and back, clinical and hungry at once, and she lay in the aftermath of two orgasms and let him record it and felt something close to pride.

This is what he wanted. This is what the old sketchbook was. This is where those drawings came from.

The specific ease of a body that has had everything it needed and is lying in the remains of it. She had looked at those drawings on Marcus's kitchen table and now she was inside one, warm and heavy and completely at peace, being committed to paper by the same hands that had just been all over her.

"Don't fall asleep," he said.

"I'm not."

"You are."

She was a little.

The charcoal stopped eventually. She heard it go back in the jar. His hands came to her full hips and she felt him hard again against the back of her full thighs and she laughed into the armrest.

"Again," he said.

"I'm a ruin."

"Again," he said, and pushed inside her, and she stopped arguing.

The second time was slower. Her full back against his chest, both of them on their sides on the studio floor now, his arm across her breasts, his hips moving against her full arse in a long unhurried rhythm that rebuilt everything his first visit had taken apart. His mouth at her ear, her throat, the back of her neck. Her full body loose and open and taking all of him without effort, slick with him, and the sounds she made were low and continuous and the studio held them in its cold stone walls and didn't let them out.

She came with her full face pressed into his forearm and his name a broken whisper.

He came inside her again, filling her completely, and she felt the pulse of it and closed her full thighs around him and held him there.

The drive home was dark motorway and the heater going full and her full body so loose in the seat she drove slightly slower than usual. Julian's cum still warm inside her, the full pleasant ache between her  thighs, the scratch of charcoal still audible somewhere in her memory. The drawing of her outfucked on the chaise would join the others propped against the studio wall. Her body, recorded. Her body, known.

He has always known exactly what to do with me.

Their road came up on the left. The downstairs light was on. She sat in the parked car for a moment and checked her face in the mirror: full mouth, flushed throat, grey-green eyes carrying something warm and entirely unrepentant.

She got out.

Marcus opened the front door before she reached it, like he'd been listening for the car, and the look on his face when he saw her said he already knew everything. His hands found her full hips and pulled her through the doorway and his mouth came down hard on her neck.

"You smell like him," he said at her throat.

"I know."

His hands tightened on her full hips. His breathing changed. She felt him hard against her already and her full body, wrecked and thoroughly used as it was, responded without hesitation.

"Tell me everything," he said.

She put her mouth to his ear and told him.
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By the seventh visit the drawings were stacking up.

Four of them propped against the studio wall in a loose row: her full body on the chaise in charcoal, her full back to the viewer, her full face turned over one shoulder. Her full thighs open, drawn from close, the line certain and unhurried. The outfucked one from the fifth visit, her full body splayed and slack and entirely at peace. A new one from tonight's session, her sitting cross-legged on the floor with her dark blonde hair loose and her breasts forward and her grey-green eyes on the artist with the look he had spent three sessions coaxing back out of her, the look that said she knew exactly what she was doing.

She stood in front of them now with her robe on and a glass of wine in her hand and looked at her own body rendered four times over in charcoal and felt nothing but the clean, simple fact of being known.

He sees me. He has always seen me.

Julian came and stood beside her with his own glass and looked at them alongside her. The studio was dim, one lamp in the corner, the evening fully down outside the high windows.

"The one from last week is the best thing I've drawn in two years," he said.

She looked at the outfucked one. Her full body recorded in its most undone state, every line of her loose and satisfied, the charcoal finding exactly what it was looking at.

"It's very honest," she said.

"All the best ones are."

They stayed on the studio floor and drank and talked the way they used to talk: about line and light and the specific problem of rendering weight in charcoal, about a show he had coming in January, about a painter she admired whose new work she had seen reviewed online. The ease of it was its own thing. She had not expected to get this back alongside everything else.

The wine finished. The lamp made a small warm circle and beyond it the studio was all shadow and the smell of linseed oil and the four drawings on the wall.

His hand moved to her full thigh.

She looked at the time on her phone. Nearly midnight.

I should go.

His hand moved higher.

She did not go.

The kitchen counter was cold through the robe and then the robe was off and the cold was on her bare full thighs and she didn't care. His hands lifted her and she wrapped her full legs around him and his mouth came down on her breasts and she gripped his dark hair.

"Nnh. Julian..."

"Quiet," he said against her skin. "The neighbours."

She pressed her full mouth to his shoulder and was not very quiet.

He fucked her on the kitchen counter in the dark flat with the studio lamp the only light coming through the doorway, her full back arching over the cold worktop, his hands gripping the weight of her hips, pulling her onto him with every stroke. Her breasts moved and his mouth found them and she came with her full face pressed into his neck and her full thighs clamped hard around him and a sound that was mostly breath.

He came inside her a moment later and she felt the full heat of it and held him there and the flat was very still around them.

He handed her the robe. She pulled it on and stood on the cold kitchen tiles and her full legs were doing the thing they always did now, the particular unsteadiness that meant she had been thoroughly seen to, and she located her wine glass and found a small amount left in it and drank it.

Julian leaned against the opposite counter and watched her. His dark eyes were easy and warm. Then something moved in them, a small adjustment, a slight recalibration, and he said it casually, the way you say things you have been considering for a while.

"You always go home," he said.

She looked at him.

"Every time." He turned his glass once in his fingers. "You always go home."

The kitchen held the words for a moment. Not a confrontation. Not even a complaint, quite. One sentence with a small amount of weight behind it, placed carefully on the counter between them.

"Yes," she said. "I do."

He held her gaze and nodded once, slowly, the way he nodded at a drawing that had come out exactly as he intended. She pulled the robe tighter and found her clothes and dressed in the bedroom and came back through and kissed him once at the door, his hand at her full jaw, her full mouth on his.

"Next week," she said.

"Next week," he said.

The M5 was empty and straight and dark. The heater ran and her full body sat loose in the seat and the arrangement sat cleanly around her, all its parts in their right places, nothing pulling or snagging. Julian's question was still in the kitchen on the cold tiles where she had left it.

He can think whatever he wants. He knows where I go.

Their road came up and she parked and the downstairs light was off this time. Past ten, past eleven, closer to one. She came in quietly and climbed the stairs and the bedroom was dark and Marcus was a warm shape under the duvet.

She undressed and got in and his arm came across her full waist in his sleep, pulling her back against his chest, his hand settling on her full hip with the ease of sixteen years. The specific weight of his palm, the particular way his fingers curled, a reflex worn into both of them so deep it required nothing from either of them anymore.

"Hey," he said, not quite awake.

"Hey," she said.

His thumb moved once across her full hip. She put her hand over his and held it there.

The house was quiet all the way to the walls. Not the silence of an empty place but the silence of two people who had chosen each other clearly and often enough that the choosing had become the air itself. She lay in it and felt the warmth of him along the full length of her back and thought about the four drawings on the studio wall and Julian's question on the cold kitchen tiles and the motorway coming home and none of it required any examination at all.

This is the life. This exact thing. His hand on my hip in the dark.

Julian drew her. Marcus held her. She had found, at forty-four, that she was large enough for both.

Her breathing slowed to match his. 
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Chapter 11
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Her full thighs were locked around his waist and she was close, he could feel it in the way she had stopped making sense.

Her nails went into his shoulders. Her full hips drove up to meet him, her full body working against his with complete focus.

"Nngh." A breath. Then: "Mmh. Yes."

He gripped the weight of her arse in both hands and drove forward and watched her face. Her dark blonde hair across the pillow, her gray-green eyes gone, her full mouth open.

"Tell me," he said.

"Julian." The word came out wrecked, half-breath, her full hips still moving. "He fucked me so well and then I came home and I need..."

He pushed deeper and the sentence dissolved.

"Oh... oh god. Ah."

Her orgasm hit her full body at once. Her back arched hard off the mattress, her thighs shaking either side of him, her full breasts shaking with the force of it. The noise she made was long and open in the quiet house: "Fuuuh... yes..." His followed straight after, face in her neck, both hands locked on her wide hips, jaw tight, her voice still going in his ear.

They lay still.

He was on his back. She was curled against him, her head on his shoulder, one leg hooked over his waist, her hand flat on his chest. His arm moved along her back and shoulder, the length of her spine and back up again, no destination.

Her full chest rose and fell under his palm. The room was quiet.

He had never heard her say another man's name like that during sex. No effort in it. No performance.

He looked at the ceiling.

"I want to be in the room."

Her hand stopped on his chest. She didn't pull away, didn't tense. Just listened.

"Not for the drawing," he said. "I know the drawings. I want to see what they were made after."

Quiet.

"Are you sure," she said.

"Yes."

Her hand started moving again, slow. Then she nodded once against his shoulder and the decision sat down in the room and neither of them moved to take it back.

––––––––
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A week later he was in the kitchen waiting, the same way he always waited on the nights she went to Bristol. Coffee going cold. The particular quality of the silence that meant her car was due.

Headlights crossed the ceiling. Her key in the lock.

She came through the kitchen door still in her coat and walked straight to him and kissed him, deep and slow, both hands on his face. He tasted Julian's evening on her and kissed her back.

She pulled back an inch.

"Julian said yes."

He looked at her.

"He wasn't immediately sure," she said. "I had to convince him. But he agreed."

He wasn't immediately sure. Julian had needed convincing to let another man watch him with Sienna. Marcus sat with that, turned it over, felt the specific weight of it settle somewhere low and hot.

"Friday," she said. "After ten. He'll leave the street door open."

"Okay," he said.

She held his eyes a moment longer. Then she unzipped her coat and hung it on the back of the chair and moved past him to fill a glass of water and Friday was the only thing in the week that had any weight.

––––––––
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Forty minutes of dark road and neither of them spoke. The hill streets of Clifton came up narrow and stone-lit and he found a space below the building and cut the engine.

She got out first.

He followed her up the stone stairs two paces behind and kept them there.

Julian opened the door and pulled her straight into a kiss. No greeting, no pause, both hands at her jaw, her dark blonde hair catching in his fingers. She went into it, her hands finding his chest.

Then he drew back, half a step, and looked past her at Marcus.

A nod toward the far corner of the studio. A wooden chair already positioned there, angled to face the chaise.

"That's your spot," Julian said.

He turned back to Sienna.

The heat hit Marcus's face before anything else did. Then lower, immediate and undeniable. He stood in the doorway of another man's studio and that man had already turned away from him and had his mouth back on Marcus's wife and the chair in the corner was waiting and Marcus walked to it and sat down.

That is what he thinks of you. That is exactly what you are here.

The arousal and the humiliation arrived together, indistinguishable.

Julian got her top over her head without breaking contact.

Her bra went next, his hands quick and certain at the clasp, and her breasts came free and he pulled back just far enough to look at them. His hands cupped the full warm weight of them, thumbs moving across the nipples, and she made a sound and her head dropped back.

"Mmh. Yes."

His mouth went to her neck, her throat, her full breasts, and she gripped his hair and held him there. Her gray-green eyes were closed. Her full lips were parted. The particular flush Marcus knew was spreading from her full chest up toward her cheeks and she was not thinking about the chair anymore.

She has forgotten he is here. Forty seconds and he is already gone from her head.

The jeans came off fast, Julian's hands at her hips yanking them down, her underwear following in the same move. Her full body in the lamplight, the freckles across her pale shoulders, the curve of her arse as Julian turned her and pressed her back against him, his mouth at her neck, both hands moving across the front of her full body. Her breasts in his hands, his fingers between her full thighs, and the sound she made was immediate and sharp.

"Oh... fuck."

Her full thighs parted for his hand. Her head fell back against his shoulder, her dark blonde hair loose across his chest, her full mouth open. One of her hands reached back and gripped his hip, pulling him into her, and Julian's fingers worked between her legs and her full body went up onto its toes.

Marcus sat in the chair with his hands rigid on his thighs and his cock pressed hard against his jeans and his jaw tight and his eyes open.

She is wet for him. She came here wet for him. Her full body has been ready for this since she got in the car.

Julian turned her again, walked her to the chaise and put her down on it with both hands, the weight of his body following hers, his shirt still on and his hands moving everywhere at once. Her thighs parted around him. Her back arched up off the cushion. Her full breasts shook as his mouth went down her stomach.

"Julian..." His name in her voice, breathless, a sound with no distance in it at all.

She is not performing this. Not for Marcus, not for anyone. This is just what she is when she is here.

Julian's dark head went between her thighs and her full body seized and then went loose and her hand went back into his hair and held on.

"Oh god... ah... don't stop..."

Her full breasts rose and fell hard, her dark blonde hair wild across the cushion, her thighs shaking either side of Julian's shoulders. The sounds she made crossed the studio to the chair and landed in Marcus's chest and he did not move and did not look away.

Julian lifted his head and stood and his belt hit the floor. Clothes came off fast, no ceremony. Sienna lay across the chaise with her dark blonde hair loose and her thighs still open and her gray-green eyes moving down his body as he undressed.

Her full mouth curved. Her voice came out low and certain.

"Come fuck me, big boy."

Fuck. She told me. She described it. He is so much bigger than me.

Julian moved over her and she reached without waiting, her fingers wrapping around his cock, pulling him toward her. He pushed inside and her back came off the cushion hard.

"Ah. Fuck. Ah. God."

Her full thighs locked around him, heels pressing into the back of his thighs, her hands going to his back and gripping. The rhythm Julian found was deep and unhurried and the sounds climbing out of her were short and sharp and unguarded, her full breasts shaking with each drive forward.

Marcus got his hand over his cock and pressed down and did not look away.

Both hands planted on the chaise either side of her shoulders, Julian drove deeper, his weight over her, hips working in long deliberate strokes. Her full breasts shook with each one. Her gray-green eyes went half-closed. Her full mouth fell open and stayed open.

His mouth dropped to her ear.

"My cock fills your pussy better than his does."

Her breath snagged. Her full hips rolled harder against him.

"Yes." Barely a word, pushed out on a breath.

"Your cunt was made for my cock. Not his."

Her full body answered before her voice did, hips grinding up to meet him.

"Yes." Rougher this time. "Yes. It was."

Both her hands went to the back of his neck and pulled his mouth down and she kissed him with her full lips wide open, her full hips working against him, chasing more.

"Fuck me," she said against his mouth. "Fuck me good, lover."

Julian broke the kiss. Pulled back just enough to look at her face, hips still driving.

"You get wetter for me than you've ever gotten for him."

"I do." No hesitation. Her voice wrecked and soft and certain. "I always have."

That is no performance. She means it.

The heel of Marcus's hand pressed harder against his cock through the denim.

Julian flipped her.

Her arse toward the chair. Her hands braced on the arm of the chaise, her dark blonde hair falling forward, the length of her back and the wide flare of her hips and the full high curve of her arse almost facing Marcus.

That view. That exact view. That is the drawing. Not charcoal. Not paper. Three metres in front of me and real.

Julian pushed inside her from behind and she dropped her head between her shoulders and groaned.

"Nngh. Yes. There. Fuck yes."

Both his hands gripped the curve of her arse, fingers pressing into the soft pale weight of it. Marcus fixed his eyes on the place where Julian's cock moved through her pussy lips, pulling back slick and dark and driving forward again, and rubbed his cock through his jeans with a slow hard fist.

Her full breasts hung forward and swayed with each thrust, heavy and pale, the nipples dark and stiff. Julian watched them for a moment. One hand gathered her dark blonde hair at the root and pulled her head back.

Her full throat exposed, her back arched deep, the weight of her arse pushed higher toward him.

Then he pulled her upright by the hair, her full back against his chest, and reached around and took one full swaying breast in his palm, the heavy warm weight of it filling his hand.

His mouth found the side of her neck.

She turned her head toward him and he caught her full mouth in a hard open kiss and fucked her from below, driving up into her, and she kissed him back with everything she had, her full hips rolling down to meet each thrust.

The way she is kissing him. Fuck. That is pure need.

The orgasm came up through Marcus from the base of his spine with no warning. His jaw locked and his fist ground hard against his cock and he came in his jeans in the chair with his eyes wide open and fixed on his wife's body pressed back against Julian's chest, her full breasts in his hands, her full mouth open against his, her wide hips rolling. Not a sound left him.

Julian broke the kiss and pushed her forward onto her hands again, both hands locking on her wide hips. His free hand came down hard on the weight of her arse.

The crack of it crossed the studio to the chair.

"Ah." Her full hips jerked forward and then drove straight back. "Ah. Yes."

He spanked her again, same cheek, palm flat and deliberate, the pink blooming across the curve of it. She moaned and pushed back harder.

"Nngh. Yes. Again."

Four times in quick succession, the weight of her arse going warm and pink under his palm, and she pushed back against each one and her full body shook and her sounds came hard and open and shameless.

"Ah. Fuck. Ah. Yes."

Both hands locked back on her wide hips and he drove into her long and deep and without letting up, the wet sound of it filling the quiet studio. Her dark blonde hair swayed loose. Her full breasts hung forward and swayed hard. Her thighs trembled.

She started talking without being asked. Her face turned into the chaise arm, her full hips working back against Julian's cock with a rhythm of their own.

"You're so much bigger than him." A breath broken at the edges. "God. So much bigger."

Marcus rubbed his cock in the wet denim, oversensitive and still hard, his eyes on her.

"When he's inside me I think about this." Her full hips driving back to meet each thrust. "About how you feel. How full you get me."

Julian pulled her hair again, sharply, her head snapping back, her full breasts swaying forward with the jolt.

"Every time he fucks me." Her voice dissolving into pieces. "Every single time. I've always missed you. Every time he has touched me for years I've been thinking about your cock."

Sienna broke apart.

"Ah. Yes. Yes. Fill me. Julian fill me up. Don't stop."

Her orgasm tore out of her loud and long and real, her full body shaking forward onto the chaise arm, her dark blonde hair wild, her thighs trembling without stopping. Her hands gripped the chaise arm white-knuckled. Julian drove through all of it, his hands locked on her wide hips, pulling her back onto him through every shudder.

Then his rhythm changed. Slower. Deeper. Deliberate.

His mouth dropped to her ear.

"You want my cum inside you."

"Yes." Immediate. Absolute.

"Tell me what you want."

"I want it." Her full hips pushed back hard, greedy, chasing him. "I want you to fill me. Please. Fill me up. Please."

She is begging him. Begging another man to come inside her and she means every single word.

Marcus sat pale and shaking in the chair. His cock still twitching in the wet heat of his jeans. His hands gripped the chair arms and he could not have looked away if the room had caught fire.

Julian drove to the root and held, both hands pulling her wide hips back hard onto him, and came with a sound that filled the studio, low and open and loud.

"Rrgh. Fuck. Yes."

Sienna felt it and a second orgasm rolled through her full body in a long deep wave. Not loud. Deep. Moving through her from the inside out and leaving her slack.

"Mmh. Yes. Give it to me. All of it."

Julian held her wide hips and gave her every last second of it.

The room went still.

Her full chest heaved against the chaise arm. His hands moved along her back in one long flat stroke and she made a small wrecked sound and did not move.

I came in my jeans watching my wife beg another man to fill her with his cum. I am still sitting in this chair and I would do it again tomorrow night.

Julian found the robe and carried it to her. She pulled it around her full body and settled back on the chaise, her dark blonde hair loose and wild, her full chest still flushed deep pink, her full mouth swollen. Three glasses of whisky came off the work table, no asking, no ceremony, and Julian crossed the studio and held one out to Marcus.

Marcus took it. His hand was unsteady.

Julian sat on his stool. Raised his glass.

Sienna raised hers.

Her gray-green eyes found Marcus across the studio and held him there. Not apology in them. Not guilt. Not triumph. Something older and more specific than any of those, something that had no clean name, that belonged only to the two of them and to sixteen years and to this room and to everything that had just been said and done in it.

He held her eyes and she held his and neither looked away.

The whisky was good.
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Chapter 12
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The charcoal stopped moving.

Sienna held the pose. Her hands flat on the cold studio wall, her full, heavy breasts close to the plaster, her wide hips pulled back, her round arse pushed outward and upward, her head turned over her shoulder. The S-curve locked into her spine held everything in place. Her legs were straight and close together, her bare feet planted on the drop cloth, the arch of her lower back doing the work of keeping her arse where he wanted it.

Julian sat three metres behind her on the low stool. Nude. The board on his knees, the charcoal loose in his long fingers.

He stopped drawing.

She could hear it in the room. The quality of the silence changed when the charcoal left the paper, went from active to something else. She held the position anyway and kept her grey-green eyes on him over her shoulder.

His cock had been hard for twenty minutes. She could see it from this angle, and she had been aware of it the whole time, the specific weight of it in the room with her. His dark eyes had moved between the board and her body in long, unhurried intervals, the charcoal finding her arse and the arch of her back and the full weight of her heavy breasts pressed toward the wall.

He set the board down on the floor beside the stool.

He stood.

There it is.

He crossed the drop cloth and stopped behind her. The heat of him reached her before contact did. Both hands went to her breasts, cupping the full weight from below and then gripping.

"Fuck." His hands squeezed hard. "These tits. I have thought about them every day this week."

His mouth found the side of her neck and his hands worked her breasts, pulling and squeezing, thumbs finding her nipples and pressing. She turned her head the rest of the way and his mouth came down on hers, open and immediate, and he rolled her nipples between his fingers until she broke the kiss.

"Mmh. God."

"You know what you looked like from the stool." His mouth at her ear, both hands still full of her. "Twenty minutes of that arse and those tits against the wall."

He gripped them, both hands rough and unhurried, his mouth back at her throat, her arse pressed back against his cock. She pushed into it and he groaned.

His cock was right there, hard and hot against her, and she reached back and took hold of it. A short, sharp sound at her ear.

"Fuck. Yes."

One hand left her breasts and went between her thighs from behind. His fingers slid inside her and she was wet, had been wet for the last half hour, and the contact was direct and immediate. Her forehead dropped to the wall.

"Ah. Fuck. Yes."

"Soaking." The word at her ear, low and delighted. "You horny little slut. Look how ready you are for me."

His fingers worked and she pushed her arse back into his hand and her legs were already going unreliable. Then his hand withdrew and both hands went to her shoulders and turned her.

Her back met the wall.

His cock pressed flat against her stomach and she reached between them and took hold of it and his jaw tightened. His mouth came down on hers, harder this time, his hands back on her full breasts, gripping them, thumbs working her nipples until she broke the kiss with a short, sharp sound.

"Nngh."

His hands dropped to the back of her thigh and lifted. Her leg came up and her knee hooked over his hip, her other foot barely on the floor, just her toes, just enough to keep her grounded. She reached down and guided him and he pressed against her entrance and pushed inside.

The full stretch of it pulled a sound from her throat, open and loud in the quiet studio. Her bare back pressed hard into the wall. His hands locked on her arse and he started to move.

"Mmh. Nngh. There."

"Tell me you missed this." His mouth at her jaw, his cock driving deep. "Tell me."

"Yes. God. Yes."

His rhythm built and her thigh gripped his hip and her arms went around his neck and she had nowhere to go and nothing to do but take it. Her breasts pressed into his chest, the friction sharp on her nipples, and she pushed her wide hips down to meet each stroke.

"Marcus sitting in that chair." His voice close and low at her ear, unhurried, his cock not slowing. "Getting off on the story afterward."

She tightened around him and didn't answer.

"Stop reporting back. Running home after every session." A deep stroke held for a beat. "A man who can't satisfy his own wife doesn't deserve to get off hearing about how hot she is."

His cock drove deep and her thighs were shaking and the orgasm was right there and she came hard against the wall, a long rough cry pulled from deep in her, her arse grinding into him through every second of it. He felt it and drove deeper and held there and when he came he roared, a short animal sound that hit the bare studio walls and bounced back, his hands locked so hard on her hips she would find the marks tomorrow.

Both of them still.

Her chest heaved against him. His forehead dropped to the wall beside her head.

He carried her to the drop cloth.

She landed on her back, her dark blonde hair fanning out beneath her, and he came down over her, his angular face above hers with the focused expression she knew. His mouth went to her breasts, both hands lifting the full weight of them together, his tongue working each nipple in turn until she was arching up and her thighs were falling open beneath him.

Then his mouth went south and she stopped being able to track anything else.

His tongue. Every time. He has never once been wrong about this.

Both hands slid under her arse and lifted her wide hips off the drop cloth, her thighs over his shoulders. He took his time. The orgasm built in long, slow waves, her hands in his dark hair, her bare back arching off the cloth, her heavy breasts rising and falling. When it broke she was loud about it and didn't manage to care.

He came back up her body and she reached between them and guided him inside her again, still sensitive, the stretch pulling a short, sharp breath out of her.

"Mmh. Again. Don't stop."

He didn't stop.

Slow this time, deep and deliberate, his angular face right above hers, his dark eyes on her face. She held his gaze and let him see all of it, her full mouth open, her grey-green eyes gone dark, her chest flushed from the collarbone down. His cock filled her on every stroke and she wrapped her legs around him and pulled him deeper and she came a third time with her face pressed into his throat, a long rough sound torn out of her.

He roared again when he followed, the sound raw and total, both hands hauling her arse onto him as he emptied, his whole body shuddering with it.

The studio went quiet.

Her chest rose and fell. The drop cloth was warm under her back. The lamps sat low and the north window held nothing but October dark.

Julian poured wine. He handed a glass across and they stood at the window, her in the robe, him in his jeans and nothing else. The city below was quiet.

He drank. Set his glass down. Looked at her reflection in the dark glass rather than her face.

Then he started talking.

She let him talk. The wine was good. She kept her eyes on the dark glass and her hands around the stem and let his voice settle into the room.

"The watch night." He turned from the window, leaned back against the sill, his angular face unhurried. "You know what that was."

She said nothing.

"He sat in the corner and watched another man fuck his wife and came in his jeans without touching himself. Didn't say a word. Didn't move. Just sat there in the dark getting off on someone else doing the work."

He let that sit for a moment.

"That's a sad excuse for a man, Sienna. A man who can't bring himself to touch you when you're right there in front of him."

The city below was the same city it had been a minute ago.

She drank.

"You deserve more than a scheduled slot." He said it and waited, watching her face. "Not a Tuesday night parcelled out on his terms."

There it is. The same sequence. The same careful case.

She had been waiting for the shape of it and now she had it. Not the words specifically. Julian at twenty-three had done this too, not with a marriage to dismantle but with other women she had watched orbit him in the Goldsmiths corridors, each one receiving the same careful case for why she deserved more than she was currently getting. He had always been generous with that argument. He had always believed it while he was making it.

"Once a week." He pushed off the sill. "You come, we work, you leave. You go home and report in and he gets off on the story and you drive back to Cheltenham and the whole thing resets." His voice dropped, quieter now, which was its own kind of pressure. "That's not enough."

"Julian."

"I'm not finished."

She let him finish. She had that much time.

"Stay." The word came out flat and direct, no performance in it. "Not the whole weekend, not forever, just stay one night. Sleep here. I'll draw you while you sleep, draw you in the morning, have you in the morning when the light comes through the north window and you're still half under and your hair is across my pillow." His dark eyes held hers. "That's what I want. A complete version of you, not the best part of his fantasy."

The October dark held still outside the glass.

"You came back because something was missing," he said. "Marcus made you the instrument of his own fantasy and called it a gift. But you're the one driving two hours each way. You're the one holding the pose for three hours while I find you again in the work. You're the one carrying all of it." He came a step closer. "Let him sit in Cheltenham and fantasise. That's what he's good at. You could have a life."

His hand came up and his fingers went to her jaw, tilting her face toward his.

Her hand came up and moved his away. Not hard. Not fast. Just removed it.

She set her glass on the worktable.

The same sequence. The same careful case. He has never once understood that it only works on women who aren't already watching him do it.

She crossed to the screen and stepped behind it. Her clothes were on the chair where she had left them. Jeans, her top, her bra. She started with the bra, unhurried, her fingers on the clasp familiar.

Julian kept talking. His voice found the fabric of the screen and pressed through it, each point laid next to the last, stacking. She heard her name twice and the word deserve once more and then a long careful sentence about what once a week communicated to a woman of her intelligence that she let pass through her without catching.

She pulled her top over her head, the fabric settling across her collarbone, across the mole he had drawn forty times and would never stop drawing.

His voice moved around the studio. The sound of him pacing, working the room, making his case to the curtain. He said something about limitation. He said something about Marcus's imagination setting the limit of the whole arrangement, which was a better line than she gave him credit for, and she still didn't slow down.

Jeans. Zip. Her bag on the chair.

She stepped out from behind the screen.

He turned.

Her grey-green eyes went to his angular face, his dark eyes, the charcoal still on his long fingers, the focused expression replaced by something that wanted a response from her. The something was real. She had no doubt about that. The wanting was genuine. It always had been. That was never the problem with Julian.

"You were the love of my twenties," she said. "Marcus is the love of my life. Don't confuse your role."

His mouth opened.

"Sienna." His voice came back fast, recovering, the charm shifting back under it. "Just listen to me for one more minute, that's all I'm asking, one more minute and you'll see what I'm actually say—"

She was already at the door.

The stairwell was cold, turpentine and old stone, her footsteps on the bare stairs the only sound. His voice carried for the first few steps, her name, the word wait, and then the studio door closed above her and there was nothing but the echo of her own feet going down.

The door at the bottom caught on the latch and opened and the October air came in across her face, and she stood in it for two full seconds with her eyes closed.

His cum is still between my thighs. His marks are on my hips. I am taking all of that home.

What Julian had given her body was hers. She had earned it and she was keeping it. What he had tried to take she had not let him anywhere near, and the attempt had cost her nothing, which was the part he would not understand and she had no interest in explaining.

She pulled her phone out.

"Coming home early. Keep the bed warm."
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The motorway opened ahead of her, dark and wide, and she drove.

Julian's argument sat in the back of the car the whole way. She didn't chase it or press it. It was just there, fully formed, already losing heat. By the time the Cheltenham lights came up she was thinking about the north window in the studio and the October morning light he had described, and she felt nothing about it except a clean certainty.

He would have drawn me sleeping and called it devotion. He would have done it for himself and believed it was for me. He always did.

She parked on the street. The Victorian terrace was dark except for the lamp on Marcus's side of the bedroom, its warm stripe visible through the curtain from the pavement below.

He was awake. Of course he was.

She took the stairs quietly anyway, her bag on her shoulder, and pushed the bedroom door open.

The lamp threw its low stripe across the duvet. Marcus lay in it, on his back, not pretending to be asleep. His dark eyes went to her the moment the door opened and stayed there.

She dropped her bag. Reached back and pulled her top over her head, her dark blonde hair falling back across her bare shoulders. Her bra came off. Her jeans and underwear down and off and she stood in the lamplight for a moment, her full heavy breasts and wide hips and the marks Julian's hands had left on her arse already deepening toward bruise.

He can see them. Good.

She pulled the duvet back and climbed over him, her knees either side of his hips. He was already hard. She reached between them, took hold of him, and sank down.

"Mmh."

His hands went to her hips. His jaw was set and his dark eyes were on her face and he said nothing. Waiting.

Her wide hips rolled forward.

"He had me against the wall first," she said. "Standing. My leg over his hip."

His hands tightened.

"So much longer and fatter than you." Her hips rolled again, slower, deliberate. "He fills me in ways you never can."

A rough sound left his throat.

"He fucked me hard against the wall." Her voice dropped, her wide hips finding a rhythm, her heavy breasts swaying forward. "My back flat to the plaster. Nowhere to go. His hands on my arse pulling me onto every stroke."

"Nngh. Fuck."

"I came loud." Her rhythm built, her breasts moving, the headboard beginning its tap against the wall. "You know how loud I get. The studio walls gave it straight back."

His hips drove up to meet her and she cried out.

"Ah. Yes. There."

"Keep going." His voice was rough and low.

"Second round on the drop cloth." Her thighs were working now, her hands flat on his chest, her dark blonde hair falling forward. "He went down on me first. Both hands under my arse, lifting me into his mouth. Stayed there until I came twice."

"Christ."

"Then his cock again." She dropped her weight down onto him and held it and felt his whole body tighten beneath her. "Slow that time. All the way in on every stroke. Watching my face."

He drove up and she moved with it and the rhythm turned urgent, the headboard loud, her heavy breasts swaying and his hands pulling her arse down to meet each thrust. The words came as they came, the wall and Julian's cock and the sounds she had made and the marks on her hips, and Marcus's jaw was tight and his dark eyes were fixed on her face.

"Nngh. God. Yes." Her wide hips drove down harder. "Right there. Don't stop. Don't you dare stop."

The orgasm broke deep and long and she ground through every second of it.

"Hnng. Oh god. Oh." Her voice broke open with it, a raw cry that hit the ceiling, her wide hips shaking and grinding and not stopping. "Aaah. Fuck. Marcus."

His name at full volume, wrenched out of her, and not Julian's.

He followed with both hands hauling her hips onto him.

"Hnng. Fuck. Sienna."

A rough broken sound pressed into her hair, his whole body shuddering up into her.

Both of them still.

She folded down onto his chest. His heart knocked fast against her cheek and then less fast. His arms came around her back and held her and the room settled into the warm quiet of after.

There.

She exhaled. Long and complete.

Then she told him about Julian at the window.

Not the shape of it. The actual words, in order, as close as she could hold them. The sad excuse for a man. You deserve more than a scheduled slot. The stay, delivered flat and direct, the north window and the morning light and your hair across my pillow. The you could have a life.

Marcus went very still beneath her. The hands on her back stopped moving. She felt each line land in his chest before it reached his jaw, felt his breath change when she got to the overnight, felt him harden again against her thigh when she said let him sit in Cheltenham and fantasise.

"Marcus."

She lifted her head and looked at him.

"I told him his role and I left." Her grey-green eyes held his. "He gets once a fortnight. My schedule, my rules. If he pushes again he gets nothing."

His jaw was still set. The breath still held.

She put her hand flat on his chest, over his heart.

"I love you," she said. "I want you to have what you want. All of it, exactly as it is." Her fingers pressed into his chest. "This is ours. Julian doesn't get to touch it."

The held breath came out.

His arms pulled her back down onto his chest and his chin came to rest on top of her head and his hands settled warm across her back, and that was all. No words. Just his arms around her and his heart slowing under her cheek and the lamp burning low on his side of the bed.

She closed her eyes.

His. Completely and by choice. That's the part Julian will never understand.
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Chapter 13
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Light came through the curtains. Sienna was sitting up against the headboard, phone in both hands, dark blonde hair loose across her shoulders. The look on her face pulled him the rest of the way awake. Not distress. Something more controlled than that, a small frown, her gray-green eyes moving down the screen.

Julian's name on the notifications bar.

He pushed himself up onto one elbow and waited. She scrolled and the frown shifted shape with each pass, not deepening, just changing. He watched her reach the last one, hold on it a beat longer than the rest, then her thumbs moved and she sent something short and set the phone face-down on the nightstand.

"How many was that?" he said.

"Eight."

"What did he want?"

She exhaled through her nose. "To talk. To understand. To make me see that what we have is real and I'm throwing it away." A pause. "Then that I've always been the one who got away. Then something about you."

"What about me."

"That you've made this into your fantasy and used me to run it, and I can't see it."

He looked at her. She was looking at the far wall, jaw easy, full mouth closed, no heat anywhere in her.

"And you said?"

"Max twice a month or nothing."

She got up then, bare feet on the floorboards, dark blonde hair falling forward across her full breasts as she moved. The bathroom door pushed to behind her.

He lay back.

Water ran on the other side of the wall. The ceiling was the same ceiling it always was and he stared at it and let the thing settle that needed settling.

Eight texts. Julian hadn't sent eight texts to a woman he believed was fine. Eight texts was a man watching something slip, grabbing at it in sequence, trying every angle before he'd accept it was gone. And she had read every one of them and typed one line back without getting out of bed.

He should have felt something clean. Instead the question that came was colder than anything to do with Julian.

Is it broken?

Six months of it. The phone calls from car parks, her voice still warm, still carrying the sound of what had just happened in that studio. Her walking back through their front door. The specific charge of her lying next to him afterward and telling him everything. All of it had been running on something between her and Julian, some force Marcus had never owned but had been living inside of since October, had built his most alive months in years around.

Julian had pushed. She had drawn the line and walked away.

But what did that do to what they had?

The water stopped. He heard her moving, the small sounds of the morning routine. He kept his eyes on the ceiling and the question didn't shift.

She came out and crossed the room without looking at him, dark blonde hair pushed back now, her full body loose and unhurried in the grey light.

"Coffee," she said from the doorway.

He heard her feet on the stairs. Then the kitchen starting up below him: the click of the kettle, a cupboard opening and closing, the tiles under her bare feet. The same sounds as every morning.

But is it over? Did whatever was alive in that studio die in eight WhatsApp messages and one line back?

He lay still and stared up at the ceiling and had no answer.
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He came downstairs in a t-shirt and jeans and she was already at the table, two mugs down, dark blonde hair still loose, both hands around her coffee and her eyes on the garden through the back window.

He sat across from her.

The question had been waiting all morning and he'd carried it down the stairs with him and he wasn't going to put it back.

"I need to ask you something," he said. "And I need you to actually answer it."

She looked at him.

"The last six months. Julian, the visits, all of it. Was that a Julian thing? Something specific to him, to the history between you, the drawings, all of that? Something that ends now that he's shown you who he is?" He put his hands flat on the table. "Or have you found out that you want to fuck other men? Not Julian. Men. As a thing you want in your life."

She didn't answer immediately. Her long fingers moved around the mug.

"Both," she said. "Julian was the starting point. But what I found isn't about him."

"Tell me what you found."

She looked at the garden. "The first night I drove home from Clifton. I'd just been with him, I was still carrying it on my skin, and I walked back in here and you were waiting and I told you everything and we..." She stopped. "I felt more myself than I had in years. More awake. More like a person who is living her life." She turned back to him. "That wasn't Julian. Julian was just the nearest one when it happened."

"So if Julian disappeared tomorrow?"

"I'd find someone else." She said it without drama. "Not straight away. But yes."

He sat with that for a moment.

"You'd want to?"

"I'd want to." She met his eyes. "Is that a problem?"

"No," he said. "No, that's not a problem."

She watched him. "You're sure?"

"I've been thinking about it since three this morning," he said. "And I'm sure. What I'm less sure about is what I am in it."

"What do you mean?"

He turned his mug a half turn on the table. "There's a difference between a man who wants to watch his wife enjoy herself with another man. And a cuckold. A man who wants the humiliation of it. Who gets off on being lesser." He looked at her. "I think I might be the second one and I don't know what to do with that."

She was quiet for a moment.

Then: "The night Julian had me and you were watching from the corner." Her voice was measured. "You came in your jeans without touching yourself."

"Yes."

"And when he had me on top and you could see his face."

"Yes."

"That wasn't just watching your wife enjoy herself."

"No."

She smiled then. Not unkindly. Something warmer than that and wicked at the edges. "I know," she said. "I could tell. Even in the dark I could tell."

His neck went warm.

"The drive home," she said. "You couldn't speak for the first ten minutes."

"I know."

"And then you pulled over."

"Sienna."

"I'm just noting," she said, "that I noticed." The smile stayed. Her gray-green eyes were bright and direct and she was enjoying this in a way that was doing exactly what she likely intended it to do. "You were absolutely beside yourself."

"Yes," he said. "I was."

"Because he's bigger than you."

The heat moved from his neck to his chest. His jaw tightened. He didn't look away from her.

"Among other things," he said.

"Among other things." She let that sit for exactly the right amount of time. Then the smile eased and something more serious came in under it and she leaned forward, her dark blonde hair falling across her shoulder. "Here's what I need you to hear."

He waited.

"I can give you that," she said. "The humiliation. I can see what it does to you and I'm not going to pretend I don't find that interesting. I'm not going to pretend it doesn't do something for me too, knowing that." She looked at him steadily. "But I can't make that the only thing this is. I love you. That is not a complicated sentence. I love you, and there will be times when I come home from someone's bed and I won't want to perform your inadequacy. I'll just want to lie next to you and be close to you because I've just had a very good time and you're my husband and this is my home." She held his gaze. "Can you live with that? Both things. Not just the version that makes your cock hard."

He looked at her for a long moment.

"Yes," he said.

"You're sure?"

"I want whatever version of this you're willing to bring home," he said. "The humiliation, the hotwife who just had a good night out, all of it. I just want it to be ours."

She nodded.

"Then I want one thing," he said. "Tell me everything. After. Every time. However it went."

"I was always going to," she said.

The garden sat grey and quiet behind the glass. She picked up her mug and found it was still warm.

"I want you in the room sometimes," she said. "Not always. Sometimes I'm going to go alone and it'll be just me and whoever I've chosen and no audience and no phone call after until I'm ready." She looked at him. "And you'll have to sit with that."

His jaw moved. She watched it and kept her eyes on him and didn't give him anything to hold onto.

"Okay," he said.

"Okay," she said.

Then: "A peeping cuck doesn't get to choose who."

Seven words in her even voice and his pulse went loud in his ears and his cock moved against his jeans without his permission and her gray-green eyes tracked every bit of it happening and she said nothing else.

"You decide," he said. The words came out quieter than he intended. "Who and when."

She nodded once.

He reached for his coffee. It had gone cold.

Neither of them moved to do anything about it.

She stood first. He followed her up the stairs without either of them naming it and she went into the bedroom and he came in after her and she closed the door behind them and turned toward the room.

The room was grey and still. No urgency moving through it. That was the first difference.

She reached back and pulled her top over her head and dropped it on the chair. Her dark blonde hair fell back across her bare shoulders. She unclasped her bra and set it on top and then her hands went to the waist of her jeans and she stepped out of them and straightened, and she was standing there in the grey afternoon light with all of her full and pale and present and she wasn't looking at him the way she looked at him before Clifton, wasn't performing anything, wasn't waiting for his reaction.

She was just there.

He sat on the edge of the bed and looked at her and said nothing for a moment.

"I need to tell you something," he said. "And I haven't found the words before now."

She stood and listened.

"Every time you came home," he said. "Every single time. I don't think you know what that did. Not the sex. Not the telling. Just the fact of it. The door opening and it being you." He looked at his hands. "You chose to come back. Every time you could have stayed, or driven somewhere else, or decided this had run its course. And every time it was you coming through that door." He looked up at her. "That's the thing I haven't been able to say. That that's what this is, underneath everything else. You keep choosing to come home."

Her gray-green eyes were on him and something in them had gone very still.

"I know," she said quietly.

"I don't think you do," he said. "I don't think you know how much."

She crossed to the bed and stood in front of him and put one hand along the side of his face and he turned into it and closed his eyes for a moment.

Then she stepped back and lay down and he undressed and came down beside her and for a while they just lay there, his hand moving along the curve of her waist, her full hip, the warm weight of her thigh.

"Tell me what you want," he said. "When you go alone. What you're imagining."

She turned her face toward him. "Someone new," she said. "Someone who doesn't know me yet. The whole thing from the beginning, the first time they look at me and I can see them deciding." Her voice was low and even. "The first time they put their hands on me."

His jaw tightened. She felt it against her hair.

"Keep going," he said.

"Taking my time with it," she said. "No story to bring home afterward. Just me and what I want in a room with someone who wants me back." She paused. "You not knowing exactly what's happening. Just that it is."

The sound that came from somewhere in his chest wasn't a word.

"Yes," he said. "Okay."

She moved over him, her full thighs either side of his hips, her dark blonde hair falling forward. Both her palms went flat on his chest and she looked at his face and he looked back at hers and there was nothing between them and nowhere else to be.

She sank down onto him and the sound she made was low and full and she held still for a moment at the bottom of it.

"Fuck," she said, not to anyone.

He gripped her full hips with both hands and didn't move and let her set the pace. She did, slowly, her full breasts moving with it, her gray-green eyes staying on his face. Not performing. Just looking at him, her eyes open and direct, finding something new in a face she knew well.

Both his hands came up from her hips and took the full weight of her breasts, one in each hand, and squeezed. She made a sound above him, short and sharp, and her pace faltered and then deepened.

"You're going to bring someone home eventually," he said. His voice had changed register. "Someone new. And I'm going to be in the corner and I'm not going to be able to touch you."

"No," she said. "You won't."

His thumbs moved over her nipples, pressing slow circles, and her full mouth fell open.

"Nngh."

"And he'll be..."

"Yes," she said. "He will."

His hips pushed up and she gasped and her head dropped forward and he pulled her down by the breasts and brought his mouth to her left nipple and bit, not gently, and the sound that came out of her went through the room.

"God. Yes."

He bit the other one and she shuddered and her hips ground down hard onto him.

He rolled her then, came up over her, and she got her legs around him and he went deep and the sound she made was sharp and immediate and she arched off the bed into it.

"More," she said against his ear. "Don't be careful."

He wasn't careful.

Her full breasts pressed against his chest and her hands gripped his shoulders and her hips rolled up to meet him and the sounds she made were unguarded and continuous and the room held all of them. His mouth went to her throat, her neck, back down to her full breasts, his tongue flat across one nipple and then his teeth closing on it until she cried out and dug her nails into his back.

"I'm going to fuck whoever I want," she said into his hair. Her voice was ragged. "And I'm going to come home to you every time."

"Yes," he said.

"And sometimes you'll watch and sometimes you won't know anything until I tell you."

"Yes."

"And you'll sit with it either way."

"Yes." He lifted his head and looked at her face. "Say my name."

Her gray-green eyes found his, damp at the corners, her full mouth open and swollen.

"Marcus," she said. Then again, differently: "Marcus."

She came on the second one, her whole full body tightening and then releasing in a long wave, her back arching, her thighs locking around him, the sound going from loud to almost silent at the peak of it. Both his hands drove down and grabbed the full round weight of her arse and gripped hard and pulled her against him as he followed her, his face pressed into her throat, his fingers digging in deep enough to leave something there.

The room went quiet.

Her dark blonde hair was loose and warm across his chest. His hand found it and lay still in it.

Outside the light had shifted, the grey afternoon a shade deeper than it had been.

Neither of them spoke for a long time.

She keeps choosing to come home.

He lay in the quiet and breathed and let that be enough.
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Chapter 14
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The keys went into the bowl.

The small ceramic sound of it, the familiar weight of the house around her, the smell of whatever Marcus had left on the hob. Sienna stood in the hall with her coat still on and her bag still in her hand and Julian's scent in her hair, on the inside of her wrists, across the top of her full breasts where his mouth had been last.

Marcus came out of the kitchen doorway.

He stopped two feet into the hall and looked at her. One full pass, top to bottom, the whole reading of her: her dark blonde hair loose and slightly tangled, her full mouth still flushed, the particular way she was standing with her weight back and her shoulders carrying something he would recognise without needing her to name it. His dark eyes came back to her face and stayed there.

He crossed the hall without a word.

Both his hands came to her face, thumbs at her jaw, and he tipped her head back and put his nose into her throat and breathed. A long, slow pull of air. His jaw tightened against her neck. The sound that came out of him was low and not chosen, the sound of a man who has found exactly what he went looking for.

He can smell him on me.

The heat arrived before she told it to. Low in her full chest and spreading down through her thighs, the specific heat that always came when he did this, when Julian's scent on her skin pulled something raw and animal out of Marcus that she got nowhere else. His cock was already hard against her hip through his jeans.

"Tell me," he said against her throat.

"Later." Her hands went flat against his chest. "Now."

He got the coat off her and let it drop. His mouth found the mole above her right collarbone and sucked, hard, and she made a short sharp sound and gripped his shirt in both fists.

"Nngh. Marcus."

His hands pushed under her top and found her full breasts and gripped them, rough with it, thumbs dragging over her nipples through the fabric, and she arched into the pressure. He walked her back until her full hips met the wall. Top pushed up, bra pulled down in two quick movements, and then his mouth dropped to her right nipple and she heard herself cry out in the hall and did not care.

"Fuck." His mouth moved across the full weight of her to the left nipple, tongue flat and slow, then his teeth closed on it. "Every time." His hands gripped both her breasts hard. "Every single time you walk back through that door."

Yes.

Jeans pushed down to her thighs, his hands on her bare arse, gripping the full round weight of it and spreading her. He turned her. Her palms went flat to the wall, her full breasts forward, and he pushed inside her from behind and the sound she made was not quiet.

"Oh god. Oh..."

Full and immediate, all of him, and her palms pressed hard into the plaster and her full hips rolled back to meet the next stroke.

"Fuck." His mouth at her ear, his pace already building, and then he pushed deep and went still for one second, feeling it, feeling exactly what was already inside her. A sound left his chest that was not quite a groan and not quite a word. His hands tightened on her full hips. He pulled back and drove forward and the wet sound of it filled the hall and he made that sound again, lower this time, a man drowning in exactly what he asked for.

"His cum." His voice was wrecked. "You came home with his cum in you."

"Yes." Breathless, her full breasts rocking against the wall. "Yes."

"You let him fill you up and then you drove home and walked through my door."

"Yes. God. Yes."

His mouth went to her shoulder blade. His hips drove harder. Her full body climbed fast.

"Tell me what he did." He pulled her full hips back and went deep. "All of it. Now."

Her voice came broken and low and she told him, the words falling out between cries, his cock filling her and his hands gripping the full soft flesh of her arse and the telling of it wrapped around all the sensation until she couldn't separate the three things and didn't want to.

"Nngh...god..."

"Keep going." His voice was wrecked at her neck. "Don't stop."

She didn't stop. She came with her palms flat on the wall and her back arched and the sound she made went from loud to almost nothing at the peak of it, her full thighs shaking, her full breasts pressed hard to the plaster, and she felt him follow her with his fingers dug into her hips and his teeth at her shoulder and a long rough groan that he put into her skin.

The hall went quiet.

Her chest rose and fell against the plaster. His forehead dropped to her shoulder. Both of them breathed it down.

Later the bedroom was dark, duvet pulled up, Sienna with her cheek against his chest and his hand moving slow in her dark blonde hair. His heartbeat steady under her ear, the room settling. The freckled skin of her bare shoulders warm above the duvet. His thumb finding the mole at her right collarbone and resting there the way it always did.

She spoke first.

"I'm not going back to him."

His hand stopped moving. His ribs went still beneath her cheek: one held beat, the kind that meant he was deciding how to ask.

"Did something happen?"

"He won't stop." Her voice was flat in the dark, no heat left in it. "Every time. More visits, less you, maybe just the two of us, maybe I should think about what I really want." She paused. "I'm tired of fighting him off every single session. It costs too much."

Marcus said nothing. His hand moved once through her dark blonde hair and then settled, heavy and warm, at the back of her head. No more questions. No performance of relief.

He always wanted to own me. Some men do not change the thing they want, only the words they use for it.

She closed her eyes.

––––––––
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Three weeks passed without ceremony.

Client briefs arrived and were completed and sent. Marcus ran in the mornings, his trainers on the mat by the door before six, back by seven with colour in his face and his dark hair damp. Dinners were cooked and eaten. The bed was warm and unremarkable. The arrangement sat in the corner of every room they moved through together and neither of them picked it up.

She watched him underneath all of it.

Not anxiously. Just with the attention of a woman who has spent sixteen years learning one man's tells. The way he poured coffee in the mornings with a thoroughness that had nowhere to go. The way his dark eyes followed her across the kitchen when she moved from the counter to the fridge and back. The appetite was still running. It had no current address and it showed in small, specific ways: the quality of his hands on her in bed, thorough and slightly restless, a man working through something he hadn't yet named.

Julian didn't text.

She had half expected him to. One message, two, the particular Julian Carver version of persistence dressed up as concern. Nothing came. The silence wasn't surprising once she sat with it. He had never chased what he couldn't have. He had always moved on to the next muse with the efficient pragmatism of a man who treated want as a logistical problem. Somewhere in Bristol a new woman was taking her clothes off in his studio, and the thought carried no sting at all.

Good.

The freelance work filled the days. A brand refresh for a Cheltenham restaurant, a logo commission that came in under-briefed and required three rounds of back-and-forth. She sat at the desk in the spare room with her coffee going cold and her headphones in and her long fingers moving across the tablet and felt, more than once, the specific low restlessness of a body that has been well-used for months and has now been returned to its ordinary life. Not dissatisfied. Not unhappy. Just aware of itself in a way it hadn't been before all of this started.

She missed being looked at.

The realisation arrived without drama, on a Tuesday afternoon with rain on the window and a half-finished logo on the screen. Not Julian's looking, specifically. Not the complicated weight of his attention, the way it always had an agenda running underneath. Just the looking itself. The quality of being in a room as the only subject.

Marcus found it on a Thursday evening.

She was on the sofa with a glass of red and her phone when he came and stood behind her, his hand settling on her hip, and held his laptop screen over her shoulder.

"Look at this."

Bristol Community Arts Centre. Open life drawing sessions. Figure models wanted, paid per session, all levels of experience welcome, Tuesday and Thursday evenings, occasional weekend mornings.

She read it. His hand stayed on her hip, warm and still.

"Life drawing," she said.

"They need models." A pause. "Paid."

"I can see that."

He said nothing more. Just held the screen where she could read it and kept his hand where it was, and the patience in it was deliberate, the particular patience of a man who has learned exactly when to stop talking.

The warmth arrived in her full chest before she had a single formed thought about it. Her full breasts felt heavy and present against her top and she was aware of the weight of her wide hips under his palm and the quality of the idea was already doing something to her body before her brain had caught up.

She took a sip of wine. Set the glass on the cushion beside her.

"How many students in a session?"

"Says up to twelve."

Twelve. Twelve pairs of eyes with her full body as their only subject, twelve sketchpads open, twelve people in a room who had paid specifically to look at her. The heat moved from her full chest down into her thighs and she pressed them together once and then let them fall open slightly.

"Anonymous," she said. "I'd just be a model."

"Just a model," he agreed. His thumb moved once across her hip bone. "No history. No agenda."

She looked at the screen another moment. Then she set her phone face-down on the arm of the sofa.

"Book it."

His hand tightened once on her hip. He straightened and took the laptop back to the kitchen and she heard him set it on the counter and pour himself a glass and the quiet sound of him not quite hiding that he was smiling in there, and she picked her wine back up and looked at the rain on the window and felt the heat still sitting in her thighs and did not try to talk herself out of it.

––––––––
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The anteroom smelled of old paper and instant coffee and the particular institutional warmth of a building that has been heated just enough. A woman in her fifties with reading glasses pushed up into grey hair handed Sienna a cotton robe across a reception desk and pointed her toward a door at the end of the corridor.

"We start in ten. Poses are timed — Rajesh calls them. Five minutes, ten, one long hold at the end. Any pose you're not comfortable with, just say."

"Fine," Sienna said. "All fine."

The side room was small. A chair, a mirror, a hook on the wall. She hung her coat and her bag and her clothes on the hook and stood in front of the mirror in the cotton robe and looked at herself for a moment. Her dark blonde hair loose past her shoulders, her gray-green eyes level in the glass. The robe fell to mid-thigh. The freckled pale skin of her ankles and her long bare feet on the cold floor.

You have done this before.

She had. For Julian, for two years, in that studio in Clifton with his dark eyes and his charcoal and his hands that always knew exactly where they were going. But this was not that. No history in this room. No agenda attached to the looking. Just a ring of strangers with sketchpads who had paid to draw the human figure and would draw hers tonight and go home and she would never learn their names.

The thought moved through her full chest like warm water.

She opened the door and went in.

The studio was wide and high-ceilinged, north-facing windows running the length of one wall, the last of the evening light coming through flat and even and grey. The smell of graphite and linseed oil and something faintly dusty in the warmth of the room. A low platform in the centre, a wooden block for the model to stand on, two chairs and a chaise arranged across it. Around the platform, a ring of easels and drawing boards and stools: eight students settling in, adjusting paper, opening pencil cases, the particular focused quiet of people preparing to work.

She took them in without stopping. A woman in her sixties with a large spiral pad on her knee and reading glasses on a cord around her neck, already looking at the platform with the assessing eye of someone who has been doing this for years. Two men in their forties sitting three easels apart, both with the same studied posture of deliberate neutrality, not looking at her directly, very aware of where she was in the room. A pair of art school students with their phones out, scrolling references, young enough to be entirely unselfconscious. Three others, mid-twenties, scattered around the ring.

And in the far corner, far left, a young man she filed away and moved past and would come back to.

Rajesh, the tutor, a slight man in his forties with ink on his cuff, nodded at her from behind his own easel.

"Whenever you're ready."

She stepped onto the platform, found the centre of it, and dropped the robe.

The room pulled one collective breath. It happened in under a second and was covered immediately by the scratch of pencils finding paper, the professional reflex of people who are here to draw and not to react. But she heard it. Her full breasts and wide hips and the freckled pale skin of her shoulders and the particular weight of her full body in the flat grey studio light, all of it given to the room at once, and the room had felt it.

There it is.

The pleasure arrived clean and immediate and it was not the pleasure she had expected. Not performance. Not the complicated heated thing that came from Julian's specific attention, from knowing what his looking was leading toward. This was its own thing entirely, simpler and in some ways stronger: the specific satisfaction of a body that is being looked at by a roomful of people who have no other purpose in the room. Every eye on her full breasts, her wide hips, the long pale lines of her thighs. Every pencil moving because of her. The whole room organised around the fact of her full body.

I like this.

Not a surprise, not exactly, but a clarity. She had known it somewhere below the surface since Marcus had held that laptop over her shoulder and she had felt the heat arrive before she had a single thought to justify it. Now the room confirmed what her body had already understood about itself.

She held the first pose. Five minutes, arms loose at her sides, weight shifted to her left hip, chin level. Her gray-green eyes moved across the ring of students slowly, the way she had learned to move her gaze in Julian's studio, slowly enough not to disturb the pose.

The two men in their forties were working hard at their drawing boards. Working hard not to look at her face, specifically, keeping their eyes on their paper or on the mid-distance just above her full breasts or below her wide hips, the careful geometry of men who are very aware that they have an erection and are sitting in a public room. The drawing boards were doing useful work.

The heat in her full thighs deepened. The power of it moved up through her stomach, into her full chest, and she breathed it down and kept the pose and felt it again on the next breath and let it sit.

All of them. She let herself look at the room fully, take the whole ring of it in at once. Eight people drawing her full naked body, eight people who had paid to be in this room with her, and at least four of them were hard and managing it with varying degrees of success and she was the reason for all of it and not one of them could say a word about it.

I am an exhibitionist. The thought sat clean in the middle of everything. I always was. I just needed the right room.

Rajesh called the pose change. She shifted, lifted her arms, a different arrangement of the same full body, and the pencils moved and the room breathed and the heat between her full thighs was specific and wet and she was absolutely certain it would be visible to anyone looking closely enough. Someone was looking closely enough. Several of them were.

The long hold at the end was twenty minutes. She chose the chaise, half-reclined, her full weight on one hip, her full breasts forward, the pale freckled line of her shoulder in the last of the grey window light. Wide enough awake in the room to feel every pencil moving across every page.

Her eyes went back to the far corner.

He had not looked down once.

Early twenties, Black, broad through the shoulders, sitting very still on his stool with the drawing board across his knees. His pencil was barely moving. He was not drawing her, or not primarily. He was looking at her full body the way someone looks when they have stopped pretending the charcoal is the point, a slow and thorough looking that moved from her face to her full breasts to the curve of her wide hips and the line of her bare thighs on the chaise and back to her face, unhurried, with no performance of professional distance over the top of it.

She held his gaze. He did not look away.

Good.

Rajesh called the end of the session. The room exhaled, shifted, the spell releasing, students stretching and comparing work and reaching for phone screens. She pulled the robe on and stepped off the platform and a woman she didn't know pressed a mug of tea into her hand and she took it and stood near the window and let the room move around her.

He crossed the room toward her. Tall, unhurried, a rolled sketchbook tucked under one arm, moving through the other students with the ease of someone who has already decided where he is going and does not need to hurry to get there. He stopped two feet away. His dark eyes moved once across her face, the same directness he had used from the easel, and then settled and stayed.

"You have incredible lines."

His voice was low and even.

"I'm Damon Okafor." He held out a card between two fingers. "I want to draw you properly. Would you consider private sessions?"

She looked at him. His broad shoulders, his full mouth, his dark eyes that had not moved off her face since he crossed the room. She thought about the forty minutes of the long hold, his pencil barely moving, and the quality of the looking that had replaced it.

She took the card.

"I'll let you know."

Her full mouth did not quite smile. She turned back to the window and heard him walk away through the room behind her and stood with the small rectangle of card warm between her fingers and the specific, settled heat still occupying her full body, patient and certain, in no hurry at all.
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Chapter 15
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The address took her into Stokes Croft on a Sunday afternoon, past painted walls and the smell of coffee drifting from propped-open doors. Sienna parked two streets over and walked. The cold caught at her neck above her collar and she let it.

Don't think about it. Just walk.

Her pussy was already wet. Not slightly. Wet enough that she had been aware of it for the last forty minutes on the A38, the fact of it sitting in her underwear and refusing to be filed under something less direct. She had not touched herself. She had not needed to. The card on the kitchen counter. Marcus's voice dropping low the night before: does he want to draw you or fuck you. Her own answer arriving without hesitation: both, probably. Her body had taken that as permission to start without her.

The building was a converted unit on a side street, the kind that had been a workshop before someone put skylights in and called it a studio. A buzzer panel beside the door. She found Okafor on the third line and pressed it.

Footsteps. The door opened.

Grey sweatpants sitting below his hip bones, loose at the thigh and not loose anywhere else. A linen shirt hanging open over bare dark skin. Close-cropped hair. High cheekbones, full mouth. Damon Okafor stood in his doorway with the Sunday afternoon cold behind her and everything she had been telling herself on the drive was gone in the first two seconds.

"Sienna."

"Damon."

He stood back. She walked in.

The studio was high and cold and full of north light, canvases stacked along one wall, a wide flat table in the centre with his portfolio open on it, a surface draped in white linen off to one side. His charcoal sat in a jar beside the easel. Everything deliberate, nothing decorative. The open shirt moved when he closed the door and she caught the line of his torso in her peripheral vision and looked at the portfolio instead.

"Have a look," he said. "Take your time."

She took her time. The work was good, faster and more urgent than Julian's, the line less interested in precision than in the feel of a body caught mid-motion. Figures mid-lean, mid-turn, the charcoal finding weight before it found outline. Several female figures, the poses frank and held without apology. He had looked at these women with his full attention and they had looked back the same way.

She was aware of him standing four feet behind her and she was not thinking about the drawings.

You are going to fuck this man.

The thought arrived without drama, without hesitation. Her body had already settled it at some point and it was here now, patient and certain, in no hurry. She turned the last page and straightened.

"You're good," she said.

"I know." No pride in it. Just a fact returned at the same temperature she had offered it.

She held his gaze for a beat. His dark eyes moved, once, to her full mouth and back up. The sweatpants communicated things even at rest. Her thighs registered it and another pulse of wet arrived between them and she turned toward the screen in the corner.

"Where do you want me to start?"

"On the surface." He picked up the charcoal. "I'll direct you from there."

She stepped behind the screen and untied her coat and undressed. Her full breasts in the cold studio air, her wide pale hips, the freckles across her shoulders darkening where they caught the light from above. She tied the robe. She was wet and she was not going to stop being wet and there was nothing to do about that except walk back out into the room.

She walked back out into the room.

His eyes came to her immediately, the charcoal already in his hand.

The robe came off and the cold took her immediately, raising the skin across her full breasts and along the tops of her thighs. She lay back on the draped surface and looked at the ceiling.

The charcoal began.

He started at the far end of the easel and worked without speaking, his dark eyes moving between the paper and her body with the particular attention of someone who is not trying to be polite about what they are looking at. She felt it on her full breasts first, then her stomach, then the length of her thighs. Her pussy was wet enough that she could feel herself against the linen and she focused on the ceiling and let him look.

The sweatpants were a problem.

She had clocked it the moment she came out from behind the screen. His cock was thick and heavy in the fabric, already half-hard, the outline of it sitting against his left thigh with no ambiguity whatsoever. He had not adjusted himself or turned away. He had simply looked at her and picked up the charcoal, which told her everything she needed to know about what kind of session this was going to be.

"Is it always this cold in here," she said, fifteen minutes in.

"There's a heater."

"Is it on."

"No."

A pause. The charcoal kept moving.

"Why not," she said.

"I like what the cold does."

Her nipples were hard enough that the answer required no elaboration. A laugh came out of her before she could stop it, short and genuine, and something shifted in the room. His mouth moved. Not a full smile. The beginning of one.

"You're rotating your left hip," he said.

"You're lucky that's all I'm rotating."

He looked at her over the top of the easel. The beginning became a full smile. It only lasted a second but it hit her hard and she felt it in her chest.

The conversation came and went between poses. She sat up and he adjusted the angle of her shoulders, standing close, one finger pressing lightly into the blade to turn her, and she let the contact run down her spine and said nothing. The next pose had her legs half-drawn up, her full breasts out, her thighs loose. He went back to the easel. The charcoal slowed when his eyes moved to her breasts, the stroke lengthening, taking longer than the shape required. She watched him do it.

"Are you drawing my tits or looking at them," she said.

"Both."

"Is that professional."

"Probably not."

"Good," she said.

The charcoal stopped. He looked at her directly.

"You want to know what I'm going to do with these when we're done."

It wasn't a question. She kept her eyes on him.

"Yes."

"Keep them," he said. "I keep everything I make of a woman who looks like you."

"Why."

He looked at her full breasts, then back up. No rush in it.

"Because when you leave I'm going to be hard for the rest of the afternoon." The charcoal turned once in his fingers. "And I'd rather have something to look at."

A laugh came out of her, real and sudden, and her pussy clenched hard enough that she felt it.

"You're going to jerk off to drawings of me."

"Yes."

"You just said that."

"You asked."

She pressed her thighs together. His eyes dropped immediately, catching the movement, and then dropped further. She watched his face change by one degree, something tightening at the jaw. She followed his gaze down.

A single bead of wet sat on her pussy lips, catching the north light.

Neither of them said anything for a moment.

"Still asking why," he said, quieter than before.

"No," she said. "I'm not."

He went back to drawing.

The cock in the sweatpants was hard now, the thick length of it pressing forward against the fabric, heavy and impossible to miss, and he drew with it the same way he drew with everything else: without apology, without acknowledgment, just a fact present in the room. She was wet enough that the linen was damp beneath her. Two facts, present in the same room.

They both knew. Neither of them said it.

The next pose she took herself.

She didn't wait for the instruction. She lay back, spread her thighs wide open, and reached up with her right hand and took hold of her full breast, squeezing it hard, the nipple caught between her fingers. Her left hand went between her legs. She pulled her pussy lips apart, fingers pressing the wet flesh open, and held it, and looked at him across the room.

"Sienna."

"Draw it."

His jaw tightened. His eyes moved over her and didn't stop anywhere. The whole of her, open and wet, and his cock straining forward hard enough that the fabric was pulling.

He picked up the charcoal.

The sound it made on the paper was different from anything in the previous two hours. Fast, hard, the whole arm moving rather than the wrist, a stroke down and another across and his eyes not leaving her for more than a second at a time. His cock was twitching against the sweatpants, a visible jump in the fabric each time his arm moved, and he did not cross the room. He didn't move his feet. He stood at the easel and drew her open and wet and wanting with a twitching cock and shaking breath and did not cross the room.

She held the pose.

Her own fingers were on her pussy lips and she held them there and did not push further, the same logic operating on her side of the room. She let the wet of herself be present and she kept her gray-green eyes on his face and she held the pose.

His arm stopped.

The studio was quiet. Her pulse was loud in her ears.

He pulled the sheet from the easel and held it toward her without crossing the room. She sat up, thighs closing, and he came forward at last and held it at arm's length. Her own body looked back at her: spread and explicit, her full breast in her own grip, her pussy open, the charcoal line fast and certain and close to brutal in its accuracy. It looked like what it was. No ambiguity, no softness, no version of it she could misread.

She looked at it for a moment. Then she looked at him.

Nothing left to say. The room had said it.

He set the sheet on the table and picked up the robe and came to the surface and held it open. She stood and the cold hit her full body and she turned and pushed her arms in and the cotton closed around her. His hands came to rest at her shoulders from behind, big and warm, the thumbs just touching the top of her shoulder blades. Not gripping. Just there.

Neither of them moved.

His breath was slow and deliberate, the breath of a man managing something with effort. She felt the heat of him along the full length of her back, inches of air between them, and her pussy was still wet and swollen and she wanted him to push the robe off and take her against the table, and he did not do it.

His hands lifted from her shoulders.

––––––––
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The engine stayed off.

Level three of the multi-storey, far end bay, the light above her out. One other car in the row, nobody in it. The concrete held the dark and the quiet and the particular smell of cold oil and dust. She sat with her hands in her lap and let her pulse come down from wherever it had gone.

It didn't come down.

She pulled out her phone. His name. One press.

Two rings.

"Hey." Marcus's voice careful, the voice he used when he had been waiting and did not want to say so.

"Hey."

"How was it."

"He jerks off to the drawings."

A beat of total silence.

"Say that again."

"I asked what he was going to do with them when we were done. He said keep them. I asked why." She shifted in the seat. "He said because when I leave he'll be hard for the rest of the afternoon and he'd rather have something to look at."

"He told you that."

"Straight out. Didn't blink."

Marcus made a sound low in his throat.

"And his cock was hard the entire time," she said. "From the minute I came out from behind the screen. Grey sweatpants, nothing underneath, you could see every detail of it against his thigh. He just left it there. Drew around it."

"Christ."

"It's big." She let that sit for a second. "Really big, Marcus."

The sound he made that time had no word shape at all.

"I was wet from the first pose." Her voice stayed even. "The linen was damp under me. There was a point where he could see it on my pussy lips and we both just went quiet and neither of us said anything."

"Sienna."

"I was wet the entire two hours. Every time I looked at his cock in those trousers it got worse."

She heard him shift. Heard the specific quality of his breathing now, the one she knew.

"The last pose," she said. "I took it myself. He didn't ask."

"What did you do."

"Spread my thighs all the way open. Took my tit in one hand and squeezed it." A pause. "Pulled my pussy lips apart with the other and held them open and looked at him."

The sound Marcus made went straight to her cunt.

"Did you want to finger yourself," he said.

"Yes."

"Did you want him to come across the room and fuck you."

"Yes." Her hand was already moving, pushing down the front of her jeans into the wet. "His cock was twitching against the fabric and I was spread open and I wanted him to put it in me."

"Tell me how," Marcus said, and his voice was gone to somewhere she recognised. "Tell me how you wanted it."

"Hard." The word came out without hesitation. "Him standing at the edge of the surface with my legs over his shoulders, that cock pushing in, all of it."

"All of it."

"All of it. I wanted to feel the size of it." Her fingers were moving now, the dark car silent around her, the concrete walls close. "I wanted to know what it would do to me."

"It would split you open," Marcus said, and she heard the rough edge in it, heard him moving. "That cock would take you apart."

"Yes."

"You'd come the second he got it in."

"I'd come before." Her hips pushed up off the seat. "Just from feeling it against me."

"And you'd want more."

"I'd want all of it. Every time he pushed in I'd want more." Her full thighs pressed and opened, pressed and opened. "He'd fuck me into the surface and I'd let him do whatever he wanted with me."

"With that cock."

"With that cock." Her breath was gone. "God, Marcus."

"Are you close."

"Yes."

His own breath was ragged now, the rhythm of it telling her everything. They stayed on the line together, her fingers working and his breath breaking and the fantasy running out loud between them until neither of them had enough breath left to speak.

He came first, a rough sound wrenched out of him, and it drove her over. Her pussy clenched tight around her fingers, her full hips bucking up, a sound leaving her that bounced off the concrete walls and came back to her from three directions.

The car was very quiet.

Her breath came back in slow pieces. The dark of the parking level settled around her again, ordinary and still.

"I'm coming home now," she said.
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Chapter 16
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The studio smelled the same. Linseed oil and cold plaster and something charcoal-sharp underneath both. North light fell through the high windows in two clean planes across the floor. The linen on the chaise was fresh. Charcoal jar on the low shelf, a blank sheet already pinned and waiting on the board.

She'd parked two streets away. The September air had hit the back of her neck when she stepped out and stayed there the whole walk over. Her thighs had been aware since she woke up that morning.

"Hey there, sexy," Damon said from behind her.

She turned. He was already at the stool, charcoal board across his knee, dressed for nothing other than work. Paint on one wrist. Close-cropped hair, broad shoulders filling out the worn grey fabric of his shirt, his dark eyes doing what they did: settling on her with the full weight of his attention and staying.

She smiled and went behind the screen.

Last week she'd come out in the robe. She left the robe on its hook. Folded her jeans and top on the chair behind the screen, unclipped her bra, stepped out of her underwear, and came out without it.

His eyes moved from the page to her and stayed.

She stood in nothing in the north light and waited.
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He put her in a standing pose, three-quarter angle, both arms loose. She settled into it and found the fixed point on the wall she'd used last week, a small screw head above the far window frame, and held still.

His eyes moved from her to the page. Back. Down to the page. Back.

The interval shortened. She felt it before she tracked it. The charcoal sound, the brief pause, the sound again, the stop. Last week the rhythm had been even, a man working steadily through something he intended to finish. This week the charcoal kept going down and his eyes kept coming up and staying up.

The charcoal didn't come back up.

Her full breasts rose and fell in the cold light. Her wide hips held the angle he'd given them. The full round weight of her arse, the pale freckled length of her, all of it in the flat grey glare of the windows, and his eyes across all of it and not moving to the page.

She kept her gaze on the screw head.

The stool scraped. His footsteps crossed the floor, no announcement in them, no hesitation either. Past the low shelf, past the chaise, directly across to her. She didn't change her position.

Both his hands came to her jaw.

The kiss had no question in it. His mouth came down on hers and stayed, open and certain, and she felt the full breadth of his hands either side of her face, his thumbs at the hinges of her jaw. A sound came out of her against his mouth. Her hands found the front of his shirt.

She pulled him in.

One arm came around the small of her bare back and the other dropped to the full curve of her arse and he held her the way he'd been looking at her for the past forty minutes, completely and without apology. Her full breasts pressed into the worn cotton of his shirt. Both his hands gripped her arse, settled on the full round weight of it and stayed.

He stepped back once. Just looked at her, standing in nothing in the north light, her full pale freckled body in the cold. His dark eyes moved from her face down and took their time. She let them.

Then his hands came back.

He lifted her. Both arms, her full body off the floor, the solid fact of his size registering everywhere at once, and she got her legs around him and he carried her across the bare floor to the cushions piled against the wall and came down with her. His mouth hit her throat. His hand moved down the soft inside of her full thigh and kept moving and she pulled his shirt over his head and threw it across the floor.

His mouth went to her full breasts first. Both hands on them, his thumbs across the nipples, his mouth following, and the sound she made was loud enough that she felt it in the back of her skull. He took his time. Not teasing. Working. Moving from one to the other with the same attention he gave the page, thorough and without rush, and her hands went into his close-cropped hair and pressed.

"Lower," she said.

He went lower.

Both hands pushed her full thighs wide open and his mouth found her and stayed. No preamble, no working up to it. His tongue moved with the same quality his hands had on the cushions, the quality of someone who has assessed what's in front of them and gone directly to what matters. Her back came off the cushion. Her fingers tightened in his hair and his hands pressed her full thighs flat and kept them there and she stopped trying to move.

"Fuck. Right there. Right there."

His tongue stayed exactly where it was.

Two fingers pushed inside her and curled and her hips came off the cushion entirely and his forearm pressed them back down and held them. His mouth and his hand worked together with the patience of someone who has done this enough times to know that patience is the whole point, and the sounds coming out of her weren't words anymore, just breath and noise and his name broken into a single syllable.

"Da. God. Da."

The first orgasm came fast and almost angry, her hips straining against his forearm, a sound tearing out of her that hit the white studio walls and died in the high ceiling, and he held her through all of it and worked her through every second of it until her thighs stopped shaking.

She pushed him off by the shoulders. Pushed him onto his back and got her knees either side of him and her hands went to his belt and then his jeans and then her fingers closed around his cock and she stopped.

The size was a flat physical fact. Her hand didn't close. She got both hands around him and felt the full weight of it and her mouth went dry.

"Jesus," she said. Not performing it. Just the word leaving her.

A low sound came from his chest, close to a laugh.

She got her mouth on him. Both hands working what her mouth couldn't cover, moving together, and his breathing shifted from the first stroke, his stomach tightening, his broad thighs going still and deliberate on either side of her the way a man goes still when he is concentrating on not losing control. His hand came to the back of her head, not pushing, just resting there, a warm flat weight.

"That mouth," he said. "Christ."

She worked him until his thighs tightened hard and his hand pressed once.

"Come here."

She came up. He rolled her onto her back and got between her full thighs and she felt the blunt pressure of him and put her hands on his hips and pulled.

The first push in was a full stop. Her breath left her body. He held there, not moving, his face above hers in the flat grey light, his dark eyes reading her.

"You okay?"

"Give me more." Her nails went into his lower back. "All of it."

He gave her all of it.

The first full stroke pulled a sound out of her she didn't recognise as her own voice.

"Mmh. Mmh. Fuck."

He built the rhythm from nothing, slow at first, deep, each movement deliberate and unhurried, his broad hands finding her full hips and holding them at the angle he wanted. Her full breasts moved with every push. Her wide hips rolled up to meet him and he let them and then his hands gripped harder and held her still and did it his way and she stopped trying to participate and just took it.

"Harder."

He gave her harder.

"Harder than that."

"Ah." The sound left him low and controlled. "You're going to take it harder, are you."

"Yes."

The rhythm locked in. The sound of skin filled the studio, her voice underneath it, short broken things that weren't words. His breathing stayed low and even above her, controlled in a way that made her want to wreck it. She dug her heels into the back of his thighs and pushed up and felt him grunt and drive forward and she cried out against his shoulder.

"Nngh. There. God, there."

He pulled back and flipped her onto her side, one of her full thighs pulled up and held against his chest, his broad hand flat on her hip. The angle was different and she made a sound that was more shock than anything else. His cock pushed in from this angle and found something new and she grabbed the edge of the nearest cushion and held it.

"Ohh. Oh that's."

"Yeah," he said. "I know."

He worked her from there with long slow strokes, his hand moving from her hip to the full curve of her arse and gripping, and she felt every inch of every movement, felt the full length of him withdrawing and returning, and the sounds she was making were continuous now, unbroken, her full body shaking with each push.

"More. Harder. Come on."

His hips snapped forward and she yelped and he did it again and she pushed back into it and he made a low sound and picked up the pace and the studio filled with skin and her voice and the cushion twisting in her fist.

The orgasm hit without warning from this angle, no build, just a sudden wall of it, and she cried out so loud her own voice startled her, her full thighs clamping hard and her back arching and his hand gripping the full round weight of her arse through all of it and not letting go.

"Hh. Hh. Fuck. Fuck."

He gave her a moment. Just one. Then his hands moved her again.

Onto her back. He came down over her, his full weight briefly on her, and she pulled him in with both hands, her full thighs wide, her full breasts pressed into his chest, and he started again from the beginning, slow and deep, and her full body answered every stroke.

He picked up the pace. His hands slid under the small of her back and tilted her full hips up and the angle changed and the sound that came out of her was something between a gasp and a wail and his mouth came to her ear.

"Louder than that," he said.

"Nngh. God. Yes."

Her full body was slick, her dark blonde hair spread and tangled across the cushion, her pale freckled chest flushed all the way to her collarbones, the small mole above her right collarbone darkened with heat. His mouth found her throat and bit down and she arched into it and raked her nails down his back and felt the full weight of him driving into her full hips and came again, this one long and rolling, her full body pulling at him from the inside and his rhythm breaking just slightly at the edge of it before he steadied and kept going.

"Mmh. Don't. Don't change anything."

He sat up and pulled her onto his lap facing him. Her full thighs spread across his, her full breasts against his chest, his cock still inside her, and his hands took the full round weight of her arse in both palms and moved her. She got her hands on his shoulders and rode him. His face was level with her full breasts and his mouth found one nipple and she felt his teeth and then his tongue and her head dropped back.

"Your tits," he said against her skin. "Fucking hell."

Her hands tightened on his shoulders and she rode him harder. His hands on her full arse moved her faster and his mouth pulled at her nipple and she came again, this one nearly silent, her forehead dropping to his shoulder and her full body gripping around him and her breath gone.

"Hh. Hh. Hh."

He tipped her forward onto all fours without a word.

Both broad hands went to her full hips and covered them, his fingers reaching toward her stomach, and he pushed inside her from behind and she felt every additional inch of him from this angle, felt the full weight and length of him, and the noise she made was involuntary.

"Ohh. Oh fuck."

"Yeah," he said. "That's it."

His hands worked her full hips back to meet him. The sound was loud and the white walls threw it back at them and neither of them cared. Her full breasts swung with every push. Her dark blonde hair fell forward and she let it. His thumb traced the line of her spine from the base to her shoulder blades, one slow stroke, and the contrast of that against everything else sent a jolt through her she wasn't ready for.

"Don't be gentle with me."

Both hands gripped her full arse hard and he wasn't gentle.

He reached around and his fingers found her and worked her from the front while he drove into her from behind and the combination was too much and too exact and she stopped holding anything back. Her voice came out ragged and continuous and his name and syllables that weren't words and the cushion balled up in both fists.

"Ohh god. Like that. Right like that. Don't you dare."

"You feel incredible," he said, his voice rough now, the control fraying at the edges at last. "Fuck. You feel."

She pushed back hard into him and felt him lose the last of the evenness and his hands gripped the full curve of her arse and he drove forward and she came with her face in the cushion and both fists in the linen, his name and something shapeless and loud, and he drove into her through every second of it and then his rhythm broke and his hands gripped hard and he finished with a low sound that filled the room and took its time leaving.

The north light didn't move. The blank sheet on the board stood untouched. Everything in the room was exactly where it had been an hour ago and nothing was the same at all.

Neither of them moved for a while.

Her full body lay across the cushions, one arm above her head, her dark blonde hair loose and spread beneath her, her pale freckled skin catching what remained of the afternoon light. Her chest rose and fell. The studio held the quiet, cold plaster and high ceilings, the sound dying before it got anywhere.

Damon's hand ran once down the length of her bare back. Shoulder blade to the base of her spine, one slow pass. His hands did it the way they'd done everything in the session, without making anything of it, and then he stood and it was over.

Her throat felt odd.

She hadn't expected that.

He crossed to the back of the studio, water running, then stopping. A drawer opening and closing. He came back and crouched beside her and pressed a folded cloth between her thighs, warm and damp, and held it there for a moment before taking it away and standing and that was it, finished, no ceremony around it.

"Thank you," she said.

"Mm."

She lay there another minute. The north light was going flat at the edges, the afternoon losing its quality. Her full body felt loose in every joint, the specific weight of having been attended to, and she let it sit.

Damon pulled on his jeans and crossed to the board. Unpinned the blank sheet, set it aside, clipped a fresh one in its place. Picked up the charcoal. His back was to her, his broad shoulders settled and easy, already somewhere else.

She sat up.

"Stay there," he said. "Exactly like that."

She looked at him. His eyes were already moving across her with that quality, the assessing look, the one that treated her full body as information to be read and recorded. Her dark blonde hair loose and tangled, her pale freckled skin still flushed from the chest up, her full breasts bare in the flat grey light.

"Like this," she said. Not a question.

"Like that."

She settled back onto her hands, the position she'd naturally arrived in, and held it. The charcoal started moving. The studio went quiet except for that sound, soft and steady, and the occasional shift of his weight on the stool.

I could get used to this.

The thought arrived without ceremony and sat there, comfortable.

She held the position. Her full body warm and loose, the cold light on her bare skin, his eyes moving from her to the page and back, and none of it asking anything from her other than stillness. She gave him the stillness. She watched his face while he worked, the concentration in it, the way everything else in him went quiet when the charcoal was moving.

Five minutes. Maybe ten.

"Good," he said. He didn't look up.

She reached for her underwear.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]










Chapter 17
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The front door caught on its latch. That sound, the specific drag and click of it, had marked two months of evenings running.

Marcus was in bed with the lamp on and his back against the headboard when her footsteps came up the stairs. He knew from the sound of them. Even-paced, unhurried, the loose walk of a body that has been used well and hasn't tightened back up yet. He had learned to read her from sound alone before she crossed the threshold.

She came through the door still dressed and his eyes went straight to her chest. The flush was there, high and bright, running from her full breasts up into her throat. Her dark blonde hair loose and slightly tangled, her full mouth looking exactly the way it looked when she had been kissed for a long time. Her gray-green eyes found him and she let out a slow breath.

There it is. All of it right there on her skin.

She undressed without hurry. The jumper first, then her bra, her full breasts falling free into the lamplight, heavier than they looked in clothes, the pale freckled skin warm, the nipples already softened from however recently they had been touched. She stepped out of her jeans and he saw the marks: faint fingerprints on the wide curve of her hip, the press of large hands. She climbed in beside him and her scent reached him and underneath her own familiar warmth was someone else, and the back of his jaw went tight and his cock hardened against his thigh before she had said a word.

She rolled toward him and her full breasts pressed against his arm and she started talking.

He was inside her before she finished the second paragraph. She kept talking and he kept moving and her full hips rolled to meet him in the easy unhurried way of a woman who has already come twice tonight and is coming a third time because her body still has the taste for it. Fast and complete. The ritual so fluent now it needed no ceremony. She came around him with her face pressed into his neck, a sound that came out low and long and ended on his name.

He came thirty seconds later with both hands full of her round arse and his forehead on her shoulder.

Both of them went still. The lamp threw its same yellow light across the ceiling.

That's what it is. That's always what it is.

She went to the bathroom. He lay flat and his heartbeat came down and his mind sorted itself and waited.

She came back and got in. Lay on her back beside him, the duvet pulled to her waist, her full breasts bare in the lamplight. A long quiet. He did not push into it.

Then she started talking again and it was not the narrative this time. No shape to it, no beginning and middle. Just memory coming out of her mouth because it kept surfacing and she needed somewhere to put it.

His size. The specific adjustment, and then what happened once she stopped adjusting. Her voice went somewhere lower when she described that. Less measured, the voice she used when she needed to say something rather than perform it. His hands. The way they moved her, the ease of it, the physical fact of that much strength applied without force. And then the warm cloth afterward. Her voice dropped there.

"I didn't expect that," she said. "It surprised me more than anything else he did."

Marcus said nothing for a moment.

"Did you like it."

"Yes."

"All of it."

"Very much."

She kept talking and he kept listening and she gave him everything he wanted without reading the room first, and he took all of it.

She came twice with a twenty-nine year old she can't stop talking about, and still, she came home to me. I love this woman.

"You could come next time," she said. "If you wanted."

Her voice was easy about it. The offer sat between them without weight.

His hand moved across the sheet and cupped her heavy breast, flicking the nipple once.

"I would love to," he said. His voice dropped on the last word. "If you're all right with it."

She reached for her phone on the nightstand. Typed. Set it face-down on her bare stomach and her full breasts rose and fell with her breath. Marcus let her breast go and crawled down between her legs and blew at her still wet pussy. She giggled.

Damon's answer came after a few minutes.

Her phone screen lit the ceiling white and she reached for it without lifting her hips from his mouth. He kept his tongue moving in slow circles and slid both hands up her stomach and filled them with her full, heavy breasts, squeezing the weight of them while she read.

"He says he's still thinking about the taste of me," she said. "Says he couldn't put the charcoal down after I left. Says if I come back Tuesday he'll have me on the chaise before my coat's off."

His thumbs pressed over her nipples and she gasped and her hips pushed down against his mouth. He worked her slow and thorough, lips and tongue, learning the rhythm her body was asking for. She typed back one-handed, reading aloud as she went.

"I'm telling him you're eating me out right now while I text him." A pause. "Sending it."

He drew her clit between his lips and sucked and she made a noise that had no word attached to it.

"Mmh. He says..." Her voice already unsteady. "He says lucky man. He says tell me what his mouth feels like and don't leave anything out."

He felt her get wetter. Both his hands were still full of her, fingers working her stiff nipples, palms pressed to the full warm weight of her breasts, and he kept his mouth exactly where it was and listened to her type.

"I'm telling him your tongue is on me right now and I'm already close." She breathed out hard. "I'm telling him I came on his cock twice this afternoon and I'm about to come on my husband's face."

She sent it. He pushed his tongue flat and dragged it upward and she cried out short and sharp.

The reply came in under a minute. She read it aloud and her voice broke in the middle of it.

"He says he's hard again. He says he's thinking about my full tits in his hands when I was on top. He says you're a lucky man and he means it."

He pulled her clit back into his mouth and sucked steadily and his hands kneaded her heavy breasts and she arched off the sheet.

"Nngh. God."

The third text arrived before she had recovered. She fumbled the phone up and read it and her thighs locked around his head.

"He's describing when I came the second time. He says I soaked him. He says the sounds I made are going into the next painting." Her voice was almost gone now. "He says he wants me back in his studio so badly it's making it hard to think."

She typed back fast, reading every word as it went.

"I'm telling him my husband has two fingers in me now and his mouth hasn't left my pussy." He added the fingers as she said it, pressing deep, crooking forward, and she gasped and dropped the phone on her stomach. "I'm telling him I'm going to come in about ten seconds."

She typed the last line one-handed with her head thrown back and her full hips rolling hard against his face and her free hand crushing her own heavy breast.

"I'm asking him if you can watch next time."

She sent it. He kept his fingers moving and his mouth working and felt her get impossibly wetter and her whole body began to shake. He drove her through it, slow and relentless, and she came with the phone still in her hand.

"Ohhhh. Fuck. Fuuuck. Yes."

She was still gasping when the screen lit.

He looked up the length of her body. Her pale freckled skin flushed chest to cheeks. Her full breasts heaving. Her dark blonde hair wrecked across the pillow. Her gray-green eyes wet and reckless and fixed on the screen.

She read it aloud.

"Tell him to prepare for a long night."

Her hips came off the bed.

He came up the full length of her and she was still holding the phone and he took it from her hand and threw it across the room onto the chair and got both her full thighs over his shoulders in one motion and pushed inside her and she cried out, loud and unguarded, her hands flying to the headboard.

"Oh god. Yes. Yes."

Nothing careful about it. He drove into her and she took it and asked for more with her hips and her voice and the grip of her full thighs. He got one hand under her round arse and lifted and the other filled itself with her heavy breast and her dark blonde hair spread everywhere across the pillow and she came the first time with her nails raking down his back and her head thrown hard against the pillow.

"Aaaah. Yes. There. Oooooh!"

She pulled him down onto her, legs locking around his waist, and he went slower and deeper and she talked into his ear, low and direct, telling him everything, what Damon felt like and what Marcus felt like and what she wanted right now, and he buried himself to the hilt and she came again, longer this time, her full body shaking through it from her throat into her thighs.

He came with both hands twisted in her dark blonde hair and his face pressed into her throat and her name in his teeth.

The room settled. Her full breasts rose and fell against his chest. Her hand moved in the dark and found his and held it.

Neither of them spoke.

The phone glowed once more on the chair across the room. Neither of them moved.

––––––––
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A week passed and Sunday waited at the end of it.

Sunday came grey and mild. Marcus showered, dressed, came downstairs to find Sienna already in her coat at the kitchen counter, coffee in one hand, her dark blonde hair loose around her shoulders. Her gray-green eyes came up when he walked in. She looked at him the way she had been looking at him all week, with something settled and certain in it, and he felt it land in his chest the same way it had every time.

She picked up her keys from the bowl by the door.

"I'll drive," she said. "I know where it is."

The drive took twenty-two minutes. Neither of them filled it with talk. Bristol came up around them, the terraces thickening, the streets narrowing, the light changing quality the way it did in the city. She drove with one hand easy on the wheel and the other resting on the gearstick and she did not need directions.

When she turned into the street below Stokes Croft his cock hardened in his jeans and didn't soften again.

She parked off Cheltenham Road without hesitating. Out of the door before he finished unbuckling. He followed her onto the pavement, one step behind, his hand loose at his side. A man with a coffee outside the café on the corner. Pigeons on the Banksy wall. Her round arse in dark jeans and her shoulders straight and her dark blonde hair lifting slightly in the November air.

The door to the building. The stairs.

Her boots on each step, three flights, the stairwell smelling of turpentine and old plaster. His cock pressing hard against the seam of his jeans the whole way up.

At the top landing she stopped.

Her hand came back and found his. Not gripping. Just there, her slender fingers between his, the small warm weight of it.

The door in front of them. Light under it, and the low sound of music from inside.

She turned the handle.

He thought of a rainy Saturday, a cold attic, a sketchbook he hadn't been meant to find. The signature in the back cover. The two letters in ink. Where that had led and where he was standing now.

Damon was already crossing the studio toward her. Long strides, no hesitation, his dark eyes fixed entirely on Sienna. She let go of Marcus's hand and stepped forward and the two of them came together hard. One of Damon's large hands went straight to her round arse and gripped the full weight of it through her jeans. The other came up and closed over her full breast and squeezed, firm and possessive, and the sound that came out of her throat was immediate and helpless.

"Mmph."

Her arms flew up around his neck and her dark blonde hair fell back as his mouth came down on hers. Her full lips opened under his and she kissed him back hard, her hips rolling forward, her pelvis grinding against him in a slow deliberate circle that had no self-consciousness in it at all. His hand worked her full breast through her coat and she pushed into his grip and the sound of her against his mouth carried across the studio.

Marcus stood in the doorway and watched his wife melt into another man's hands.

His cock twitched in his jeans, rigid and urgent, almost there before anything had even begun.
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