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Draw in the Night
by James R Hornby


Full, rounded breasts; nipples slightly elevated on soft skin. Waists that scoop in from below ribcages to sweep out again to full hips which then taper down through thigh and calf to the delicate tick of a foot. Lips that smile, plump red lips; small mouths, large mouths, slim faces, oval faces, bright eyes, dark hair, fair hair, skin the colour of milk, skin the colour of dusky chocolate ... He has sketched them all.


In some cases he has done more than sketch the models, the pad having fallen away as he rises to meet them in the bright studio. His long-fingered hands, artist’s hands, slipping across soft skin; cupping a breast, a buttock, tracing the line of her hip, across her belly and lower ’til he finds her slit, already slick, puckered for a kiss. His fingers slip inside, and he feels her heat, her need. It yields to him as his fingers hook, explore. She gasps into his mouth, a sweet desperate sound: ‘Oh.’


And he just wants to give her more. He slows his exploration. She sighs and lays her head on his shoulder.


Muscles clench around his fingers, drawing him in, he applies a little more pressure and he feels the brush of hair on his cheek as her head rises, rolls back, lips parted to utter another cracked: ‘Oh!’


But that was then and this is now. His days of learning his craft have faded into the past and become vague outlines in his memory. He has travelled for much of the spring, seeing old friends and visiting places of beauty. He has seen great castles, proud cathedrals, darkly seductive crypts. He has seen great forests, wide rivers, bold mountains and lush valleys ... and he has drawn them all. And yet he still searches, he searches for that one thing that he can draw, either man-made or not that possesses the beauty that he longs for.


It’s not the seductive green eyes that he first notices. It’s not the sway of her hips from beneath the hem of the blue shirt that draws him in. It’s not the swell of breasts beneath her apron or the tresses of dark hair that fall past her shoulders. It’s her voice.


He is sitting with a sketchpad in his lap and a stick of charcoal in his hand. There is a half complete image on the page as if ghosts live in the weave of the paper.


Beyond the table at which he sits the day is bright, slashed by the shadow of the awning. A harbour wall drops away to the placid green of the water. Gulls skim low and their cries, like rusty gates, rise into the air and repeat, repeat, repeat.


Two children stand out in the morning. The older is a boy with a green visor casting an eldritch glow over his features as he looks down at his sister. She is wearing a pink visor which gives her face an angelic glow; she is laughing. Neither are older than five or six though green visor acts a lot older. He is trying to drive his sister back towards a wall while she joyfully dances about. His face is serious, a soldier on campaign while she has the bleary innocence of youth infusing her features.


This is the picture that is growing on the man’s sketchpad. He has only looked up a couple of times. His intention is clear, to catch the motion of the girl and the solemnity of the brother as he herds her back.


The waitress approaches his table and he is aware of her though he has not yet looked up. There is the scent of shampoo, coffee and woman. He ignores her as he finishes the shadow of the boy which stretches long at the child’s feet.


A shift of air and he is aware the waitress has moved beside him. A dark strand of hair dances into his peripheral vision.


‘That’s wonderful.’ Her voice is deep clear and rounded. It is like the toll of a golden bell and it is seductive. He thinks that she is probably not aware that the tone of her voice has the ability to send a shiver down his spine and further. The charcoal pauses above the paper.
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