
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Scent of Devotion

Margot Delacroix had been blending perfumes for eleven years, and she'd learned that scent was the most honest language humans spoke. More honest than words, which could lie. More honest than faces, which could mask. Scent told the truth about desire, about fear, about the animal underneath the civilized veneer.

Her workshop occupied the ground floor of a converted textile mill in the old quarter, all exposed brick and original hardwood floors that creaked under her feet. Late afternoon light slanted through the tall industrial windows, catching dust motes and turning them into golden constellations. The space smelled like her livelihood—a complex overlay of bergamot and oakmoss, jasmine and leather, sandalwood and the faint metallic tang of the copper distillation equipment she'd imported from Grasse.

She stood at her main workbench, a massive slab of butcher block scarred with years of work, surrounded by hundreds of small bottles arranged in her own idiosyncratic order. To anyone else, it looked like chaos. To Margot, it was an orchestra waiting for a conductor.

She was elbow-deep in her current obsession—trying to capture that precise moment when jasmine absolute tipped from intoxicating into obscene. The flower's scent was famously dirty, packed with indole, the same compound found in feces and rotting meat. In tiny amounts, it made jasmine smell alive, sexual, dangerous. Too much, and it became unwearable.

Margot had been dancing on that knife's edge for three hours, adding drops so small they barely registered, testing each iteration on the inside of her wrist. Her head felt light from breathing the concentrated fumes, her skin hummed with chemical sensitivity, and she'd long since stopped being able to smell anything clearly. She was working on instinct now, on eleven years of training her nose to parse molecules most people couldn't consciously detect.

The door chimed.

Margot's hand stilled on the dropper, irritation flashing through her. She'd blocked out the afternoon specifically to work uninterrupted, had told her assistant—

But then she looked up, and every thought in her head evaporated like alcohol under flame.

The woman standing in her doorway was a fucking masterpiece.

Tall—at least five-ten in those brutally expensive Louboutins, the red soles a small violence against the weathered floorboards. Her suit was charcoal gray, Italian by the cut of it, tailored so precisely it might as well have been painted on. Every line emphasized the length of her legs, the narrowness of her waist, the subtle curve of hips that suggested strength rather than softness.

But it was her face that made Margot forget how to breathe.

Sharp cheekbones that could cut glass. A jaw that spoke of stubbornness and late nights. A mouth—God, that mouth—full and serious and somehow both cruel and generous at once. The kind of mouth that made you want to do stupid things just to see it smile.

And her eyes. Storm-cloud gray, intelligent and assessing, framed by dark lashes and absolutely no makeup. She didn't need it. The severity of her pulled-back hair—dark brown with hints of auburn in the light, twisted into a knot so tight it had to be painful—only emphasized the classical perfection of her bone structure.

She looked like a very expensive problem.

Those gray eyes swept across the studio with methodical precision, cataloging details—the chaos of Margot's workspace, the distillation equipment in the corner, the antique apothecary cabinet with its dozens of small drawers. Then they landed on Margot herself, and the intensity of that gaze felt almost physical, like being seen through rather than simply seen.

Margot was suddenly, painfully aware of how she must look. Ratty band t-shirt—Fleetwood Mac, vintage, with a hole in the hem she kept meaning to fix. Canvas apron covered in stains from eleven years of work, everything from rose absolute to red wine. Hair piled into a chaotic bun held up with a pencil because she couldn't find a hair tie this morning. No makeup except the lavender oil she'd absently painted on her collarbone because she liked how it warmed on her skin.

She looked like exactly what she was—an artist who'd been working too hard for too long and had forgotten to care about appearances.

This woman, by contrast, looked like she'd never had a hair out of place in her entire life.

"I have an appointment." Her voice matched the rest of her—low and controlled, with a hint of something rougher underneath, like bourbon aged in charred oak barrels. "Delacroix?"

Margot realized she was staring. Worse, she realized she'd been staring long enough that it was absolutely obvious, and the woman's lips curved into something that wasn't quite a smile. More like acknowledgment. Recognition of the effect she had.

Fuck.

"That's me," Margot managed, setting down her dropper carefully before she dropped it. "Margot."

"Simone Devereaux." She stepped deeper into the studio, and Margot tracked the movement with the helpless precision of a compass tracking north.

Every detail registered with crystalline clarity. The expensive watch on her wrist—simple, elegant, the kind that cost more than Margot's rent. The fact that she wore no rings, no jewelry at all except tiny diamond studs in her ears. The way she moved—economical, precise, like every gesture had been considered and approved before execution.

But there were cracks in the perfection. Small tells that suggested vulnerability underneath the armor. The way her fingers worried the strap of her leather bag—just for a second, before she caught herself and stilled. The barely-there freckles dusting her cheekbones, tiny imperfections that made her somehow more devastating rather than less.

And the way she was looking at Margot—gray eyes darker now, pupils dilated in the lower light of the studio, lingering on details. The curve of Margot's throat. The paint stain on her collarbone. The way her shirt clung to her breasts.

She was looking. Actually looking.

Margot felt heat bloom low in her belly, spreading outward like ink in water.

"Your assistant mentioned you could help me," Simone said, and there was something careful in her voice now. "I have anosmia. Congenital. I've never smelled anything in my entire life."

The confession hung in the air between them. Margot had worked with anosmics before—people missing one of humanity's most primal senses, desperate to understand the invisible world everyone else took for granted. She'd developed protocols, workarounds, ways to help them understand perfume through taste and texture and the emotional associations others described.

But standing here, watching the way afternoon light caught in Simone's hair, noticing how her throat worked when she swallowed, Margot found her professional training deserting her entirely.

"And you want me to create perfumes for you anyway?" she asked, proud when her voice came out mostly steady.

"No." Simone held her gaze, and something fierce flickered in those gray eyes. "I want you to teach me to taste them."

The silence that followed felt dangerous. Charged. Like standing too close to a live wire and feeling the electricity raise every hair on your body.

Margot circled her workbench slowly, buying time to think, to get her goddamn heartbeat under control. As she moved, she was hyperaware of Simone tracking her—eyes following the line of her body, lingering on her hips, the bare skin of her arms where her t-shirt sleeves ended.

It definitely wasn't her imagination. Simone was watching her the way you watched something you wanted to touch.

"Taste is smell's sister sense," Margot said, stopping close enough that she could see the fine grain of Simone's skin, the way her pupils dilated and contracted with minute shifts in light. "We think of them as separate, but they're intimately connected. Seventy to eighty percent of what we perceive as taste is actually aroma—molecules traveling up through the retronasal passage when we chew, hitting olfactory receptors in the roof of the nasal cavity."

She was lecturing, falling into the safety of technical language. Simone let her, listening with focused attention.

"But you've never had smell," Margot continued, moving even closer, drawn by some gravity she couldn't name. "Which means your taste is probably more refined than most people's. You've been compensating your entire life, parsing flavors most people never consciously register because their brain lumps it all together as 'smell.'"

"I have." Simone's voice was barely above a whisper now. "I can tell you the difference between Maldon salt and fleur de sel just by texture and mineral content. I can identify grape varietals by acid structure and tannin profile. But I'm still missing something. Something everyone else experiences that I can't even imagine."

"So you want me to bridge that gap." Margot was close enough now that she could see the faint pulse beating in Simone's throat, could smell—ironically—the expensive cologne she was wearing. Something woody and clean that probably cost two hundred dollars an ounce and smelled like every other high-end masculine fragrance on the market.

Generic. Safe. Nothing like what Margot would create for her.

"I want you to teach me a new language," Simone said. "One I've never been able to speak."

"And you understand that would require..." Margot trailed off, not quite sure how to phrase it professionally.

"Intimacy," Simone finished for her. "Yes. Your assistant explained that scent molecules need moisture to activate. That the only way I can taste them is through direct contact."

The word 'intimacy' hung between them, heavy with implication.

"We'd have to get creative," Margot said carefully. "Push boundaries most people would find uncomfortable."

"I'm very comfortable with discomfort," Simone replied, and something in her tone suggested she wasn't just talking about scent anymore.

Margot's hands weren't quite steady as she reached for a small bottle—the jasmine absolute she'd been working with, thick and syrupy and obscene. She held it up to the light, letting Simone see the dense amber liquid.

"This is jasmine. Jasminum grandiflorum, specifically—the variety grown in Grasse." She swirled the bottle gently, watching the oil coat the glass. "To someone who can smell, it's almost overwhelming. Sweet, but with this dark, animalic quality underneath that comes from indole."

"Indole?" Simone was leaning in now, drawn by curiosity or attraction or both.

"A compound we associate with flowers, but which also occurs in feces, rotting meat, vaginal secretions." Margot watched Simone's eyes widen. "In tiny amounts, it makes jasmine smell alive, sexual. It's the difference between a nice floral scent and something that reaches into your hindbrain and makes you want to fuck."

The word landed between them like a physical object.

"So jasmine," Simone said slowly, "smells like sex."

"The best jasmine does, yes." Margot opened the bottle and touched the dropper to her inner wrist. Just a single drop, warming immediately on her skin. "But you'll have to trust me on that. For you, we need to find other pathways."

She held her wrist up, offering it. "Scent molecules need moisture to activate—breath, saliva, the oils of skin. If you want to taste this, really taste it, you'll need to use your mouth."

Simone's gaze locked onto Margot's wrist like it was the most important thing in the world. For a long moment, she didn't move. Margot could practically see her weighing the offer, considering implications, calculating risk versus reward.

Then Simone's hand came up—long fingers, callused at the tips like maybe she played piano or typed too much—and wrapped around Margot's wrist.

Her touch was warm, firm, her thumb settling naturally over Margot's racing pulse. She drew Margot's wrist toward her face slowly, deliberately, with the kind of control that suggested she always did everything with complete intentionality.

When she was close enough that Margot could feel her breath against sensitive skin, she paused. Their eyes met—gray to brown, question to answer.

"Show me," Simone said softly.

Margot's voice came out rougher than intended. "Use your tongue. You need to actually taste the oil, let it coat your palate, feel how the molecules interact with your saliva."

Simone's tongue was a revelation—soft and warm and impossibly thorough as it traced the path of oil on Margot's skin. The sensation was electric, intimate in a way that went far beyond the simple mechanics of the gesture. Margot watched Simone's eyes flutter closed, her dark lashes casting shadows on her cheekbones, her mouth working with focused intensity.

This close, Margot could see everything—the fine lines at the corners of Simone's eyes that suggested she smiled more than her serious demeanor implied. The tiny scar through her left eyebrow. The way her throat worked as she swallowed, processing the taste.

Simone's grip on Margot's wrist tightened, thumb pressing harder against her pulse, and Margot wondered if she could feel how fast her heart was beating. Wondered if Simone knew exactly what kind of effect she was having.

When Simone finally opened her eyes, there was something new in them—heat, understanding, hunger barely restrained.

"It's..." she began, then paused, searching for words. "Sweet but not sweet. Like cream that's been sitting in the sun too long. Flowers rotting into earth. And underneath..." She frowned slightly, concentrating. "Something that makes my mouth water. Something that feels almost forbidden."

"Yes." Margot was impressed despite her distraction. "That's indole. Your tongue is picking up what your nose can't—the animalic undertone that makes jasmine so fucking sexy."

Simone didn't let go of her wrist. Her thumb traced small, deliberate circles over Margot's pulse point, spreading the remaining oil, warming it further with friction and body heat. "What else can you teach me?"

Everything, Margot thought wildly. Every single thing I know about pleasure and taste and the places where they intersect.

"Come here," she said instead, moving toward her main workbench.

The space was tight, intimate, forcing them to stand closer than was strictly necessary. Margot could feel the heat radiating from Simone's body through layers of expensive fabric, could hear her breathing, steady and controlled despite the charge in the air between them.

She selected three more bottles from her collection, lining them up on the scarred wood. "We're going to build you a scent vocabulary. Teach your tongue to parse what your nose never learned."

"And this requires..." Simone gestured between them, eyebrow raised in question.

"Direct contact," Margot confirmed, meeting her eyes steadily. "Scent molecules are lipophilic—they bind to fats, to oils, to the salt and moisture of living skin. Smelling perfume from a bottle is completely different from smelling it on a person. The body warms it, transforms it, adds its own chemistry to the equation."

She paused, making sure Simone understood the full implications. "If you want to understand perfume—really understand it—you need to taste it on living flesh."

The silence stretched between them, taut as a wire. Margot held Simone's gaze, giving her a chance to back out, to say this was too weird, too much, too fast.

Instead, Simone reached up with both hands and began unbuttoning her suit jacket with methodical precision.

"Then I suppose," she said, shrugging out of the jacket and draping it carefully over a nearby chair, "we should get started properly."

Underneath, she wore a silk blouse the color of cream, and Margot could see the suggestion of a black bra beneath it—lace, probably, knowing this woman's apparent commitment to quality in all things. The blouse was tucked into her trousers, emphasizing her narrow waist, and when Simone moved, the silk moved with her like liquid.

Margot's mouth went dry.

"Are you always this committed to your education?" she managed, aiming for levity and landing somewhere in the vicinity of breathless.

"Always." Simone began rolling up her sleeves with the same methodical care she'd shown unbuttoning her jacket, revealing elegant forearms. Her skin was pale, smooth, and Margot noticed a small tattoo on the inside of her left wrist—just three small words in delicate script, too small to read from this distance. "I don't do anything halfway."

Margot believed her. Everything about Simone suggested someone who approached life with absolute commitment—the expensive clothes, the perfect posture, the way she'd walked into a stranger's studio and immediately agreed to do something most people would find intensely uncomfortable.

She selected the first oil—osmanthus absolute, thick and peachy with an undertone of suede leather. "This is osmanthus. It comes from a flower that only blooms for a few weeks in late summer. To someone who can smell, it's like biting into a ripe apricot while wearing leather gloves."

She warmed the oil between her palms, then reached for Simone's hand.

The gesture was intimate despite its clinical purpose—cradling Simone's larger hand between both of hers, feeling the warmth of her skin, the strength in her fingers. Margot began working the oil into Simone's wrist, her palm, the delicate skin between her fingers with slow, deliberate movements.

Simone watched the process with rapt attention, lips slightly parted, breathing deeper. Her free hand came up to rest on the edge of the workbench, steadying herself, and Margot noticed her knuckles were white with tension.

"Now taste," Margot instructed softly, releasing her hand.

Simone brought her own wrist to her mouth and licked—long and slow and thorough, pink tongue tracing the same paths Margot's fingers had followed. The sounds she made were small, considering hums that went straight to Margot's cunt and set up residence there.

"It's..." Simone's eyes closed again, processing. "Fruit, but darker than fresh fruit. Like apricots that have been dried in the sun until all the water's gone and only sugar and fiber remain. And underneath..." Her tongue swept across her bottom lip, chasing the taste. "Something else. Something that feels soft but isn't sweet."

"Leather," Margot supplied, trying to ignore how watching Simone's tongue move was affecting her. "Osmanthus has this natural suede quality that makes it perfect for layering with animalic notes."

"Animalic," Simone repeated, opening her eyes. "Like the jasmine. Like sex."

"Exactly like sex." Margot reached for the next bottle—ambrette seed, one of her favorites. "This one's even more personal."

The oil was pale gold, smelling richly of musk and warmth and skin after pleasure. She held Simone's gaze as she painted it down the inside of her own forearm, from wrist to elbow, in a long, deliberate stripe.

Then she held her arm out between them like an offering. Like a dare.

"Follow the line," Margot instructed, her voice gone hoarse. "Use your mouth. Take your time."

Simone stepped closer—close enough that their bodies were almost touching, close enough that Margot could feel the whisper of silk and body heat. She took Margot's arm in both hands, angling it toward her mouth with careful precision.

Then her mouth was there.

Jesus Christ.

It wasn't quite a kiss—more like a tasting, an exploration. Simone's lips were soft and warm against the sensitive skin of Margot's inner wrist, her tongue flicking out to trace the oil, to gather molecules and meaning. She followed the path upward with maddening patience, mouth open against Margot's forearm, breath hot and damp.

Margot's free hand gripped the edge of the workbench hard enough to hurt, her legs shaking with the effort of staying upright. Every nerve ending in her arm had woken up and started screaming, sending signals straight to her clit that bypassed her brain entirely.

Simone paused at the crease of Margot's elbow—that secret, tender place that rarely saw light—and bit down gently.

The small shock of pain mixed with pleasure made Margot gasp, a sound that was probably too loud, too revealing. Simone's eyes flicked up to meet hers, and there was satisfaction in that gray gaze. Knowledge. She knew exactly what she was doing.

She continued upward, pushing Margot's t-shirt sleeve higher to access more skin, mouth tracing the path of oil across her bicep until fabric became an absolute obstacle rather than just an inconvenient one.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were slick with oil and saliva, and Margot had to physically restrain herself from pulling Simone in and kissing her until neither of them could breathe.

"That one," Simone said, voice rough and low, "tastes alive. Raw. Like..." She paused, considering. "Like the salt of someone else's body. Like skin after exercise or sex. It's not clean. It's honest."

"It's musk," Margot managed. "Ambrette seed is botanical musk—the closest thing to human scent you can distill from a plant. It's the smell of arousal, of bodies wanting each other."

Understanding dawned in Simone's eyes. "And you painted it on yourself. On your skin." She stepped even closer, close enough that her thigh pressed against Margot's hip. "For me to taste."

Margot couldn't deny it. Wouldn't even if she could. "Yes."

Simone's hand came up to cup Margot's jaw, thumb brushing the corner of her mouth with deliberate pressure. "Are you always this thorough with your students, Margot?"

The use of her name in that low, rough voice made Margot's stomach clench. "No. Never."

"Good." Simone's thumb traced Margot's bottom lip, pressing slightly, testing the give of soft tissue, the sharp edge of teeth beneath. "Because I'm not interested in being just another student."

Before Margot could respond—before she could think about professional boundaries or ethics or what a catastrophically bad idea this probably was—Simone kissed her.

It wasn't tentative. Wasn't a question or a test. Simone kissed like she did everything else—with complete commitment and devastating certainty, taking what she wanted with the confidence of someone who'd never been told no and wouldn't accept it if she was.

Her mouth was hot and demanding, lips parting Margot's with effortless pressure. Her tongue swept past Margot's teeth to taste—really taste—and Margot melted into it with a whimper that would embarrass her later when she remembered it.

Her hands came up to fist in Simone's perfect hair, finally mussing it, pulling pins free without conscious thought. Simone made a low, pleased sound deep in her throat and pressed closer, backing Margot against the workbench until she was half-sitting on it, thighs spread to accommodate Simone's hips.

They kissed like drowning, like surfacing, like every metaphor about desperate need that had ever been written. Margot tasted osmanthus and ambrette on Simone's tongue mixed with something uniquely her—coffee maybe, or just the specific chemistry of her saliva, her mouth, her hunger.

Simone's hands roamed—one cupping the back of Margot's head, fingers threading through loose hair, the other sliding down to grip her waist, thumb brushing the bare skin where her shirt had ridden up. Every point of contact was a small fire, spreading warmth and want through Margot's nervous system until she was burning with it.

When they finally broke apart—gasping for air, lips swollen, pupils blown—Simone rested her forehead against Margot's.

"Teach me," she breathed, and it sounded like a prayer or a plea or maybe both. "Teach me everything. Every scent, every taste, every secret you keep in those bottles."

Margot's hands were still tangled in Simone's hair—dark and soft and slightly wavy now that it was free from its punishing knot. "This is insane."

"Yes."

"We just met."

"I know."

"I've never—" Margot stopped, not sure how to finish that sentence. Never wanted someone this immediately? Never felt chemistry this intense? Never seriously contemplated fucking a client on her workbench before the first appointment was even halfway over?

All of the above applied.

Simone pulled back just enough to look at her properly, and there was something almost vulnerable in her expression now, something real beneath the confidence. "Tell me to stop. Tell me this is too fast, too much, too unprofessional. Tell me you're not interested, that this was just methodology, that I misread everything."

She paused, gray eyes searching Margot's face. "Tell me to leave and never come back, and I will."

Margot looked at her—this impossible woman with storm-cloud eyes and a mouth that could ruin lives and hands that had touched her like she was something precious. She thought about being sensible. Professional. Safe.

Thought about it for approximately two seconds.

"No," she said, pulling Simone back in for another kiss. "Stay. Please fucking stay."

Simone's answering smile against her mouth was victory and relief and promise all tangled together. "Then teach me, Margot Delacroix. Show me everything I've been missing."


Chapter 2: Devotion and Desire

Margot spent the three days between sessions in a state of controlled chaos. She couldn't focus on her other projects. Couldn't blend anything without thinking about Simone's mouth on her skin. Couldn't smell jasmine without getting wet.

She'd touched herself twice the night after their first session—once in the shower, water running hot over her shoulders while she remembered the feeling of Simone's tongue tracing her forearm. And again in bed, fingers working her clit while she imagined what would have happened if she'd been brave enough to hike up her skirt and spread her legs on that workbench.

The orgasms had been good but unsatisfying. Solitary pleasure when what she wanted was Simone's hands, Simone's mouth, Simone's gray eyes watching her fall apart.

By the time their second appointment arrived, Margot was wound so tight she was practically vibrating.

She'd cleaned the studio obsessively, arranged fresh flowers—tuberose, because it smelled like sex and night and dangerous decisions. She'd showered and actually blow-dried her hair instead of just piling it up wet. Put on her good jeans, the ones that made her ass look incredible, and a soft black sweater that slipped off one shoulder.

Then she'd looked at herself in the mirror and laughed at the absurdity. She was dressing for a date. No—she was dressing to be undressed.

Simone arrived exactly on time, because of course she did.

But this Simone was different from the buttoned-up professional who'd walked into her studio three days ago. She wore dark jeans that looked expensive and fit like sin, boots with a slight heel, and a burgundy silk blouse that made her skin glow. Her hair was down—loose waves falling past her shoulders, catching the afternoon light.

She looked softer. More accessible. And somehow even more devastating.

"Hi," Simone said, and there was shyness in it. Actual shyness, from this woman who'd kissed her like claiming territory.

"Hi," Margot replied, suddenly equally shy. "Come in."

They stood there for a moment, just looking at each other, the air between them crackling with everything unsaid. Then Simone stepped forward, closing the distance, and kissed her.

This kiss was different from their first—slower, deeper, almost reverent. Simone's hands cupped Margot's face like she was something precious, thumbs stroking her cheekbones while her mouth moved with deliberate thoroughness.

When they finally broke apart, Margot was breathless.

"I've been thinking about you," Simone admitted, resting her forehead against Margot's. "Constantly. Inappropriately."

"Me too," Margot confessed. "I haven't been able to work. Everything smells like you now."

"I don't have a smell," Simone reminded her, but she was smiling.

"You do to me." Margot took her hand, threading their fingers together. "Coffee and ambition and something sharp underneath. Like you're always thinking three steps ahead."

"I am always thinking three steps ahead," Simone said. "Right now I'm thinking about what comes after we stop pretending this is just about perfume education."

Margot's cunt clenched at the directness. "And what comes after?"

"Everything," Simone said simply. "I want everything with you."

The confession hung between them, raw and honest.

"Then let's start with the next lesson," Margot said, leading Simone deeper into the studio. "Today we're working with layering—how different notes interact with each other and with skin chemistry."

She'd prepared her workbench carefully—five different oils arranged in deliberate sequence. "We're going to build a perfume on your skin. Layer by layer. And you're going to taste each stage, learn how the notes transform each other."

Simone's eyes darkened with understanding. "Where?"

"Everywhere I can reach," Margot said. "If you'll let me."

"I'll let you do anything," Simone replied, and the trust in those words was staggering.

Margot picked up the first bottle—bergamot, bright and citrusy. "This is the top note. What you smell first. It's fleeting, burns off quickly, but it opens the door for everything that comes after."

She warmed the oil between her palms, then reached for the collar of Simone's blouse. "May I?"

Simone nodded, and Margot slowly unbuttoned the first few buttons, exposing the elegant column of her throat, the hollow at the base where her pulse beat visibly.

She painted bergamot there with her fingertips—gentle strokes that made Simone's breath catch. Then lower, following the line of her sternum down to where the black lace of her bra began.

"Taste," Margot instructed.

Simone's hand came up to trace the path Margot had drawn, then brought her fingers to her mouth. Her tongue swept across them with the same thoroughness she'd shown before, eyes fluttering closed in concentration.

"Citrus," she said after a moment. "But not sweet. Sharp. Almost bitter."

"Good," Margot praised. "That's bergamot. Now watch how it changes."

She selected the second oil—neroli, distilled from orange blossoms. "This is the heart. It bridges the brightness of the top and the depth of the base."

She applied it over the bergamot, layering scents, watching how they mixed with Simone's body heat. Then she leaned in and pressed her mouth to Simone's throat, tasting the combination herself.

Simone made a sound—half gasp, half moan—and her hands came up to tangle in Margot's hair, holding her there.

Margot licked a long stripe up Simone's throat, gathering oil and salt and the unique taste of her skin. The bergamot had already started fading, letting the neroli shine through—floral but green, with that characteristic bitter orange peel undertone.

"What do you taste?" Simone asked, voice rough.

"Flowers and sunlight," Margot murmured against her skin. "And you. I taste you underneath everything."

She pulled back just enough to see Simone's face—pupils blown wide, lips parted, a flush climbing from her chest to her cheeks.

"More," Simone breathed.

Margot reached for the third bottle—jasmine, the same absolute from their first session. "Now we add the sex."

She unbuttoned more of Simone's blouse, exposing the lace bra fully—black and delicate and absolutely destroying what remained of Margot's self-control. She painted jasmine across the swell of Simone's breasts, following the edge of lace, letting oil pool in her cleavage.

"Taste yourself," Margot said, stepping back to watch.

Simone's hand slid into her own cleavage, fingers gathering oil before bringing them to her mouth. This time she didn't just lick—she sucked her own fingers, taking them deep, and Margot nearly came from watching it.

"Flowers," Simone said around her fingers. "But dirty flowers. Overripe. And something that makes me want..." She trailed off.

"Want what?"

"To be touched," Simone finished, removing her fingers with a wet sound that shot straight to Margot's clit. "To touch. To taste more than just perfume."

"Then touch me," Margot said, pulling her sweater off over her head. She wore nothing underneath—hadn't seen the point when they both knew where this was heading.

Simone's eyes went molten at the sight of her bare breasts, nipples already hard in the cool studio air. "Jesus Christ, Margot."

"Use me," Margot said, selecting the fourth oil—sandalwood, creamy and warm. She painted it across her own breasts, circling her nipples, down the centerline of her stomach. "Taste how the notes work on different skin."

Simone moved forward like someone in a trance, hands coming up to cup Margot's breasts with reverent care. Her thumbs brushed across oil-slicked nipples, making Margot gasp, then she bent and took one into her mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming—Simone's hot mouth, her clever tongue working in circles, the gentle pressure of teeth. She sucked hard enough to make Margot cry out, then licked lower, following the path of sandalwood down her sternum, across her ribs, to her stomach.

Simone knelt as she worked, hands gripping Margot's hips for balance, mouth tracing every inch of scented skin. When she reached the waistband of Margot's jeans, she looked up—eyes questioning, asking permission for more.

"Yes," Margot gasped. "Please, yes."

Simone unbuttoned her jeans with shaking hands, unzipping them slowly, pushing them down her thighs until they pooled at her ankles. Margot stepped out of them, standing in just her underwear—simple black cotton, already soaked through.

Simone's hands slid up her thighs, thumbs tracing the crease where leg met groin, so close to where Margot needed her but not quite touching. "You're wet."

"I've been wet since you walked in," Margot admitted. "Since you kissed me. Since you said you wanted everything."

"I do want everything," Simone said, leaning forward to press her mouth against Margot's cunt through the fabric. "Starting with tasting you properly."

She hooked her fingers in Margot's underwear and pulled them down, exposing her completely. For a moment, she just looked—studying Margot's cunt like it was a text she needed to memorize. Then she leaned in and licked a long, slow stripe through Margot's folds.

Margot's knees buckled. She would have fallen if Simone's hands hadn't been gripping her ass, holding her steady, holding her open for that incredible mouth.

Simone ate her like she was starving—like Margot's cunt was the first real meal she'd had in days. Her tongue worked in long strokes, gathering slickness, spreading it, finding Margot's clit and circling it with maddening patience.

"Fuck," Margot gasped, hands fisting in Simone's hair. "Oh fuck, that's—"

Simone hummed against her, the vibration making Margot's hips jerk involuntarily. She sealed her lips around Margot's clit and sucked—not gently, not tentatively, but with real pressure, real intention.

Margot was already close, wound too tight from three days of wanting, three days of touching herself and imagining this exact scenario. When Simone slid two fingers inside her—long and confident and finding that perfect spot immediately—Margot came with a broken cry that echoed through the studio.

Her whole body shook with it, thighs trembling, cunt clenching around Simone's fingers as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her. Simone worked her through it, gentling her touches as Margot came down, finally pressing soft kisses to her inner thighs.

When Margot could breathe again, think again, she looked down to find Simone still kneeling, face slick with her arousal, looking up at her with something like worship.

"That's what you taste like," Simone said softly. "That's what I've been missing my whole life."

Margot pulled her up, kissing her deeply, tasting herself on Simone's tongue—salt and musk and something uniquely hers. "Your turn," she said against Simone's mouth. "I need to taste you. All of you."

She walked Simone backward until her legs hit the workbench, then lifted her to sit on it—the same workbench where they'd first kissed, now serving a much more explicit purpose.

Margot stripped Simone efficiently—blouse, bra, jeans, boots, until she was sitting there in just black lace panties that were visibly wet. Then she knelt between Simone's spread thighs and reached for the final oil she'd prepared.

"This is the base note," Margot said, holding up a bottle of dark amber liquid. "It's what remains when everything else has faded. It's the truth underneath all the pretty lies."

The oil was her own blend—aged patchouli and dark musk and just a whisper of civet. It smelled like earth and bodies and honest fucking, and she painted it on Simone's inner thighs with deliberate slowness.

"This is where scent is most honest," Margot said, watching the oil sink into Simone's skin. "In the hidden places. The places we don't show in polite company."

She leaned in and licked the oil from Simone's left thigh—long, thorough strokes that made Simone shake. Then the right thigh, working higher with each pass, getting closer and closer to where Simone was wet and waiting.

"Please," Simone gasped. "Margot, please—"

Margot hooked her fingers in the lace and pulled it aside, exposing Simone's cunt—pink and glistening and absolutely perfect. She was waxed bare, and Margot could see everything—the way her clit stood out, swollen and needy, the way arousal leaked from her opening.

"Beautiful," Margot breathed, then leaned in to taste.

Simone tasted like honey and salt and something sharp underneath—her own unique chemistry mixing with arousal and want. Margot licked through her folds slowly, learning the map of her, finding what made her gasp and what made her moan.

When she found Simone's clit and circled it with her tongue, Simone's hands slammed down on the workbench, nearly knocking over bottles. "Oh god—yes—there—"

Margot worked her with enthusiasm, tongue tracing patterns, building pressure until Simone was writhing. She slid two fingers inside, feeling how tight and hot Simone was, how she clenched around the intrusion.

But she wanted more. Wanted to give Simone what she'd been thinking about for three days.

She pulled back slightly, using her thumbs to spread Simone wider, exposing everything. Then she licked lower—past her opening, past her perineum, to the tight pink hole that no one had probably ever touched.

Simone's whole body jerked, a sound ripping from her throat that was barely human. "Holy shit—Margot—what—"

"Let me," Margot murmured, pressing soft kisses to her ass. "Let me taste all of you."

She returned to her task, tongue circling Simone's asshole with gentle pressure. The taste was different here—earthier, more intimate, more honest. And the sounds Simone made were desperate, pleading, incoherent.

Margot worked her slowly—tongue pressing against that tight ring of muscle, feeling it gradually relax under her attention. At the same time, she reached up to work Simone's clit with her thumb, creating a feedback loop of sensation.

"I'm—" Simone gasped. "I can't—it's too much—"

"Come for me," Margot commanded, pressing her tongue inside just barely. "Let me taste you coming."

Simone shattered—back arching off the workbench, hands scrabbling for purchase, a scream tearing from her throat as she came harder than Margot had ever seen anyone come. Her whole body shook with it, ass clenching around Margot's tongue, cunt pulsing against her thumb.

Margot worked her through the aftershocks, gentling her touches until Simone finally went boneless, collapsing back onto the workbench with a breathless laugh.

"Jesus Christ," Simone managed. "That was—you just—"

"Tasted you everywhere," Margot finished, crawling up to kiss her deeply. "And you tasted fucking perfect."

They stayed like that for a long time—kissing slowly, hands roaming, learning the geography of each other's bodies without the urgency of desperate need. Eventually, they moved to the small sofa in the corner, tangling together naked under a throw blanket.

"I've never done that before," Simone admitted quietly. "Never let anyone—there."

"Did you like it?" Margot asked, fingers tracing idle patterns on her stomach.

"I loved it," Simone said. "I loved everything about it. About you. About how you make me feel like I'm experiencing the world for the first time."

Margot kissed her shoulder. "You are, in a way. Learning to taste what you can't smell. It's like discovering a new sense."

"It's more than that," Simone said, rolling over to face her. "You're teaching me about desire. About surrender. About letting someone know you in the places you hide."

"And what do I smell like now?" Margot teased.

"Like home," Simone answered seriously. "Like everything I didn't know I was looking for."

They made love twice more that afternoon—slower, sweeter, taking time to explore. And when Simone finally left hours later, Margot's studio smelled like sex and sandalwood and the beginning of something that might destroy them both or save them.

She couldn't wait to find out which.


Chapter 3: The Animal Heart

A week passed before their next session, and Margot spent every hour of it in a fever dream of want. They texted constantly—Simone sending photos of meals she was eating, asking Margot to describe what they would smell like.

Margot responding with voice notes, her low voice describing jasmine and coffee and the musk of her own skin when she touched herself thinking about Simone's mouth.

The texts got filthier as the week progressed.

I'm in a meeting and all I can think about is your tongue in my ass, Simone sent on Thursday afternoon.

Good, Margot replied. Suffer like I've been suffering. I can't work. Every oil I blend smells like you now.

What do I smell like?

Hunger. You smell like something that can never be satisfied.

When Simone finally arrived for their third session, she looked different again—jeans and a simple white t-shirt, hair in a messy bun, no makeup. She looked younger, softer, and when she walked through the door she immediately pressed Margot against it and kissed her breathless.

"I missed you," Simone said between kisses. "I actually fucking missed you. This is insane."

"I know," Margot gasped, hands already pulling at Simone's shirt. "I know, I can't stop thinking about you—"

They made it to the sofa this time, stripping each other with desperate efficiency. Margot ended up on her back with Simone between her legs, that incredible mouth already working her toward the edge.

"Wait," Margot gasped, pulling Simone up by her hair. "Wait, I have—there's something I want to show you first."

Simone looked dazed, lips slick with Margot's arousal. "Now? You want to do perfume education now?"

"Yes," Margot said, even though her cunt was screaming in protest. "Trust me. This is important."

She led Simone to her workbench where she'd laid out a locked wooden box. Inside were tiny vials of amber liquid—her collection of true animalics, the most controversial and expensive ingredients in perfumery.

"These," Margot said, handling them with reverence, "are what perfumers call the forbidden notes. Real animal extracts—civet from the glands near a cat's anus, castoreum from beaver scent glands, ambergris from whale intestines."

Simone's eyes widened. "From actual animals?"

"From actual animals," Margot confirmed. "Modern perfumery has mostly moved to synthetics for ethical reasons, but these are vintage—collected decades ago, aged until they're almost unrecognizable from their original form."

She held up the civet—the most infamous. "This is what scent is at its most honest. It smells like shit and flowers, like everything we're told to find disgusting and everything we secretly crave. It's the smell of bodies doing what bodies do—eating, fucking, emptying themselves."

"And you want me to taste this?" Simone looked fascinated rather than repulsed.

"I want you to understand," Margot said, "that perfume is built on filth. That beauty and degradation are two sides of the same coin. That the things we hide are the things that make us most alive."

She dabbed the tiniest drop of civet on her finger—it was potent enough that too much would be unwearable. Then she held her finger out to Simone.

"Taste the truth," Margot said.

Simone took Margot's finger into her mouth without hesitation, sucking it clean, her tongue working thoroughly. Her eyes widened as the taste registered—shock, then understanding, then something darker.

"It's..." Simone's voice was rough. "It's disgusting. It's perfect. It tastes like—"

"Like ass," Margot finished bluntly. "Like the smell of my asshole, your asshole, everyone's asshole. But underneath, there's this floral sweetness that makes it almost unbearable."

"I need more," Simone said, and there was hunger in her eyes that went beyond curiosity.

Margot smiled—sharp and knowing. "Then let me show you where this scent belongs."

She took Simone's hand and led her to the bed she kept in the small loft above the studio—a space she rarely used but had prepared meticulously for today. Candles lit, sheets fresh, oils arranged on the nightstand.

"Lie down," Margot instructed. "On your stomach."

Simone obeyed, stretching out on the bed face-down, and Margot took a moment to just look at her. The long line of her back, the curve of her ass, her thighs spread slightly in unconscious invitation.

She was fucking gorgeous.

Margot knelt beside her and began with massage—warming oil between her palms and working it into Simone's shoulders, down her spine, across her lower back. She took her time, feeling tension release under her hands, watching Simone sink deeper into the mattress.

"This is where perfume lives," Margot said softly, hands working lower, kneading the muscles of Simone's ass. "In the low places. The hidden places. The parts of the body we cover up and pretend don't exist."

She spread Simone's cheeks gently, exposing her, and Simone made a sound—half anticipation, half embarrassment.

"Don't hide from me," Margot murmured. "I want to see all of you. Taste all of you."

She picked up the civet and painted a tiny amount directly on Simone's asshole—just a whisper, just enough to add depth to what was already there.

"Oh god," Simone gasped. "That feels—it's warming—"

"It reacts with your body heat," Margot explained, watching the oil sink into that tight pink skin. "Becomes part of you. Now I'm going to taste what you really smell like. Not the version you show the world. The truth."

She bent and pressed her tongue flat against Simone's asshole.

The taste was overwhelming—Simone's natural musk mixed with civet, creating something almost unbearably erotic. It was dirty and honest and so fucking intimate that Margot felt tears prick her eyes.

Simone sobbed into the mattress, hands fisting in sheets. "Margot—oh fuck—"

Margot worked her thoroughly—tongue circling, pressing, slowly breaching that tight ring of muscle. She took her time, feeling Simone relax and open, hearing the desperate sounds she made.

"This is what you taste like," Margot said between licks. "This is what I've been craving. Not the polished version, not the professional. This. The animal underneath."

She slid two fingers into Simone's cunt while her tongue worked her ass, creating dual sensations that had Simone writhing. She was so wet—arousal literally dripping down Margot's fingers.

"Please," Simone begged. "Please, I need—more—harder—"

Margot added a third finger to her cunt and pressed her tongue deeper into her ass, fucking her with both simultaneously. The sounds were obscene—wet and desperate and honest.

Simone came screaming, her whole body convulsing, both holes clenching around Margot's tongue and fingers so hard it almost hurt. Margot worked her through it relentlessly, not letting up until Simone was sobbing and pushing her away, oversensitive and wrecked.

"My turn," Simone gasped when she could speak again. "I need—let me taste you like that—"

Margot didn't need to be asked twice. She stripped off her clothes and positioned herself on hands and knees, ass in the air, presenting herself the way she'd fantasized about for days.

"Use the civet," she instructed. "Put it on me. Make me smell like truth."

Simone's hands were shaking as she took the bottle and painted oil directly onto Margot's asshole—more than the tiny drop Margot had used, enough that it immediately felt hot and overwhelming.

"Jesus," Margot gasped. "That's—fuck—"

"Too much?" Simone asked, but she sounded pleased rather than concerned.

"Perfect," Margot managed. "Now taste me. Taste what I've been hiding."

Simone's mouth on her ass was revelation and ruin all at once. She ate her like she was starving—tongue working in circles, pressing inside, stretching her open. Her hands gripped Margot's hips hard enough to bruise, holding her steady while she feasted.

The combination of civet and Simone's saliva and her own body's response created a scent so strong Margot could smell it even from this position—musky and animalic and absolutely filthy.

"You taste like sin," Simone said, pulling back briefly. "Like every forbidden thing I've ever wanted."

She dove back in, tongue fucking Margot's ass with serious intent now. At the same time, her hand reached around to find Margot's clit, working it in rough circles.

Margot's arms gave out, face pressing into the mattress, ass still raised high for Simone's use. She'd never felt so exposed, so vulnerable, so completely owned.

"I'm going to come," she gasped. "Fuck, Simone, I'm—"

"Come on my tongue," Simone commanded, voice muffled against her ass. "Let me feel you."

Margot came so hard she saw stars—her asshole clenching rhythmically around Simone's tongue, her cunt spasming against Simone's fingers, pleasure so intense it bordered on painful rolling through her entire body.

When she finally collapsed boneless onto the mattress, Simone crawled up beside her and they lay there breathing hard, covered in sweat and oil and each other's arousal.

"That was..." Simone trailed off.

"Insane," Margot finished. "We're insane."

"I don't care," Simone said, rolling over to kiss her deeply. Margot could taste herself on Simone's tongue, could taste the civet, could taste the truth of what they'd just done.

"Neither do I," Margot admitted. "I'd let you do anything to me. Anything you wanted."

"Dangerous thing to say," Simone said with a dark smile. "I want a lot of things."

"Tell me."

Simone's hand slid down Margot's body possessively. "I want to own you. Not in some bullshit romantic way. I want to own your body, your pleasure, your secrets. I want you to think about my tongue in your ass when you're trying to work. I want you wet and desperate and mine."

Margot's cunt clenched at the words. "Yes."

"Yes?" Simone's fingers found her clit, already sensitized from her orgasm. "Just like that? No negotiation?"

"I'm yours," Margot said simply. "I have been since you walked into my studio. Since you tasted jasmine on my skin and looked at me like I was a problem you needed to solve."

Simone kissed her—deep and possessive and claiming. "Then we're going to explore every boundary you have until we find the ones you actually want to keep."

They spent the rest of the afternoon doing exactly that—pushing limits, learning pain and pleasure, discovering that the line between them was thinner than either had realized.

By the time Simone left hours later, Margot's studio smelled like civet and sex and something that might have been love if either of them were brave enough to name it.


Chapter 4: Surrender and Synthesis

They stopped pretending it was about perfume education somewhere around the fourth week.

Simone had a key now. Would let herself in at odd hours—midnight after a restaurant opening, dawn before Margot was fully awake, mid-afternoon when she should have been at work. She'd find Margot bent over her workbench or testing scents and would simply bend her over whatever surface was closest and take her.

Margot had never been so consistently, deliriously fucked in her life.

But tonight was different. Tonight Margot had planned something that terrified and excited her in equal measure.

Simone arrived at eight, looking devastating in a black dress that probably cost more than Margot's car. She'd been at some industry event, schmoozing with food critics and restaurateurs, playing the polished professional.

But the moment she walked into the studio, that mask dropped.

"I need you," Simone said without preamble, already reaching for Margot. "I spent three hours making small talk about fucking molecular gastronomy when all I could think about was your cunt."

Margot caught her hands, stopping her. "Wait. I have something planned."

Simone's eyes narrowed. "Planned?"

"You said you wanted to find my boundaries," Margot said, heart pounding. "To push them until we found the ones I actually want to keep."

"I did say that."

"Well." Margot took a breath. "I think I found one I want to push past."

She led Simone upstairs to the loft, where she'd spent hours preparing. The bed was covered in towels. Lube and toys arranged on the nightstand. Candles lit. And on the dresser, a collection of oils she'd blended specifically for this—her most animalic, most honest work.

Simone took it all in, understanding dawning. "Tell me."

"I want you to fuck my ass," Margot said bluntly. "Really fuck it. Not just your tongue. Not just fingers. I want to feel you inside me there. I want to give you the last part of me I've been holding back."

Simone's pupils blew wide, her breath catching. "Are you sure?"

"I've been thinking about it constantly," Margot admitted. "Every time you rim me, every time your tongue pushes inside, I imagine it's more. I imagine you stretching me open, filling me, using me."

"Fuck," Simone breathed. "Yes. God, yes."

Margot reached for the first oil—a blend she'd created specifically for this, packed with oud and ambergris and dark musks. "But first, I want you to smell like sex. Real sex. Not the pretty version."

She began undressing Simone slowly, reverently, kissing each inch of exposed skin. When Simone was finally naked, Margot warmed the oil and began applying it everywhere—behind her ears, in the hollow of her throat, between her breasts, on her inner wrists.

"This is what you smell like to me," Margot murmured as she worked. "Dark and addictive and slightly dangerous. Like something that could ruin my life."

"I probably will ruin your life," Simone said, but she was smiling.

"I'm counting on it." Margot painted oil down Simone's stomach, across her hipbones, into the creases where thigh met groin. "Now taste yourself. Taste what I've made you into."

Simone brought her own wrist to her mouth and licked, eyes fluttering closed. "It tastes like you described me once. Like hunger that can't be satisfied."

"Exactly." Margot pushed Simone down onto the bed and straddled her face, grinding against her mouth shamelessly. "Make me wet. Get me ready for you."

Simone ate her with enthusiasm—tongue working through her folds, gathering slickness, spreading it. Her hands gripped Margot's ass, pulling her down harder, nose pressing against her clit while her tongue fucked into her cunt.

When Margot was dripping, when her thighs were shaking, she pulled away. "Not yet. I want to come with you inside me."

She positioned herself on hands and knees, presenting herself the way she'd fantasized about. Simone knelt behind her, hands immediately spreading her cheeks, exposing her completely.

"You're so fucking beautiful," Simone said, voice reverent. "Every part of you."

She leaned in and began preparing Margot with her mouth—tongue circling her asshole, pressing inside, stretching her slowly. At the same time, her fingers worked Margot's cunt, gathering wetness and spreading it back to ease the way.

"More," Margot gasped. "Please, I need more—"

Simone added a finger—just the tip, pressing past that tight ring of muscle with careful pressure. Margot breathed through it, forcing herself to relax, to open.

"That's it," Simone encouraged. "Let me in. Let me have this."

She worked the finger deeper, then added a second, scissoring gently to stretch her. The burn was intense but not painful—just the overwhelming sensation of being filled somewhere she'd never let anyone touch her this way.

"How does it feel?" Simone asked, fingers working steadily.

"Full," Margot managed. "So fucking full. Don't stop."

Simone added a third finger and Margot sobbed into the mattress. It was almost too much—the stretch, the burn, the complete vulnerability of being opened this way.

But then Simone's other hand found her clit and everything changed. Pleasure mixed with the intensity, transforming it into something almost unbearable.

"I'm going to use a toy now," Simone said, withdrawing her fingers. "Tell me if it's too much."

Margot heard her rustling, applying lube, then felt something cool and smooth pressing against her asshole. She'd bought the toy specifically for this—not too large, but substantial enough to feel truly filled.

Simone pressed forward slowly, so slowly, giving Margot time to adjust to each new increment of stretch. The burn intensified, hovering right on the edge of too much, but Margot breathed through it.

"You're taking it so well," Simone praised. "Look at you, opening up for me. Such a good girl."

The words combined with the sensation made Margot moan—long and desperate and shameless. She pushed back, taking more, wanting it all.

When the toy was fully seated—when Margot could feel the base pressing against her—Simone paused. "How do you feel?"

"Completely fucking owned," Margot gasped. "Move. Please move."

Simone began working the toy—shallow thrusts at first, then deeper as Margot relaxed. At the same time, she slid three fingers into Margot's cunt, creating dual sensations that had Margot seeing stars.

"I can feel it through the wall," Simone marveled. "Feel the toy in your ass while I fuck your cunt. You're so tight like this."

She established a rhythm—toy and fingers working in tandem, filling Margot completely, using her thoroughly. Her other hand found Margot's clit, working it in rough circles.

"Come for me," Simone commanded. "Come with my toy in your ass and my fingers in your cunt. Show me what you look like when you let go completely."

Margot came with a scream that probably disturbed the neighbors—her entire body convulsing, both holes clenching rhythmically around the intrusion, pleasure so intense it bordered on religious experience rolling through her.

Simone worked her through it mercilessly, not letting up until Margot collapsed boneless onto the mattress, pushing weakly at her hands.

"Too much," Margot gasped. "Can't—too much—"

Simone withdrew carefully, removing the toy with gentle pressure. Margot felt empty, used, absolutely wrecked in the best possible way.

"My turn," Simone said, voice dark with want. "I need to come. I need it now."

She positioned herself above Margot's face, thighs spread, cunt dripping. Margot didn't need to be asked—she pulled Simone down and sealed her mouth over her clit, sucking hard.

Simone ground against her face shamelessly, using Margot's mouth for her own pleasure. At the same time, her hand reached back, fingers finding Margot's still-sensitive asshole and pressing inside.

The dual sensation—Simone's cunt on her mouth, Simone's fingers in her ass—made Margot moan. The vibration pushed Simone over the edge.

She came hard, flooding Margot's mouth with arousal, hips jerking, fingers pressing deep as she rode out her orgasm. When she finally rolled off, they both lay there gasping.

"That was—" Simone started.

"Everything," Margot finished. "That was everything."

They cleaned up in the shower together—slow and intimate, washing oil and lube and arousal from each other's skin. Simone was careful with Margot's ass, soap-slicked fingers gentle as she cleaned her.

"How do you feel?" Simone asked softly.

"Sore," Margot admitted. "But good. Really good. Like I finally gave you all of me."

"You did." Simone kissed her forehead. "Thank you for trusting me with that."

They went back to bed, tangling together naked under clean sheets. Simone's hand traced idle patterns on Margot's hip while Margot played with her hair.

"I love you," Simone said suddenly. "I know we've only known each other a month. I know this all happened insanely fast. But I love you."

Margot's heart clenched—painful and perfect. "I love you too. I think I have since you first walked into my studio and asked me to teach you to taste the invisible."

"Best decision I ever made," Simone said. "Coming to you."

"Best client I ever took," Margot replied.

They fell asleep like that—wrapped around each other, the studio below smelling like their shared scents and shared pleasure. Tomorrow they'd wake up and have to figure out what this meant, where it was going, how to build something real from this foundation of perfume and desire.

But tonight, they just held each other and let themselves be satisfied.


Chapter 5: The Perfect Blend

Three months after Simone first walked into her studio, Margot woke to find her girlfriend's face between her thighs.

Not an unusual occurrence, but still a perfect way to start a Saturday morning.

"Mmm," Margot hummed, threading her fingers through Simone's hair. "Good morning to you too."

Simone pulled back just enough to speak, lips glistening. "I've been thinking."

"Dangerous," Margot teased, hips rolling toward that incredible mouth.

"About us. About what we've built." Simone licked a long stripe through Margot's folds, making her gasp. "About making it permanent."

Margot's brain short-circuited somewhere between the words and the sensation. "Permanent?"

"Move in with me," Simone said, then sealed her mouth over Margot's clit and sucked.

The conversation paused while Margot came—morning orgasms were always quick and intense, her body still sleep-loose and sensitive. Simone worked her through it with practiced ease, then crawled up to kiss her deeply.

"Move in with you?" Margot repeated when she could think again.

"My place is bigger. You could have the whole second floor as your studio—better light, more space for your equipment. And I'd get to wake up like this every morning." Simone's hand slid down to cup Margot's breast possessively. "Plus, I'm tired of only having you three nights a week. I want you all the time."

"That's very romantic," Margot said dryly. "You want me for constant sexual access."

"I want you for everything," Simone corrected, suddenly serious. "The sex is incredible, obviously. But I also want to cook dinner with you and argue about whether sandalwood is overrated and watch you work and just... exist in the same space."

Margot's chest felt tight—that good kind of tight that came with feelings too big for her body. "Yes."

"Yes?"

"Yes, I'll move in with you," Margot said, pulling Simone down for another kiss. "On one condition."

"Name it."

"We christen every surface of your place the way we've christened every surface here."

Simone's laugh was dark and delighted. "Deal. Starting with the kitchen island. I have plans for you and that marble countertop."

"Dirty plans?"

"The dirtiest." Simone's hand slid lower, fingers finding Margot wet again. "But first, I have something else I want to try."

She reached into the nightstand and pulled out a small bottle—one of Margot's own blends, dark and musky. "Remember when you said you wanted to smell like truth? Like the animal underneath?"

"Yes," Margot said warily.

"I want to create a scent that's just us. Our sweat, our arousal, our bodies mixing together." Simone's eyes were bright with excitement. "And then I want to wear it. Want to walk through the world smelling like what we do to each other."

Margot's cunt clenched. "That's—fuck, that's so hot I can't even—"

"So let's do it." Simone began kissing down her body. "Let me make you come again. And again. Until you're dripping. Until I'm dripping. Until we're covered in each other."

She did exactly that—spending the next hour bringing Margot to orgasm repeatedly with her mouth, her fingers, her words. Each time, she'd gather the arousal on her fingers and paint it on herself—throat, breasts, inner thighs.

When Margot was finally wrung out and oversensitive, Simone straddled her face. "Your turn. Make me come until I can't remember my own name."

Margot ate her with devotion—tongue working through slick folds, finding every spot that made Simone shake. She made her come three times in quick succession, each orgasm more intense than the last, until Simone's arousal was coating her face, dripping down her throat.

Finally, they collapsed together—sweaty, sticky, smelling like sex and each other and something that couldn't be bottled or sold.

"Now," Simone said breathlessly, "we capture it."

She retrieved Margot's professional scent collection kit—blotter papers, small vials, notebook. With scientific precision, she began sampling—pressing papers to their skin, bottling traces of sweat and arousal, documenting everything.

"This is insane," Margot said, watching her work.

"This is perfect," Simone corrected. "This is us at our most honest."

Over the next week, Margot worked to recreate the scent synthetically—using ambrette for skin musk, cistus for the slightly dirty honey note of arousal, a touch of cumin for sweat, jasmine for the floral sweetness that came from their mixed pleasure.

The result was shocking—intimate and carnal and absolutely unwearable in polite company. It smelled exactly like two women who couldn't keep their hands off each other.

Simone loved it.

She wore it everywhere—to business meetings, to restaurant openings, to the grocery store. Let it be her signature, her declaration, her truth.

"People keep asking what I'm wearing," she told Margot one evening, pressed against her in the new studio they were setting up in Simone's—their—house. "I tell them it's custom. That it's not available for purchase."

"Because it's literally the smell of us fucking," Margot pointed out.

"Exactly." Simone kissed her neck, breathing deep. "It's ours. Just ours."

They made love in the new studio that night—slow and sweet and thorough. Simone took her time exploring Margot's body with the patience of someone who knew they had all the time in the world now.

When she finally settled between Margot's legs, mouth finding home, Margot felt something shift. This wasn't just chemistry anymore. Wasn't just overwhelming attraction and sexual compatibility.

This was love—real, sustainable, terrifying love.

Simone's tongue worked its magic, and when she added her fingers—two in Margot's cunt, one pressing gently into her ass—Margot came with Simone's name on her lips and tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

"I love you," she gasped as Simone kissed up her body. "I love you so fucking much."

"I know," Simone said, wiping away tears with gentle thumbs. "I love you too. More than I knew was possible."

They lay tangled together as evening turned to night, planning their future. Where they'd go on vacation. What commissions Margot would take. How they'd manage Simone's insane restaurant schedule. All the mundane beautiful details of building a life together.

"Do you ever regret it?" Margot asked quietly. "Walking into my studio that day?"

"Never," Simone said fiercely. "You taught me to taste the world. To experience things I thought were forever closed to me. And you gave me yourself—every hidden part, every secret place."

"You did the same for me," Margot replied. "I was so closed off before you. So careful with myself. You made me brave enough to want things. To ask for things."

"We're good for each other," Simone said simply.

"We're perfect for each other," Margot corrected.

They made love twice more that night—once fast and desperate against the wall, once slow and tender in their bed. And when they finally fell asleep wrapped around each other, the house smelled like their custom scent—animalic and honest and entirely theirs.

In the morning, Margot woke first. She watched Simone sleep—face soft, hair messy, completely unguarded—and felt her chest expand with feeling.

This woman had walked into her life asking to taste the invisible. Instead, they'd created something visible, tangible, real. A love built on honesty and desire and the willingness to be known completely.

Simone's eyes fluttered open, immediately finding Margot's face. "Morning."

"Morning," Margot replied. "I was just thinking."

"About?"

"About scent. About how the best perfumes are the ones that evolve, that change on your skin throughout the day. Top notes burning off to reveal the heart, then settling into the base that stays with you."

"And?" Simone was smiling now, knowing where this was going.

"And I think we've found our base note," Margot said. "The thing that remains when everything else fades away. It's this. Us. The truth of what we are together."

"Which is?"

"Home," Margot said simply. "You smell like coming home."

Simone kissed her—soft and slow and full of promise. "So do you. So do you."

They spent the rest of the morning in bed, learning each other's bodies all over again with the patience of people who knew they had forever to explore. And when they finally emerged—hungry and rumpled and completely satisfied—their custom scent clung to their skin like a second layer.

The scent of devotion. The scent of desire. The scent of two women who'd found each other and decided to build something beautiful from perfume and pleasure and honest, animal love.

It was the best blend Margot had ever created.

And it would last forever.
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