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Tasting Her




The air in Arthur’s private cellar was exactly fifty-five degrees, a crisp, controlled chill that usually settled my nerves. Tonight, however, it felt stifling. Maybe it was the way the dust in the air, or maybe it was just the fact that I was trapped twenty feet underground with the one woman who made my professional life a living hell.

Arthur leaned against a mahogany rack, swirling a glass of something that looked far too expensive for a Tuesday. He didn’t look like a man who was about to pull the rug out from under my career, but billionaires rarely did. "The gala is in three weeks," he said, his voice echoing against the stone walls. "I want a flight that tells a story, Margot. But I’m tired of the bickering. You and Julianne will curate this together, or I’ll find a new team for the museum’s endowment project. Am I clear?"

I felt a phantom weight drop in my stomach. The museum project was my legacy, the thing I’d spent three years building. I glanced at Julianne, who was leaning against the tasting table with a look of bored defiance. She looked entirely too comfortable in a worn leather jacket and jeans that were frankly a distraction to the curated aesthetic of the room. She was everything I wasn't: messy, intuitive, and dangerously talented.

"Perfectly clear, Arthur," Julianne said, her voice a low, gravelly hum that seemed to vibrate in the small space. She didn't even look at me, but I could feel the heat radiating off her, a sharp contrast to the damp cold of the cellar.

Once the heavy steel door clicked shut behind Arthur, the silence between us became a physical thing. I walked toward the decanting station, my heels clicking sharply on the slate floor. I needed to focus on the wine, not the way Julianne’s presence seemed to take up all the oxygen in the room. I reached for a bottle of '96 Margaux, my fingers brushing the cool glass, but before I could lift it, Julianne’s hand was there, blocking my path.

"You’re not seriously thinking of starting with that, are you?" she asked. Her fingers were inches from mine, tanned and dusted with a light smudge of something—charcoal, maybe? She was always fiddling with something. I forced myself to look at her hand, focusing on the technicality of her grip rather than the strange, fluttering pulse in my own wrist.

"It’s a classic choice for a high-end gala, Julianne. It establishes authority," I replied, keeping my voice as flat as possible. I didn't like the way she smelled—like rain and something spicy, maybe sandalwood. It was an earthy, unpolished scent that felt out of place among the refined aromas of aged oak.

She let out a short, mocking laugh and stepped closer, invading my personal space until I could see the flecks of gold in her hazel eyes. "It’s a safe choice, Margot. It’s boring. It’s exactly what people expect from someone who reads labels instead of tasting the soul of the grape." She leaned past me to grab a different bottle, her shoulder brushing against mine.

The contact sent a jolt through me that I immediately cataloged as irritation. I was a straight, professional woman who had a very clear five-year plan; I didn't have time for the erratic energy of a woman who thought wine was a spiritual experience. But as she moved, the fabric of her jacket rubbed against my silk sleeve, and for a second, I was acutely aware of the curve of her hip just inches from my own.

"We need to talk about temperature," I said, my voice coming out slightly more breathless than I intended. I stepped back, putting the heavy oak table between us. "The whites need to be at forty-five degrees, not a second higher, and I won't have you serving them in those ridiculous oversized bowls you're so fond of. We use the Riedel Sommelier series or we don't do this at all."

Julianne smirked, a slow, predatory expression that made my skin prickle. She picked up a crystal glass and held it up to the light, her thumb tracing the rim in a way that felt uncomfortably deliberate. "You’re so obsessed with the rules, Margot. You’re so busy making sure everything is perfect that you forget to actually enjoy it. That’s your problem. You’re all ice and no liquid."

"I am professional," I snapped, gripping the edge of the table so hard my knuckles turned white. "Something you might want to try if you want to keep your funding."

"Is that what this is?" She circled the table, her movements fluid and rhythmic, like a cat stalking something it already knew it had caught. She stopped right in front of me, so close I could feel the warmth of her breath on my cheek. "Just business? Because you’ve been staring at my mouth for the last three minutes, and I don't think you’re looking for tasting notes."

My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic, traitorous rhythm. "I’m looking at your technique," I lied, the words feeling thick in my throat. "Which is, as usual, lacking."

I expected her to snap back, to give me another one of her arrogant retorts. Instead, she just tilted her head, her gaze dropping to my lips before trailing back up to my eyes with a devastating slowness. The tension in the room shifted, turning from sharp and professional to something heavy, dark, and entirely too intimate. I told myself I stayed there because I had to, because the funding was on the line, but as she reached out to adjust the collar of my blouse, her cool fingers grazing the sensitive skin of my neck, I knew I was in much deeper than I’d ever planned to be.
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By midnight, the cellar had transformed from a prestigious archive of viticulture into a claustrophobic stone box. My neck ached from leaning over the inventory sheets, and the chill I’d initially found refreshing was starting to seep through my silk blouse, settling into my bones. We’d moved to a smaller side-alcove where the rarest vintages were kept, a space so narrow that every time Julianne shifted her weight, I could feel the change in the air pressure between us.

I was trying to ignore the way her leather jacket creaked every time she moved. It was a rugged, lived-in sound that felt far too intimate for a professional setting. I focused on my iPad, my fingers hovering over the glass as I cross-referenced the acidity levels of the '09 Bordeaux. I told myself that the tightness in my chest was just the pressure of the deadline, and the way my gaze kept drifting to the pulse point in Julianne’s neck was simply a side effect of being over-caffeinated and exhausted.

"You’re overthinking the tannins again, Margot," Julianne said, her voice dropping an octave in the quiet room. She didn't look up from the bottle she was inspecting, but she stepped closer, her arm brushing against mine.

The contact was light, barely a ghost of a touch through our layers of clothing, but it felt like an electric current. I didn't pull away immediately—that would have looked defensive, and I refused to give her the satisfaction of knowing she’d rattled me. Instead, I stayed frozen, my heart tripping over itself in a way that was deeply inconvenient. I was a woman who appreciated structure and logic; there was no logic in the way my skin seemed to hum where we connected.

"Precision isn't overthinking," I managed to say, though my voice sounded thinner than usual. "It’s what separates a professional from an amateur. If we don't get the balance right, the entire flight falls apart."

"The flight isn't going to fall apart because of a decimal point," she countered. She finally turned toward me, and because the space was so tight, she had to lean in to avoid hitting a rack of Champagne. Her face was inches from mine, her hazel eyes searching my face with a disconcerting intensity. "You’re so wound up. Your shoulders are practically up to your ears."

Before I could protest, she reached out. I expected a jab or a dismissive wave, but instead, her hand landed firmly on my shoulder. Her palm was incredibly warm, the heat of it penetrating my blouse and making my muscles betray me by instantly relaxing under her touch. My brain screamed that this was inappropriate—that I didn't like women, certainly not this woman—but my body was busy cataloging the weight of her hand and the calloused texture of her fingertips.

"Don't," I whispered, though I didn't move. I should have moved. A normal, straight woman would have stepped back and made a joke about personal bubbles. Instead, I stood there, mesmerized by the way the dim light caught the gold hoop in her ear and the messy strand of hair falling over her forehead.

"You're shaking," she noted, her thumb tracing the line of my collarbone with a slow, deliberate motion that made my breath hitch. "Is it the cold, or is it me?"

"It’s the cellar," I lied, my voice cracking. I reached for a bottle of Riesling on the table between us, desperate for something to do with my hands. My fingers collided with hers as she reached for the same bottle, our hands tangling over the cool glass.

I didn't let go, and neither did she. Her skin was a startling contrast to the frigid bottle—living, breathing heat that seemed to anchor me to the spot. I looked down at our joined hands, watching the way her darker skin tone looked against my pale, manicured fingers. It was a beautiful image, in a purely aesthetic sense, I told myself. It didn't mean anything. It couldn't mean anything.

"We should get back to work," I said, even as I leaned a fraction of an inch closer to her, drawn in by that scent of rain and sandalwood that I was beginning to find dangerously addictive.

"In a minute," Julianne murmured, her gaze dropping to my mouth again. The air between us felt thick, like we were submerged in something much denser than oxygen. I felt a confusing, frantic urge to close the distance, to prove to myself that there was nothing there, that a kiss would be just as clinical as a wine tasting. But the look in her eyes told me there was nothing clinical about what she was thinking.

I pulled my hand back as if the Riesling bottle had suddenly turned white-hot. My heart was doing a frantic, erratic dance against my ribs, and I hated that I couldn't control it. I was a woman of lists, spreadsheets, and precise decanting times; I didn’t do "frantic." I cleared my throat, trying to summon the icy, untouchable version of myself that usually commanded a room.

"This is getting us nowhere," I said, my voice finally steadying, even if my hands were still vibrating. "Your approach is too emotional, Julianne. You’re looking for 'soul' in a bottle of fermented juice. It’s chemistry. It’s geography. It’s data. If we don't ground this flight in logic, Arthur is going to see right through us."

Julianne didn't move. She just leaned back against the mahogany rack, her leather jacket sliding against the wood with that soft, suggestive creak. She watched me with a look that was part pity and part pure, unadulterated challenge. "You’re so afraid of losing control that you’ve turned one of the most sensual experiences on earth into a math equation, Margot. You’re tasting with your ego, not your palate."

I bristled, the heat of my anger finally overcoming the strange, lingering warmth of her touch. "I have the highest-rated palate in the tri-state area. My ego has nothing to do with it."

"Then prove it," she said, her voice dropping to a low, daring whisper. She stepped away from the rack and walked toward the tasting table, picking up a bottle of deep, dark Cabernet that we hadn't even opened yet. "If you’re as good as you say you are—if you’re as objective as you claim—then you shouldn't need your eyes to tell the story. You shouldn't need the label or the vintage or the price tag."

"What are you suggesting?" I asked, though a part of me already knew. A part of me was already screaming to walk out of the cellar and never look back.

Julianne reached into her pocket and pulled out a long, slim strip of dark silk—the tie she’d been wearing loosely around her neck earlier. She held it up, the fabric catching the dim light. "A blind taste. Three vintages. If you can identify the notes without your brain getting in the way, we do the gala your way. All logic, no 'soul.' But if you fail—if you find out that you actually feel something when you aren't in the driver's seat—then I take the lead."

I looked at the silk, then back at her hazel eyes, which were practically glowing in the shadows. It was a trap. It was an obvious, blatant provocation. I was a straight, sensible woman with a perfectly curated life. I didn't let rival sommeliers tie silk over my eyes in dark cellars at one in the morning. That was the kind of thing that happened in the books I definitely didn't read.

"And if I win?" I challenged, stepping closer despite the alarm bells ringing in my head.

"Then I’ll be your perfect, obedient assistant for the rest of the project," she promised, a slow, dangerous smile spreading across her face. "I’ll follow every one of your boring, rigid rules without a single complaint."

The thought of Julianne being "obedient" sent a strange, sharp pang through my lower stomach, something I immediately labeled as professional satisfaction. I wanted to win. I wanted to prove that I was the one in control, that her "intuitive" nonsense was just a lack of discipline. More than that, I wanted to prove to myself that I could be this close to her, in this much darkness, and feel absolutely nothing at all.

"Fine," I said, my pulse thrumming in my ears. "Get the glasses ready."

I turned my back to her, my heart hammering so hard I was sure she could hear it. I told myself this was just a bet, just a way to secure my project and put this woman in her place. But as I felt her step up behind me, her heat blooming against my back and her fingers lifting the hair away from the nape of my neck, I realized I’d just handed over the one thing I valued most.

The silk was cool, a stark contrast to the heat of Julianne’s fingers as she stood directly behind me. I kept my gaze fixed on a dusty bottle of 1945 Mouton Rothschild across the room, trying to pretend my entire body wasn't vibrating with a sudden, localized awareness of her proximity. I could feel the warmth of her breath against the back of my neck, stirring the tiny, invisible hairs there and sending a traitorous shiver straight down my spine.

"Hold still," she murmured, her voice vibrating through the small space between us.

She gathered my hair, her knuckles grazing the sensitive skin at the base of my skull. It was a clinical movement, or at least I told myself it was, but the way her touch lingered felt anything but professional. When she pulled the silk across my eyes, the world vanished into a soft, black void. The loss of sight was instantaneous and jarring, making my other senses flare to life with terrifying clarity. I could smell the damp earth of the cellar, the ancient oak of the racks, and, most prominently, the sharp, spicy scent of Julianne’s perfume.

"Is it too tight?" she asked, her hands moving to the back of my head to knot the fabric.

"It’s fine," I managed to say, though my throat felt like it was closing up. I reached out instinctively to find the edge of the tasting table, my fingers gripping the cold wood as if it were a life raft. I was a straight woman. I had a boyfriend named Marcus who wore Patagonia vests and talked about his handicap on the weekends. I didn't get breathless because a woman was standing three inches away from me in a dark basement. This was just a physiological response to the dark. It was basic biology, nothing more.

I heard the soft clink of a glass being picked up, the sound amplified in the silence. Then, I heard the liquid pour—a rhythmic, heavy splash that told me she’d chosen a full-bodied red. The anticipation was worse than the darkness. I stood there, blind and vulnerable, waiting for her next move while my mind raced through every possible reason I should call this off.

"Open up, Margot," Julianne whispered.

I felt her hand settle under my chin, her thumb resting just below my lower lip to steady me. Her skin was rougher than mine, a detail I shouldn't have been cataloging with such frantic intensity. The rim of the crystal glass pressed against my mouth, cool and unforgiving. I parted my lips, and she tilted the glass with a slow, agonizing precision.

The wine hit my tongue like a velvet explosion. It was dark, rich, and carried a heavy hit of black cherry and tobacco, but I could barely focus on the vintage. All I could think about was the way Julianne’s hand felt against my face, her thumb shifting slightly as I swallowed. It was a grounded, heavy heat that made the rest of the world feel like it was fading away. I was supposed to be identifying tannins and acidity, but my brain was busy Short-circuiting over the fact that I liked the way she was holding me.

"Tell me what you taste," she said, her voice sounding closer than before, right near my ear.

I swallowed hard, my heart hammering against my ribs so loudly I was sure she could feel it through my chest. "It’s... it’s a Cabernet. Napa Valley. Probably a 2014 based on the structure." My voice was a wreck, a shaky imitation of my usual authoritative tone. I needed to get it together. I needed to win this bet and get out of this cellar before I did something that would ruin my perfectly constructed life.

"And what else?" she prompted, her fingers sliding from my chin to trace the line of my jaw. "Forget the data, Margot. Tell me how it feels."

I reached up and yanked the silk from my eyes, the sudden return of the dim cellar light making me blink rapidly. Julianne was standing right there, her smirk still in place, looking entirely too smug for someone who had just rattled my entire foundation. My heart was still thudding against my ribs like a trapped bird, and I hated her for it. I hated that she’d made me feel something other than clinical interest in a fermented grape. I was a woman who liked stable men, structured portfolios, and predictable Saturday nights; I didn't get flustered by a woman with a leather jacket and a penchant for breaking every rule I held dear.

"You’re right about the vintage," she said, her voice smooth and infuriatingly calm as she watched me try to regain my composure. "But you’re still holding your breath, Margot. You’re still fighting the experience instead of living it."

"I’m not fighting anything," I snapped, my fingers trembling slightly as I balled the silk tie into my palm. I needed to reclaim the upper hand, to prove that I was the one in charge of this collaboration and my own traitorous biology. "I’m proving a point. Now it’s your turn. Let’s see how your 'soul-searching' holds up when you can't see the label or the price tag either." I didn't wait for her to agree. I stepped into her space, reclaiming the territory she’d just invaded. I wanted to see her vulnerable. I wanted to be the one holding the glass, the one in control of the narrative.

Julianne didn't argue. She just stood there, her hazel eyes locking onto mine with a challenge that made my skin feel two sizes too small for my body. She turned around slowly, offering me the back of her head, and for a second, I just stared at the messy, golden-brown strands at the nape of her neck. My hands felt clumsy as I lifted the silk. I had to step so close to her that I could feel the heat radiating from her back through my silk blouse, a solid, heavy warmth that made my own breath hitch in my throat.

I pulled the fabric around her eyes, my knuckles grazing her temples. Her skin was surprisingly soft, a startling contrast to the rough-and-tumble energy she projected to the rest of the world. As I fumbled with the knot at the back of her head, my chest brushed against her shoulder blades. It was a brief, necessary contact, but it felt like I was touching a live wire. I told myself I was just being efficient, that I was simply trying to secure the blindfold so she couldn't cheat, but my fingers lingered on the silk long after the knot was tight.

"There," I whispered, my voice sounding far too intimate in the quiet alcove. "Now let's see how much 'feeling' you can actually handle without a script."

I moved back to the table, picking up a bottle of heavy, sweet Sauternes we’d set aside for the dessert course. My hands were finally steady, but my mind was a mess of conflicting signals. Seeing her like this, with her eyes covered and her lips slightly parted in anticipation, did something to my composure that no amount of logic could fix. I poured a small amount into a fresh glass, the golden liquid shimmering like honey even in the low light of the cellar.

As I stepped back toward her, I watched the way her head tilted, her other senses clearly reaching out to find me in the dark. She looked entirely expectant, her usual defiance replaced by a quiet, focused vulnerability. I reached out to guide the glass to her lips, but as I did, my thumb accidentally brushed against the corner of her mouth. The contact was electric, sending a sharp jolt of awareness straight to my core. I should have pulled away immediately, should have apologized and gone back to being the "Ice Queen" everyone expected me to be. Instead, I stayed there, my thumb resting against the plushness of her lower lip, my brain screaming that this was a mistake while my body leaned into the heat.

I didn’t pull my hand away. I should have, I really should have, but my thumb seemed to have developed a mind of its own, tracing the soft, damp curve of Julianne’s lower lip while she waited in the dark. I told myself I was just checking her positioning, ensuring the glass wouldn't spill, but the excuse felt flimsy even to my own logic-driven brain. I was a woman who appreciated the clean lines of a well-tailored suit and the predictable rhythm of a spin class. I wasn't the kind of person who got lost in the texture of a rival's mouth in a basement.

"The glass, Margot," Julianne murmured, her voice a low vibration that I felt in my own chest. "Unless you’ve decided to skip the wine entirely."

My face heated, and I was grateful for the blindfold that kept her from seeing my flustered expression. I tilted the glass, watching the golden, viscous Sauternes coat the crystal before it reached her lips. She took a slow, deliberate sip, her throat working as she swallowed. The sweetness of the wine hung in the air between us—thick notes of honeyed apricot and toasted nuts—but all I could focus on was the way a tiny, rebellious drop of the liquid escaped the corner of her mouth.

It sat there, shimmering against her skin, and before I could stop myself, I reached out to catch it with my fingertip. The skin of her cheek was burning hot compared to the chilled glass in my other hand. I didn't wipe the drop away; I let it linger, my pulse hammering so loudly against my eardrums that I was certain it was echoing off the stone walls.

"Sauternes," she whispered, her eyes still hidden behind the dark silk. "Chateau d'Yquem. Late harvest. It tastes like... indulgence. Like something you’re not supposed to have but want anyway." She turned her head slightly, her lips brushing against my finger as she spoke. "Am I right, Margot? Is that the note you were looking for?"

"It’s a 2011," I said, my voice sounding strangled. I set the glass down on the table with a sharp clack, my heart racing. "And 'indulgence' isn't a technical descriptor. You’re supposed to be identifying the acidity levels, not waxing poetic."

"Maybe you’re just afraid of the poetry," she countered. She reached out, her hands searching the air until they found my waist. She pulled me toward her, her grip firm and possessive through the silk of my blouse. The contact was a shock to my system—a heavy, grounded heat that made my knees feel dangerously weak.

I told myself I stayed there because the table was blocking my retreat. I told myself that the confused, frantic ache in my lower stomach was just a side effect of the high-sugar wine. But when she leaned in, her nose brushing against mine, I didn't pull back. I stayed frozen, caught in the gravity of her presence. She smelled like the Sauternes now—sticky and sweet—mixed with that intoxicating scent of rain and leather.

"I’m not afraid of anything," I lied, the words barely a breath.

"Then prove it," she whispered.

She didn't wait for me to agree. She tilted her head and captured my lips with hers. It wasn't the polite, dry kiss I was used to from Marcus; it was a desperate, hungry collision that tasted of honey and long-repressed frustration. The shock of it lasted only a second before my brain surrendered to the sheer physicality of her. Her mouth was soft but demanding, her tongue tracing the line of my teeth with a confidence that made my head spin.

I was a straight woman. I had always been a straight woman. But as I tangled my fingers into the hair at the back of her head, pulling her closer, that label felt like a garment that no longer fit. The logic of my life was dissolving, replaced by the friction of her body against mine and the realization that I’d been starving for this kind of intensity without even knowing it. The cellar was freezing, but as her hands slid up my back, I had never felt more on fire.

The mahogany table was cold against my thighs, a shocking contrast to the feverish heat of Julianne’s palms as they slid up my skirt. My mind tried to construct a logical exit strategy—some excuse about the humidity levels affecting the corks or the impropriety of the setting—but the words died in my throat when she bit my lower lip. It wasn't a hard bite, just a sharp, possessive little nip that sent a jolt of pure, unadulterated electricity straight to my core. I gasped, my hands instinctively clutching her shoulders, my fingers digging into the worn leather of her jacket.

"This is... we shouldn't," I breathed, the protest sounding pathetic even to my own ears. I was a woman who had her life in order. I had a mortgage, a retirement fund, and a boyfriend who probably had his socks organized by color. I didn't do this. I didn't have frantic, table-side encounters with women who represented everything I found unprofessional. But as she pressed her body against mine, forcing me back onto the polished wood, the "shouldn'ts" felt like they belonged to a version of me that was currently a thousand miles away.

Julianne didn't stop. She didn't even pause. She moved with a confidence that was terrifying, her mouth leaving mine to trail hot, wet kisses down the column of my throat. Her hair was a mess, brushing against my cheeks, smelling of that addictive rain-and-sandalwood scent. I closed my eyes, the darkness of the cellar pressing in on us, and for the first time in my life, I stopped trying to categorize the experience. I stopped looking for the "notes" of the moment and just let the symphony of it drown me.

The silk of my blouse felt like a barrier she was impatient to cross. When her fingers finally found the buttons, her touch was deft and surprisingly gentle. The cool air hit my skin, making my nipples peak instantly, a physical betrayal that she noticed with a low, satisfied hum. I felt her hand cup me, her thumb brushing over the lace of my bra with a rhythmic, steady pressure that made my hips tilt toward her of their own accord. My internal monologue was finally, mercifully, falling silent, replaced by the heavy thrum of my pulse and the sound of our mingled breathing.

"Margot," she whispered against my skin, her voice like velvet on stone. "Look at me."

I opened my eyes, and even in the dim light of the cellar, the intensity in Julianne’s gaze was staggering. There was no mockery left, no sharp-tongued rivalry to hide behind. There was just a raw, honest hunger that mirrored the ache growing inside of me. I realized then that I wasn't just attracted to her; I was fascinated by her. I was fascinated by the way she’d broken me down, by the way she saw through every wall I’d spent a decade building. I reached out, my fingers tracing the hard line of her jaw, and pulled her back down to me.

The friction was everything. The way her legs tangled with mine, the weight of her body pressing me into the hard wood of the mahogany table—it was a sensory overload that no vintage could ever hope to match. My skirt was bunched up around my waist now, the cool air of the cellar a sharp contrast to the heat radiating from between her thighs. When she finally moved her hand lower, dipping beneath the waistband of my silk underwear, I let out a sound that was half-sob, half-relief. It was a discovery in the truest sense of the word. I was learning a new language, one made of touch and heat and the terrifying, beautiful loss of control.

Every touch was grounded and real. I felt the slight callus on her fingertips as she slid them over the sensitive, swollen folds of my labia. I was already slick, my body betraying my "straight" logic with a fervor I’d never experienced before. I wasn't an "Ice Queen" anymore; I was melting, pouring myself into the moment until there was nothing left but the two of us and the heavy scent of oak and expensive wine in the air.

Julianne didn't wait for permission. She hooked her fingers into the lace of my panties and stripped them off, tossing them onto the slate floor. She knelt between my knees, her eyes never leaving mine as she spread my legs wider. I felt the shock of the cellar air on my damp skin for only a second before the heat of her breath replaced it. My breath hitched, my fingers curling into the edge of the mahogany table until the wood bit into my palms. I should've been mortified; I should've been thinking about my reputation or the boyfriend waiting for me at home, but as Julianne leaned in, all those thoughts dissolved into a white-hot haze of anticipation.

When her tongue finally made contact, it was a revelation. It wasn't the clumsy, mechanical effort I’d grown used to in my "normal" life; it was a focused, rhythmic masterpiece of sensation. She used her lips to part my labia, her tongue finding the engorged, sensitive pearl of my clitoris with terrifying accuracy. I let out a jagged moan, my head falling back against the table as my hips bucked upward of their own accord. I couldn't stop myself from reaching down, my fingers tangling in her hair to pull her closer, desperate for more of that incredible, localized heat. The build-up was relentless, a crescendo of tension that felt like a wire being pulled tighter and tighter until I finally snapped. The climax hit me with a force that left me breathless, my world narrowing down to the suction of Julianne’s mouth and the frantic, rhythmic pulsing of my own body.

I stayed there for a moment, my lungs burning as I tried to reclaim some semblance of composure. But the "Ice Queen" was gone, replaced by a woman who was suddenly, dangerously hungry for the person who had just unraveled her. I sat up, my movements shaky but determined, and reached for the lapels of Julianne’s leather jacket. I didn't want to just be the one receiving; I wanted to see if I could make her lose that smug, self-assured composure the same way she’d just destroyed mine.

"My turn," I whispered, my voice sounding foreign to my own ears—husky and thick with a desire I was no longer trying to deny.

I pushed her back against the wine racks, the bottles clinking softly in their cradles—a frantic, melodic warning that we were far beyond the point of no return. Julianne settled onto the cold slate floor, her head resting against the aged oak of the bottom shelf, looking up at me with a raw, expectant heat that made my skin hum. I knelt before her, my knees pressing into the hard stone, my heart hammering against my ribs so violently I was sure it would leave bruises.

I’d never done this. I’d barely even let the thought cross the threshold of my mind, always tucking it away behind spreadsheets and weekend plans. But as I looked at her—hair a wild, golden-brown mess against the dark wood, her lips swollen and darkened from our kisses—the technicality of my "straightness" felt like a lie I’d finally stopped telling. My fingers were steady now, fueled by that same obsessive, perfectionist’s need that drove me to memorize vintages. If I was going to do this, I was going to do it with the same precision I applied to everything else in my life.

The denim of her jeans was rough under my fingertips as I fumbled with the button. It felt so grounded, so real, a sharp contrast to the ethereal, honeyed fog the Sauternes had left in my brain. When I finally slid the zipper down, the sound seemed to echo through the silent alcove. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband, pulling the fabric over her hips with a slow, deliberate focus. When I finally pushed her lace underwear aside, the sight of her was a shock to my system—the soft, damp folds of her labia were flushed a deep, dark pink, glistening with a slickness that told me she was just as far gone as I was.

I reached out, my fingers trembling only slightly as I parted her. She was incredibly soft, the skin there feeling like the most expensive silk, but hotter—radiating a feverish warmth that seemed to pull me in. I watched as my thumb brushed against the sensitive, swollen pearl of her clitoris, and she let out a sharp, jagged gasp that made my own stomach flip. I didn't just want to see her; I wanted to understand her the way I understood the terroir of a vineyard.

When I finally leaned in and pressed my tongue against her, the world simply ceased to exist.

She tasted like everything I’d ever been afraid to want—intense, musky, and sharp with a saltiness that made my mouth water. The flavor was complex, layered with the lingering sweetness of the wine and the pure, raw essence of her. I used my tongue to trace the length of her, flicking over the hood of her clitoris with a rhythmic, steady pressure. She let out a low, guttural growl that vibrated through my own skull, her hands finding my shoulders to anchor herself. Her fingers dug into the silk of my blouse, her knuckles pressing against my collarbone as she arched her back, her hips bucking upward to meet my mouth.

I found a rhythm that felt as natural as breathing, focusing on the way she swelled and pulsed against my tongue. I used my lips to tug gently at her, hearing her breath hitch in a way that made me feel more powerful than I ever had at the head of a boardroom table. I wanted to master her. I wanted to learn every shudder, every sharp intake of breath, and every muffled cry until I knew her better than she knew herself. I focused on the slick, sliding friction, the way she was becoming more and more lubricated the harder I worked.

"Margot," she choked out, her voice breaking on my name.

The sound was like a shot of pure adrenaline. I moved faster, my tongue swirling around the sensitive center of her while I used two fingers to slide inside her, testing the tightness and the heat of her internal walls. She was incredibly wet, my fingers slipping easily into the tight, velvet heat of her. I didn't care about the cold slate floor anymore or the dust on my expensive suit. I only cared about the way she was unraveling under my hands and my mouth.

When she finally shattered, it was a violent, beautiful thing. Her entire body went taut, her inner muscles clamping down hard on my fingers as she let out a long, shaky cry that seemed to fill every corner of the cellar. She pulsed against my mouth, a rhythmic, frantic Release that I stayed with until the very last tremor subsided.

I stayed there for a long moment after she went still, my face pressed against the warmth of her inner thigh, listening to the ragged, uneven rhythm of her breath. I was a woman who prided herself on having all the answers, but as I knelt there in the dark, I realized I didn't even know the right questions anymore. All I knew was that the "Ice Queen" had finally met a heat she couldn't rationalize away.
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I woke up in my own bed with a physical hangover that had nothing to do with wine and everything to do with the way my world had tilted on its axis. My thighs were slightly sore, a dull ache that served as a persistent reminder of the hard mahogany table, and every time I moved, I caught a faint, ghostly whiff of sandalwood and rain. I spent the better part of the morning scrubbing my skin until it was pink, trying to wash away the memory of Julianne’s mouth and the terrifying way I’d come apart for her. I told myself it was a one-time anomaly, a product of the dim light and the high-sugar Sauternes, and that by the time the sun went down again, I’d be back to my perfectly curated, "straight" reality.

The hours leading up to the gala were a blur of overcompensation. I was extra sharp with my assistant, extra precise with the inventory, and I didn't let myself think about Julianne once. Or at least, that’s the lie I told myself until I stood in front of the mirror in the gala’s green room that evening. I’d managed to reconstruct most of my armor by then. My hair was pulled back into a knot so tight it felt like a surgical procedure, and my charcoal-gray suit was pressed to a razor edge. I looked like the woman I was supposed to be: Margot Vance, the most disciplined sommelier in the city. I didn't look like a woman who’d been dismantled on a cellar floor.

"You’re staring at your reflection like you’re looking for a crime scene," a familiar, gravelly voice said from the doorway.

I didn't turn around. I could see Julianne in the mirror, leaning against the frame with a glass of sparkling water. She was wearing a tuxedo—black, slim-cut, and unfairly attractive. She’d even managed to tame her hair, though a few rebellious strands still caught the light, reminding me of exactly how they’d felt tangled between my fingers while I knelt between her legs. The sight of her sent a sharp, liquid heat straight to my stomach, a physical memory that made my hands tremble as I adjusted my lapel.

"I’m just checking my presentation," I said, my voice sounding more composed than I felt. I forced myself to meet her eyes in the reflection. "We have a job to do, Julianne. Arthur is expecting perfection. Last night was... it was a high-stress environment. We don't need to let it complicate the endowment project. It’s better if we just treat it as a professional outlier."

Julianne walked over, her movements fluid and confident. She stopped just behind me, mirroring the position we’d been in when she first tied that silk around my eyes. In the mirror, our eyes met, and the "Ice Queen" mask I’d spent all day building began to crack. She didn't touch me, but the air between us felt heavy and charged, humming with the secret we were both carrying into a room full of the city’s elite.

"If that’s the story you need to tell yourself to get through the night, Margot, then I’ll play along," she whispered, her gaze dropping to my mouth for a split second before returning to my eyes. "But we both know that wasn't an outlier. It was a catalyst."

I forced myself to look away, picking up my tasting notes and heading for the door. The gala was a blur of clinking crystal and hushed conversations. We stood side-by-side at the main tasting station, a unified front of professional excellence. To the hundreds of donors, we were the perfect team. I handled the technical descriptions with my usual clinical precision, while Julianne added the "soul," her intuitive descriptions captivating the room. Every time our hands brushed while passing a glass, or every time our shoulders touched as we leaned in to discuss a vintage, I felt a jolt that nearly made me drop my professional veneer.

Arthur approached us near the end of the night, looking triumphant. "The flight is a masterpiece," he said, beaming at us. "I’ve never seen the two of you work so well together. I suppose the cellar treatment worked after all."

"It was... enlightening, Arthur," I said, offering him a practiced, polite smile. I felt Julianne’s gaze on the side of my face, a constant, grounding heat. "We found a balance we didn't know we were capable of."

"More than just a balance," Julianne added, her voice dropping into that low register that made my pulse jump. She turned to me, her expression unreadable to everyone but me. "We discovered a whole new set of notes to explore. In fact, I think we need to do another private tasting tonight to finalize the notes for the next event. Don't you agree, Margot? I still have that silk tie in my pocket."

The challenge was there, clear and undeniable. I looked at her, seeing the woman who had turned my logic into ash and replaced it with something far more terrifying and beautiful. I knew I should say no. I knew I should go home to my organized closet and the boyfriend who never made me feel like I was on fire. But as I looked at Julianne, the denial finally felt more exhausting than the truth.

"I think a private tasting is exactly what we need," I replied, my voice steady despite the fire in my veins. "And this time, I’m the one picking the vintage."
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