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Prologue

	When I finished Wine and Want, I thought I had told you the whole story.

	I had.

	Everything that happened is there. The vineyard. The cellar. The wine. His hands. The cold stone. The night in his bed. His name, finally. The cork I carried away the next morning.

	Nothing is missing.

	And still, when I read it again, I felt a distance.

	Not from the memory.

	From my body.

	There were places where I knew exactly what I had felt, but had stepped back from it on the page. Where I had written the touch but not everything that happened underneath it. The tightening of a muscle. The weight of a hand. The wetness that arrived long before anything happened. The strange way cold can make warmth feel sharper. The moments when wanting stopped being a thought and became something physical.

	I realized I had told you what happened.

	I hadn't always let you feel how it happened to me.

	That's why this version exists.

	Not because something more happened that night. It didn't.

	Not because I wanted to make the story dirtier.

	I wanted to make it closer.

	Closer to skin. To breath. To pressure. To the nervous system. To that almost impossible place where pleasure, vulnerability and trust begin to blur into each other.

	And yes, sometimes closer means more explicit.

	Bodies are explicit.

	They get wet. They tighten. They open. They ache. They shake. They respond before the mind has decided what any of it means.

	I didn't want to look away from that this time.

	But I also didn't want to turn Wine and Want into porn. That was never what this night was for me. The sex matters because of everything happening inside and around it. The waiting. The cold. His restraint. My wanting. The strange intimacy of letting a man whose name I didn't even know see exactly what his presence was doing to my body.

	So this is the same story.

	The same night.

	The same Laurent.

	I just moved the words closer to my skin.

	The version you know is how I tell the night.

	UNCUT is how my body remembers it.
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	Arrival in Dust and Light

	The gravel crunches under my tires as I pull through the iron gates. Dust rises in the late afternoon sun, turning the air golden and hazy. The chambre d'hôte sits at the edge of the vineyard, old stone, weathered shutters, climbing roses that look like they've been there for centuries. Everything here feels permanent, rooted, as if it was here long before I arrived and will remain long after I leave.

	I kill the engine and step out. The heat hits me first, dry and drowsy, slowing everything down and making my limbs feel heavy. Then the smell: sun-baked earth, lavender from somewhere nearby and underneath it, something darker. Grapes. Fermentation. I booked this place for the wine tour as much as the room. Three days alone, with no real agenda. Just me, good wine and silence. I stretch and feel the drive still sitting in my shoulders, along with tension I've apparently been carrying for weeks. My body tells me before my head does. The pull between my shoulder blades. The stiffness low in my back. That strange restlessness that comes from spending too many hours sitting still while wanting to move. This is exactly what I need. A little distance. Somewhere no one knows me and I don't have to explain anything.

	The main building, the tasting room and winery, sits farther up the hill, all stone and timber. Through the open doors I can see someone moving inside, little more than a shadow against the amber light. My tour starts in an hour. Enough time to check in, shower and change into something fresh. As I grab my bag from the backseat, though, I notice the dust on my arms and the way my sundress clings damply to the small of my back. Maybe I'll stay like this a little longer. Let the heat sink in. Let myself arrive properly before I wash the journey away.

	The room is simple. White walls, wooden beams and a bed with crisp linen sheets. A window looks out over rows of vines climbing the hillside. I drop my bag, kick off my sandals and stand there for a moment, barefoot on the cool tile floor. After the heat outside, the cold under my feet makes my skin prickle. I peel off the dress and let it fall to the floor. My underwear follows.

	For a moment I simply stand naked in the dim room and feel the air move over me. There is something about being alone in a strange room that makes me more aware of my body. No reason to cover it. No reason to think about what it looks like from the outside. Just weight. Skin. Heat still caught beneath my breasts and at the backs of my knees. The slight dampness where the dress had stuck to me. My belly moving when I breathe. My body is tired from the drive but restless from sitting still for so long. I need water. I need to move. I'm not entirely sure what else I need.

	The bathroom is small and the shower even smaller, just a corner stall with a fixed showerhead and dated tiles. I step inside, turn the tap and wait. The water takes its time. When it finally hits my skin, it's shockingly cold. I gasp and step back instinctively, but there's nowhere to go. The weak spray finds me anyway, pearling over my shoulders and collarbones, running in thin rivulets down my chest. My nipples harden instantly. Goosebumps race over my arms and stomach, but my breasts seem to react most. The skin tightens and every nerve suddenly feels awake. I cross my arms over them, trying to shield myself from the cold, though the water finds its way around me anyway. The weight of them presses against my forearms. Even that feels sharper than it should.

	I adjust the tap and try to coax some warmth from the ancient plumbing. It takes longer than it should, but eventually the temperature begins to change. Not hot. Barely warm. Enough. My muscles slowly loosen. I tilt my face into the spray and let the water run through my hair, over my closed eyelids and down my throat. The pressure is weak, almost a trickle. It makes me notice each little trail of water more, the drops moving slowly over my skin. One follows the curve of my breast. Another runs beneath it. A third slips down the center of my stomach and disappears lower.

	I reach for the soap, something plain and unscented, and work it into a lather between my palms. When I press my hands to my shoulders, I can feel some of the tension finally giving way. I work downward, across my collarbones and over my chest. When my hands cup my breasts, I pause. The soap makes my skin slick and they feel heavy in my palms. I lift them slightly, feeling the weight settle differently against my hands. My nipples are still hard, oversensitive from the cold. I circle one with my thumb. A small jolt runs through me. Sharp enough to catch my breath. I do it again. Not because I'm trying to start anything. Because it feels good.

	My other thumb moves across the second nipple and my body answers immediately, a small tightening somewhere below my stomach. I stay there for a moment. Holding myself. Feeling. No rush. No one waiting for anything from me. That may be what I like most about touching myself when I'm alone. I don't have to turn it into sex. I don't have to take it anywhere. It can simply feel good.

	My palms slide over the fullness of my breasts once more before I move lower. Over my ribs. My stomach. My hips. The almond oil I usually use is still in my bag, but for now the soap and warm water are enough. My skin is flushed again, faintly glowing in the light coming through the frosted window.

	My hands slide over my thighs and between them. I hadn't meant to linger there. But I do. My palm moves along the inside of one thigh, then the other. The skin there is softer. Warmer. My fingers reach the place where my legs meet and slow. I can feel myself before I really touch myself. The warmth. The softness. A little slickness that isn't only water.

	I let two fingers move over my outer lips. Once. Slowly. Just enough to feel their shape beneath my fingertips. My breath deepens. I part them slightly. Cooler water touches the sensitive skin between and my thighs tense around the sensation. Then relax. My fingertips slide forward. Brush my clit. A tiny pulse answers. I stop there. Not pulling away. Not doing more either. Just feeling that small point of pleasure beneath my fingers. Alive. Responsive. Mine.

	The water is still running over me when I close my eyes. For a moment, I imagine a different hand on my hip. Strong and warm, pulling me back against a body I can't see. Fingers following the path mine have just taken. A mouth against my neck, then my shoulder, tasting salt and the last of the day's heat from my skin. My own hand stays where it is for another few seconds. The fantasy makes the sensation beneath my fingertips deepen. Not enough to lose myself in it. Enough to make me wonder what it would feel like if the hand really weren't mine.

	I open my eyes and give a small shake of my head. Ridiculous. I'm alone. I'm here to relax and drink wine, not get myself worked up before the tasting. Except the warmth low in my belly doesn't disappear. Neither does the faint pulse beneath my fingers when I finally draw my hand away. It's still there while I rinse the soap from my skin and still there when I turn off the tap.

	I forgot to bring a towel, so for a few seconds I just stand on the cool tile, dripping. The air feels unusually sharp against my skin now. More so after touching myself. I watch one drop of water travel down the curve of my breast, catch briefly at my nipple and fall. Another slips over my stomach. Lower. I feel rather than see where it ends.

	The towel is hanging on the back of the door. I hadn't noticed it. It's rough, though worn softer with age, and the friction makes me shiver when I press it against my skin. I dry my arms, legs and stomach, then hold it against my breasts for a moment, gently pressing away the water. The rough cotton catches lightly against my nipples. They're still sensitive. So is the rest of me.

	Back in the room, I find the almond oil and rub a little into my arms and legs. The familiar warm sweetness rises immediately. I smooth some over my stomach, my hips and the skin between
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