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  IN A FRENCH COUNTRY VINEYARD




  by




  Yvonne Sarah Lewis




  Chapter 1




  Tasting




  Remembering how hot the village of Chablis had been the day before, Carol selected her lightest underwear and a loose-fitting cotton dress. Matching low-heeled sandals and a pretty, broad-brimmed straw hat bought in Auxerre completed the ensemble. She studied the image in the mirror: a tall, blue-eyed blonde, her shoulder-length hair smooth but flicking up at the ends. She looked elegant yet informal in a yellow shirt-dress that suited her lightly tanned skin. Smart but comfortably cool.




  Brian too wore a hat—a Panama, with his short-sleeved white shirt and shorts. He’d let his chest hair grow but his skull was shaved. He complained when she insisted on anointing it with sun block, but didn’t seem to mind when she applied protection to the prominent muscles of his arms and legs. He’d burned the tops of his calves so she made a special effort there, kneeling behind him and planting a kiss on the cotton-clad summit of each proud buttock when she’d finished. Then she had to endure the teasing, arousing process herself.




  “That’s enough!” she cried, when his hands strayed from her thighs to slip under the hem of her pants. It was already warm in their shaded room, and there wasn’t time to shower again. Much as she’d have liked to spend the day making languid love and cooling off in the shower, today they were changing hotels and moving to the south of Burgundy. There wasn’t a hotel room to languish in. Their cases were already on the coach. Besides, there were visits to Beaune and the Côte d’Or today, to taste probably the best wines in Burgundy, if not the world.




  Most of the people on the tour were older, though there was a silver-haired man with a young red-headed woman. Carol wondered if they were having fun with the sunscreen too. The redhead’s skin was very pale, she always wore a hat. They watched a lot but said little.




  They’d all breakfasted in the cool air under mature trees in the hotel garden. It was a small family-run place off the ring road in Auxerre, a pretty town on a broad river crossed by a spectacular footbridge. They’d be sorry to leave it, but Johnny, the tour manager and wine expert, had a knack for choosing delightful places to stay and things to do. They’d had a fabulous meal in Chablis the previous day and had walked two hundred yards down the dusty street afterwards to a chateau tasting of cru Chablis. Unfortunately, the food had been so good and waiters had filled their glasses so assiduously that they were an hour late and far from sober.




  Beaune was much hotter than Auxerre. It was market day and the streets of the centre were filled with stalls offering local produce and domestic articles. Johnny, tall and stately, led the way to the Hôtel Dieu, the major attraction, with its patterned roof of glossy tiles. Originally a hospital, it was cool enough inside and they spent time exploring, and imagining what it must have been like for patients and their families in their stalls of blackened wood. Hospital cases in the Middle Ages clearly expected to suffer yet be grateful for the attention they got.




  Brian and Carol wandered through the market and had a snack lunch in the dark interior of a small café popular with market stallholders. Everyone seemed to know everyone else, and stopped to greet and have a joke with them. Carol felt even more out-of-step when the staff bustled in and started to manhandle tables and chairs into the street, blocking it completely. They didn’t disturb their English customers, however, and when Brian caught the proprietor’s eye two more glasses of chilled pression arrived almost immediately.




  The coach took them South to the Côte de Beaune, along narrow winding roads to a tiny village with a small chateau. Then it turned onto a sloping gravel yard in front of an ornate three-storey building set into the hillside. Johnny got out, leaving everyone to sit happily in the air-conditioned coach while he went to talk to a man leaning on a shiny car. They were an incongruous couple: Johnny in crumpled linen slacks and an open-necked shirt, and the stranger in a dark blue three-piece suit with collar and tie.




  “Makes me hot just to look at him,” Brian grinned, watching the stranger. “He must be boiling in that!”




  “Mm, he doesn’t look hot,” Carol replied. The man was young and handsome, with neat dark hair. His shoes shone under the dark pants. Johnny came back to the coach and swung himself up the steps.




  “Phew, it’s hot out there,” he said, mopping his brow with a large handkerchief. Despite his age and bulk, Johnny was still an attractive man. His grey hair was thinning, but his goatee beard was still dark. He’d delighted the older women on the tour by flirting with them, but left Carol and the redhead alone. Johnny pointed with his thumb: “That’s Lucien de L’Artoisville,” he announced. “His family has owned this vineyard and winery for two hundred years. He spent the last two years working for Lafite as a sort of apprentice and now he’s come back home.” He grinned mischievously. “They give him jobs like showing us around to see if he’s learned anything before allowing him loose on the grapes.” They all laughed dutifully. “No, but seriously—his parents are on holiday in Switzerland and have left him in charge.”




  “He looks very nice; is he married?’ asked one of Johnny’s pet old ladies. There were sniggers from the others. Carol reflected that the response would have been unacceptable had Lucien been a woman.




  “He’s betrothed, so hands off, Mrs. Durbridge. He’s come back to marry his childhood sweetheart...” Johnny winked. “...Who just happens to be the daughter of the people who own the neighbouring chateau.” There was much whispering and nodding. “Now, it’s cold in the cellar, so bring your cardigans.”




  * * * *




  Lucien introduced himself and the winery. He was a dish, Carol decided. Tall, athletic, with the grace and self-assurance only the scion of generations of French nobility could achieve. He spoke English with a perfect French accent. The language had never, nevaire, sounded so romantic. Carol could almost smell the pheromones rising from the ladies in the party—and some of the men. Lucien may have been cool in his suit, but he was hot.




  Instead of taking his perspiring audience into the winery, Lucien led them into the vineyard. Neat rows of vines led from the road they’d arrived on all the way up to the bare rocks and shrubs marking the crest of the Côte.




  Despite the accent, Carol found her mind wandering as their host explained that Chardonnay was grown on the paler soil of the upper slopes, while down where they were dark red soil supported Pinot Noir. There was a man driving a funny little tractor up and down the vineyard, trimming the vines, so she watched him. The tractor wheels fitted exactly between the rows, with the engine and driver perched above them. Carol marvelled at the importance of a crop that demanded a machine designed to fit it exactly. British tractors were multi-purpose beasts, of about as much use in this manicured land as a bull in a china shop. Even the driver was miniature, a walnut-skinned man in a thick check shirt, with a flat cap. Carol picked up and then discarded one of the trimmings: a long, thin tendril, with broad, soft leaves. The air seemed thin, twice-baked, and they were relieved and grateful when Lucien, still apparently comfortable in his elegant suit, accepted that there would be no questions and led them across the yard and into the winery.




  The talk was now of machinery and processing, but the hall where they now stood was spotless and deliciously cool. Carol stood still and allowed the moisture on her legs and face to evaporate while Lucien’s voice washed over her. He told them a little of his history: his father was the fourth Comte and he, Lucien would be the fifth in due course. Johnny’s wilting ladies perked up at that, and there were more whispers and nudges.




  Carol stepped to the side to get a better view of the handsome young man and incidentally, the bottling plant he seemed so proud of. She was momentarily dazzled by a misdirected spotlight and, when she moved out of its glare, found that Lucien had been similarly transfixed. He stood like a statue, staring at her. Carol looked round to see who he was looking at, only to discover there was no one else around.




  Lucien coughed and quickly led them through the store of maturing casks to a rusty steel door set into the wall.




  “And now, the library,” he announced. The door had a large padlock and swung back with a clang. It was like one that Carol had seen on Jersey, giving access to part of the German Atlantic Wall defenses. Behind it was a pitch-black hole. Carol wasn’t the only one to shudder. Lucien turned a switch and a weak light illumined a curving stone wall. “Be careful, the stairs are slippery and the walls are not clean.” He wasn’t apologising for the lack of maintenance. The filth creeping down the wall of the slimy staircase was the proud result of hundreds of years of damp and decay. The first Comte hadn’t seen fit to have it cleaned, so why should his heirs be so fussy? They descended cautiously, holding onto the thick, rope handrail spiralling down, clamped in rusty loops.




  They arrived in what Carol speculated must be the dirtiest cellar in France. The walls were lined with bottles on stone shelves. Festoons of dusty cobwebs linked them and the edges of the shelves were grey and fluffy with mould. In this library there were no books, just a neat stack of folders on an upended half-cask. They were the cleanest things in the cellar, except for a neat rank of gleaming glasses in front of a short row of bottles. Brian nudged Carol and rubbed his hands—the tasting, at last!




  Lucien explained the purpose of the room they were in. It was the wine library, containing samples of vintages going back over a hundred years. Occasionally an ancient bottle would be opened and the family and senior employees would be able to taste and compare it with more recent vintages. It was a way of seeing how they were maturing and what their potential might be.




  “Of course,” he admitted, “many of the bottles here are past their best. But it is astonishing how long a very good wine will keep in ideal conditions.” He spoke with pride and enthusiasm of past vintages and their tasting, glancing at his audience and making eye contact. It seemed to be going very well, but Carol could sense unease in his stance. He was avoiding her eyes.




  At last he started to pour the wine—white first, Bâtard-Montrachet. When he came to Carol his gaze met hers and he nearly dropped her glass. Under the tan she could see he was blushing like a virgin. Brian took the next glass from him carefully but firmly and the moment passed. Carol’s hand stole into Brian’s and he gripped it while they sniffed and tasted the wine. It had a rich, complex mineral nose with the flavour of peaches and a long, nutty, buttery aftertaste. At least that’s how the others were describing it. To Carol it had the flavour of a handsome young man with eyes like deep pools, generous lips and soft, dry fingertips brushing hers. Perhaps it was the cold, but her nipples were erect and tingling.




  “Beautiful,” breathed Brian. Carol nodded, not sure what she was agreeing about.




  Lucien nearly lost it completely with the red. He seemed unable to concentrate on more than his speech and was grateful when Johnny took over the honour of pouring a rich, multi-layered Savigny-lès-Beaune. When he came to Carol, he had to take her glass and flick the remaining contents onto the cellar floor before dribbling the pungent, earthy liquor into it. Automatically she raised it to her lips, catching Lucien’s eye as she did so.




  It was like being caressed and made love to all over, inside and out.




  The perfume of him remained in her throat while Lucien hastily completed his talk and Johnny distributed souvenir brochures. The others chattered and giggled their way up the stairs and at last Brian ushered Carol before him, treating her like an invalid. In the gloom of the staircase she could imagine the young Frenchman blushing before her—and savour him on her tongue.




  Conscious that something had happened, Johnny hurried them onto the coach and they waved goodbye. The air-conditioning must have been turned up too high, for Carol hugged herself and shivered until Brian wrapped her in his warm arms and crushed her to him. He smelt good, but the flavour of the Burgundian persisted at the back of her mouth.




  * * * *




  Carol waited in the cool of the lobby of an impersonal modern hotel in Tournus while Brian queued up for a key. Then she was able to walk unaided up the steps and collapse onto the bed in their room. She lay, idly watching Brian strip and tidy away his clothes. He was about to take a shower but at the last turned and knelt by the bed.




  “Are you all right?” He frowned.




  “Yes, sure.” Carol licked her lips and swallowed. Burgundy. “I’m fine. Just felt a bit—”




  “Faint?”




  “Ye-es. I suppose it was the smell of wine. But I’m all right now.” She needed to get the scent of Burgundy out of her head. Well, there’s one way... “Help me off with my things and we can take a shower together.”




  Brian helped her gently and quickly, but they didn’t make it to the shower. The smell of his fresh sweat and the salty taste of his body were almost all she required. When they had finished and he lay on his back with his stout penis lolling to one side, Carol took it into her mouth and set about drowning the flavour of the wine with the flavour of her man, right to the back of her throat.




  There was a knock on the door.




  “Mr. Cunningham?”




  Carol grinned but didn’t let up as Brian gasped his reply.




  “Mr. Cunningham, there is a message for you.”




  “Ye-es?”




  “It is a dinner invitation.” Carol sat up on her heels, open-mouthed. “For Mr. and Mrs. Cunningham, to dine at the Chateau de L’Artoisville.”




  Carol closed her mouth. Suddenly there was a funny taste in it.




  Chapter 2




  Chateau




  Brian left Carol squatting on the bed and pulled on a bathrobe. Carol’s self-confidence and control had been torn from her, together with her sense of humour. The sight of Brian struggling to keep his unruly penis from poking through the robe when he opened the door failed to amuse. An abyss, flickering with frightening possibilities, had opened before her.




  Brian came back with a hand-written note on stiff yellow paper with an embossed crest. It was in French. Carol flinched when he offered it to her.




  “Don’t you want to go?” Brian demanded. The question felt like a blow. Carol searched her husband’s face. He was frowning, and when tears started to overflow her eyes he laughed bitterly. “Perhaps we’d better,” he said. “Or shall I just send you? That’s all he wants, isn’t it?”




  Carol said nothing. Suddenly the room was deathly cold and she began to shiver. If only Brian would touch her, strike her even... Yes, if he’d beat her, beat her until he’d punished her for the infidelity in her heart, beaten it out of her and satisfied his own lust for cruelty. But he didn’t. From a long way off she heard his voice again. It was soft and gentle. In a way, that hurt worse than his anger.




  “Have your shower. I’ll see what Johnny thinks about this.” The door closed behind him.




  Carol lay on her side, sobbing and shivering until she’d cried herself out. The abyss was now inside her. What if Brian insists I go? And worse, what if he refuses to let me go? The image of Lucien’s face rose out of the dark, again the imagined taste of him came to her lips. With terrible clarity she saw herself kneeling on the dirty floor of the ‘library’, Lucien’s brown penis filling her mouth with its aroma of Burgundy, while Brian, strangely shrunken, lashed her back and shoulders with a long whip. Streams of red wine ran from slashes in her skin. It was so vivid, she didn’t realise she was cupping her vulva in both hands until the orgasm overtook her.




  Calm at last, she rose from the bed and showered. She’d no control over what would happen, no say about the invitation. Whether Brian decided they’d go or stay, she would accept his choice and its consequences, even if it meant replaying in reality the scene she’d just played in her head. Lucien!




  A hand reached through the shower curtain and gripped her shoulder. She realised with guilt that she’d been singing to herself and masturbating again. She instantly ceased both activities. Brian, water running down his arm and onto his bare torso, was looking at her in amazement.




  “We’re going,” he announced, pushing himself under the shower beside her. His muscular body was warm and smooth. Carol didn’t know whether to embrace him or not. He decided for her by capturing her hands and placing them on his groin. She soaped and stroked his erect organ while he told her of his discussion with Johnny.




  “Johnny would like us to go, so long as we behave ourselves...” Brian permitted himself a smile, and paused while her fingers’ loose grip teased him. “He can’t afford to upset the family; he has to deal with them, after all, and he wants to carry on bringing parties to the winery.”




  Carol allowed Brian to thrust himself into the tunnel made by her joined hands but betrayed him with thoughts of doing the same for Lucien. Surely Brian won’t place us both in the young man’s power? Would it be all right if I just did what I’m now doing for Brian?




  “But,” Brian went on, “he did say that he was responsible for our welfare, as paying customers. He couldn’t put us into danger.”




  What danger would we be in? Carol thought of the heavy steel door and the darkness behind it. The chateau would have cellars like that. It was a castle, wasn’t it? Chateau was the French for castle. She’d crept down into the dungeons in castles in England and Wales. With electric light and the company of other tourists, they’d still filled her with fear. She imagined Brian’s body, gleaming with sweat and blood, shackled to a dungeon wall to watch her tormented on the rack. Stretched, beaten, branded...




  Brian took her wrists in his hands to still them. He was breathing heavily, but still had something to say. “Look, Carol, it’s from Lucien and his fiancée. He surely won’t try anything with his betrothed there.”




  “No, of course not.” Of course not. She was worrying unnecessarily. Perhaps the young man, in charge for the first time, had decided to try extending the wine visit by providing a ‘chateau experience’ for a selected couple from the party. Perhaps that was it.




  “Unless you want him to.” Brian’s blue eyes burned into hers, gazing down into her soul. Then he released her wrists and gripped her shoulders. He began gyrating his hips, sliding his manhood back and forth again.




  Carol closed her eyes to hide from his, then concentrated on his pleasure. Soon she knelt under the running water to rinse and take him in her mouth. Her own orgasm was deferred. She didn’t know how long for, or who might share it.




  * * * *




  The car was to pick them up at eight. Brian took a cruel delight in making her look as alluring as possible. While she shaved her legs and made herself up, he laid out the clothes she was to wear.




  She’d brought a black cocktail dress, in case they needed to dress up for an evening out. Brian had selected a red platform bra that offered her breasts up to its low neck, with matching lacy pants. He’d found hold-up stockings and high-heeled shoes, and completed his selection with pearl drop earrings and a single fat pearl on a long chain, which rolled to and fro at the top of her cleavage. He fastened this last round her neck as she watched in the mirror.




  “Brian, why are you doing this?”




  “Doing what?” he grinned.




  “Dressing me up like this. Offering me to him.”




  “You want him, don’t you?”




  “That’s not the point. I’m married to you; I’m supposed—”




  “Do you love me?”




  “Yes, of course I do.”




  “But you fell for Lucien. Love at first sight.”




  “But—”




  “And he fell for you?”




  “I suppose so.”




  “You want him, don’t you?”




  More than anything. “Ye-es, but—”




  “But nothing. He wants you. That’s what this is all about.” Brian brandished the invitation.




  “Yes,” Carol admitted. She allowed herself to think of Lucien, the taste of him; only it wasn’t his real flavour, it was the taste of the wine... What did he really taste like? Brian, for motives of his own, was offering her the chance to find out.




  “Will you come back to me? When you tire of him?” Brian’s face was solemn, now. The smiling mask had gone. He was really worried, but prepared to risk his own happiness, their happiness together, to let her satisfy this whim. More than a whim: her vulva churned at the thought of Lucien’s face, the odour of his wine.




  “Yes, Brian I will,” she promised, hoping she could fulfil it. A dark thought struck her; perhaps it was the thought of dungeons and torture that made her think of it. “Brian?”




  “Yes?”




  “If I’m unfaithful to you, will you punish me?”




  Brian’s mouth opened, but no sound came out. He closed it, and spent so long thinking that her mind had the opportunity to play games, showing her visions of agony, of her husband, in executioner’s leather hood, coiling and uncoiling a long, many-tailed whip. At last Brian cut into her reverie. “Of course.” His eyes glittered with mischief and cruelty. “Do you want to know what I’ll do?”




  She shook her head. Not knowing was part of the torment. He wasn’t to take that from her. She stood upright, like a guardsman, her gaze fixed on the wall, while he strolled round her, inspecting. He halted by her side and breathed an instruction into her ear.




  “Stand still.” Carol tried to stop her body trembling as his hand slid up under her skirt and cupped her lace-clad mons. He held it, without moving, for a long moment. When his hand was withdrawn she felt suddenly cold, and stumbled forward. “Stand still,” he whispered again. When she’d recovered, he stepped in front of her and gave the last command: “Kneel.”




  The others were in the lounge, waiting for the coach to take them to a restaurant. Carol would have walked straight past and out of the front door, but Brian was not to be denied this opportunity to show her off. He looked smart in black trousers and the cream dinner jacket he thought suitable for sunny climes, and conversation in the room paused as he was greeted. Carol’s entrance created a stunned silence. She could feel the glow of Brian’s pride as he stood beside her. Johnny, wearing the creased linen jacket that went with the trousers he’d worn in the day, hurried up and smiled nervously.




  “Please understand that I’m very grateful to you for accepting this invitation. It’s not often we get the chance...” He tailed off and stared briefly at Carol’s décolletage as if he’d never seen a woman’s breasts before. “Just be...” He gave his trademark boyish grin. “As my mother always used to say: ‘Remember, you are our ambassadors.’”




  “We’ll try not to upset anyone,” Brian smiled. “Don’t worry: I’ve told Carol she’s to be on her best behaviour.” Johnny’s face was a picture—a moving picture—as he tried to work out what Carol’s best behaviour was likely to be. Brian gripped Carol’s elbow rather too hard and steered her to the door. “’Bye, everyone. Don’t wait up for us.”




  Carol’s blush had time to fade before the car arrived. It was a long, blue Renault, driven by a sulky-faced young woman. The window buzzed open and she turned to look them up and down. Carol felt as if her skin was being peeled off by someone who was disgusted by what was beneath. The searchlight of the girl’s disapproval switched to Brian.




  “Mister...Cunningham?” The surname was spoken as if it was a rude word. Carol reflected that to a Frenchwoman, it probably was. Brian replied.




  “Yes. Good evening, Miss...Mademoiselle?” He sounded nervous, obsequious. It wasn’t like him. Surely he wasn’t going to fawn on the French aristocracy?




  “Arabelle.” Just like that, no surname, like the Queen. You were expected to know. Carol wondered if they were supposed to kiss the young woman’s hand. It wasn’t offered, but they had to get into the car without assistance or acknowledgement. Maybe this surly girl was simply an employee, sent to fetch the English guests, and miffed at the extra task at the end of a long day, when she could have been home with her family—or her lover.




  Brian made a show of opening the rear door for Carol and seeing her settled, before getting in the front with Arabelle, who sat impassively through the whole performance, with her hands on the wheel, staring straight ahead. They were off before he’d fastened his seatbelt. Their taciturn driver neither looked round nor gave a signal before plunging the car into traffic. Behind them, horns blared, but she didn’t even give them the finger. Perhaps this is the difference between French and Italian driving, Carol pondered. The Italians invariably gave you the finger; the French didn’t even give you that.




  Brian finished wrestling with his seatbelt and tried to make conversation, “Nice car.”




  Arabelle grunted and shook her thick, chin-length dark hair. And that was the most they got from her on the all the long journey north. From the wistful glances Brian kept giving her—when he wasn’t focussed in horror on the road ahead—he wished, as Carol did, that he’d sat in the back with her. They could have whispered together and held hands.




  At last they arrived. Arabelle’s driving suddenly became sedate and they slid demurely through a stone gateway without gates and up a short drive to the chateau, coming to a halt on the threadbare gravel at the front.




  Carol opened the car door herself and stood by Brian. If he’d been expecting towers and pinnacles he was going to be disappointed. The chateau was a plain, rectangular building of weathered yellow stone, with creepers growing over the corners. It resembled nothing so much as an over-sized farmhouse. The honey-coloured stone was stained and scarred with age, giving a soft patina. The evening sun cast long shadows across its homely face, picking out bumps and hollows in the surface. It was a family home, unpretentious, comfortable, and above all welcoming. A place like this wouldn’t have dungeons: merely cellars full of dusty bottles and odds and ends discarded over generations.




  The slim girl standing impatiently on the steps wasn’t welcoming. She wore a blue velour dress that clung to her long limbs. It looked a bit dressy for a member of staff drafted in to act as chauffeuse. Maybe she was herself going out, and this errand had delayed her departure. If it hadn’t been for the sour expression on her face she could have graced the pages of a fashion magazine. Her pelvis tilted invitingly, one hand rested languidly on the frame of the green-painted door, the other folded onto her hip. As Brian led Carol to the soft, worn steps, Arabelle grimaced and pushed the door open. Its paint was dull and peeling; it suited the house perfectly.




  Lucien appeared in the doorway and paused, as if for effect. He wore a black tuxedo with a white shirt and dark tie. In the slanting sunlight his skin was bronze, his neck long, his features crisp and handsome. The artfully tousled hair was longer than Carol remembered, curling over his forehead. The excitement Carol had had in her heart ever since the invitation arrived expanded and descended, suffusing her abdomen with a hollow hunger. The taste of Burgundy rose on her tongue, though her lips were dry.




  Lucien nodded at the sulky girl and trotted down the steps to greet them. He shook hands with Brian, a firm, manly, arms-length grip. Carol reflected that the French seem to shake hands a lot more than the English are supposed to. But her he embraced.




  Carol hoped she wouldn’t collapse into his arms as soon as he touched her, but it was Lucien who trembled. He held her tight, his young body angular against hers, his face cool and smooth. He smelled of lavender and wood smoke. Carol felt bulky and untidy, unworthy of this young prince, yet here he was, pressing her slightly too close for slightly too long. He relinquished her, his warm hands lingering on her arms. She swayed, then stood still.




  “Mr. and Mrs. Cunningham: Brian and Carol, if I may...” The speech had obviously been rehearsed. “Welcome to my home. You have already met my fiancée Arabelle...” he paused and turned to gesture up the steps, but the sulky girl had disappeared. Brian met Carol’s eyes. So that was why she was so angry. Lucien blushed at their hostess’s rudeness, then ushered them up the steps, one hand timidly on Carol’s elbow. He can’t keep his hands off me. It was as much as Carol could do not to lean back into his embrace.




  The old dining room was half-panelled with dark timber. Above it rough plaster was dotted with dusty hunting trophies and ancient firearms. Dead things that had been there so long, no one noticed them anymore. Broad windows composed of dozens of tiny panes gave onto a formal garden that became dark as the meal progressed.




  Lucien welcomed them with a Crémant de Bourgogne, the region’s equivalent of Champagne.




  “This comes from a vineyard not far from where you stayed in Auxerre,” he explained. Johnny had been at pains to point out a small vineyard within the city, so they could well believe it. “It is light, but I find refreshing, no?” Brian agreed and Carol nodded politely. The wine was sharp and dry. Besides, Carol’s hunger was for something else.




  She faced Lucien across a long oak table, blackened and smoothed with age and use. At her side, Brian faced the uncommunicative Arabelle. There were no servants. They’d evidently been given the night off. With Lucien’s parents on holiday in Lucerne, the four of them had the house to themselves. Had Carol and Brian been lured into a trap? Whenever their hosts left the table to fetch food and wine, her hand stole into Brian’s. His support gave her the strength to carry on, despite the presence of Lucien a few feet from her. She pondered Arabelle’s role in this. Was she expected to bed Brian? She affected not even to notice him. Poor Brian tried to involve the girl in the talk of wine and food, but she professed to understand little English.




  Arabelle slid plates of salad topped by slices of foie gras onto the table while Lucien poured tiny glasses of intensely flavoured Sauternes. “I brought this back with me from the Gironde,” he explained. “It is a small producer, but let me know what you think.”




  Brian sipped carefully. “Wow, it’s certainly sweet.” Lucien seemed disappointed. Brian sipped more. “It’s very fine... Very complex; a lot of flavours there.”




  “I think so.” Lucien smiled again.




  Carol hadn’t had goose liver other than in a pâté, and found the firm greasiness rather repellent, despite the acidity of the viscous yellow wine. “I think I’d like to try the wine with something sweet, or a strong cheese,” she said.




  “Absolutely.” Lucien grinned, as if she’d said something clever. She sensed he nearly patted her hand, but stopped himself.




  The main course was boeuf bourguignon. It was as good as they’d had at the hotel the previous night—in fact it was so like it that Carol wondered whether they hadn’t both been purchased frozen and microwaved. Served with it was a Vosne-Romanée of such stunning power and perfume that Brian sat and sipped it while his food grew cold. When the bottle was gone, Lucien winked at Carol, then left the table, returning with a dusty bottle of the same wine, together with a corkscrew. He carefully poured it into the empty decanter and topped up all their glasses.




  Arabelle clattered the plates together and stamped out, to return with an open apple tart and a jug of fresh cream. Lucien poured Carol a generous glass of the Sauternes.




  “Tell me what you think,” he urged. Carol’s gaze met his. Not in front of my husband and your fiancée. She tried the wine. It was delicious in this combination, the sweetness of the tart allowing the fresh acidity of the wine to show through.




  “I like it,” she said. “It tastes much different now, and I prefer it like this.”




  “I’ll stick with the Burgundy, if you don’t mind,” Brian murmured, patting the decanter. Then he seemed to withdraw into himself. Perhaps he’d had enough already.




  “Come on!” Lucien whispered to Carol, standing up and capturing the remains of the Sauternes. “Let’s go to find some cheese!” Brian was staring into his glass; Arabelle was gathering the dishes. Carol grinned and slipped out of her seat.




  Lucien led the way through a small door and closed it behind them. Then he pressed Carol up against it and kissed her hard. After the initial surprise, she gave in and kissed him back. It wasn’t difficult. She heard Arabelle’s voice from behind the door. She was haranguing Brian. The only thing Carol could make out, as Lucien led her away up a narrow staircase, was the word “Peemp.”




  Chapter 3




  Chardonnay




  Lucien was like a puppy, not knowing which to do first: take Carol up the stairs, or take Carol on the stairs. The wine bottle was abandoned on a handy windowsill. The staircase was narrow, a spiral of dark wooden steps within a rectangle of plain, white walls, against which Lucien kissed and fondled her. His urgency was so charming that Carol didn’t press him to move faster, contenting herself with growing arousal and excitement. She was confined in each corner of the stairwell in turn, unable to move without pushing him away. Repeatedly trapped like this, it was easy to relinquish control and allow him to deal with her at his own pace. But when they reached a landing, she twisted away and rested against the banister rail to get her breath back.




  Her turned back didn’t perplex her lover for long. He pressed his body against hers and reached round to grasp her breasts. Soon he was rubbing his groin against her buttocks and kissing her nape. When he started to lift her skirt she again called a halt and grasped his hands.




  “Come,” she urged, “take me to bed.” He snatched another kiss then led her swiftly through a planked door into a gloomy corridor and along to a rather grander landing, also unlit. Carol got the impression of wood panelling and an open space to the left, with more white plaster and dark paintings. Lucien pushed open a door and drew her into his bedroom.




  The electric light was bright, illuminating a man’s room: plain painted walls, sombre furniture, and a four-poster bed without a canopy. The posts were of turned russet wood, as ancient as everything else in that house. Carol thought for a moment of Brian, and the use to which he might put such a bed, for her chastisement and delight.




  Here was Lucien, leaving on a bedside lamp and killing the main light before embracing her again. Behind him, a high window let in the dark of the night sky. Carol let his hands rove frantically over her from thigh to shoulder, thrilling wherever they touched, before taking the initiative. She caught his hands again and held them to her breast.




  “Lucien, I want to see you naked.” He made to strip, but still she held him. “No, I’ll do it. You stand still.” If you can. He was quivering. She brought his knuckles to her lips. “Keep still. When it’s your turn...” He took a deep breath and nodded. “Put your hands down by your sides. You don’t want me to tie you up, do you?” Lucien’s face was a picture; or rather several pictures, one after the other: surprise, horror, curiosity.




  Carol immobilised his hands by pushing his jacket off his shoulders, then loosened his tie: silk the colour of a swallow’s wing. It would be a shame to tie knots in it, but it would leave his wrists unmarked. Lucien gasped impatiently as she hung it carefully on the door handle so that she could find it later.




  His shirt was starched and had hidden buttons, but Carol was quite happy to take her time with them. The hunger between her thighs would soon be satisfied, and a little delay would only sharpen it. Lucien’s chest rose and fell rapidly as her fingers worked their way down and proceeded to his trousers, which also were buttoned. Carol made a mental note to get Brian some trousers with button flies. They seemed so much sexier and personal than a zip. As each confining button twisted free, the member behind them stirred. When the heavy material fell away, Carol completed unfastening the shirt before investigating. Lucien began to struggle with his jacket, so she stood quickly and put a finger to her lips.




  “Sh!” Taking hold of the shirt collar, she peeled it slowly down and over his shoulders, binding him more securely. His chest was smooth, broad, and tanned, his nipples a deep red. They were as hard as thorns when she stroked her palms over them. Carol kissed each in turn, drawing the little peak between her teeth and nipping it gently. Then she slid her hands flat down over his belly and knelt. With his arms thoroughly entangled he was helpless.




  Lucien’s penis stood out in his white bikini briefs like muslin-wrapped salami. Every detail showed through the stretched cloth. Carol placed a kiss over the circumcised head then gripped the waistband and lifted it away to release a beautiful straight brown cock, with a fat glans the same dark red as his nipples. She resisted the temptation to open her lips and take him to the back of her throat—time enough for that, later.




  With trousers and briefs round his ankles, Lucien was hobbled as well as bound. He was now utterly hers. Carol pressed herself against his naked body, feeling his penis slide over her belly. He was warm as toast, but shivering. She teased him with a peck on the cheek, before kissing him hard on the mouth, forcing her tongue between his teeth. He opened obediently and she pillaged his mouth while his penis surged against her belly. When the jerking of his hips became urgent she took pity—if that’s the word—and released him.




  “Now it’s your turn,” she said, easing off his jacket, then his shirt, and allowing him to step out of his other things. “Oh, not yet, sorry!” She held up palms to stop him, then pushed him hard in the chest so that he fell backwards onto the bed. He sprawled on his back, surprised and angry, his penis towering magnificently from a patch of dark fur, while she captured his feet and held them up, immobilising him again. She drew them up to her face and took hold of one black sock at a time in her teeth and tugged it off, shaking her head and growling like a puppy.




  The shiny wooden posts of the bed were inviting. It would take so little to pull his feet apart and tie his ankles. Carol consoled herself by nipping his toes in her teeth and letting his legs fall.




  “Now it’s your turn,” she said, turning her back and slipping down the zip at the side of her dress.




  Lucien stripped her without delay or finesse. If she’d not loosened her dress he’d have torn it off her. Quickly her breasts spilled into his eager hands. He was so obsessed with their weight and size that poor Carol had to take off her own pants. She reached out and touched his cock for the first time. It was long and stiff and very warm. Lucien murmured appreciation, but continued nuzzling into her, discovering her nipples, which to Carol felt swollen enough to burst. She held his length in both hands, a little finger curled over the end to enclose it. He took a nipple into his mouth and caressed it with his tongue. Most men suckle too hard, but when the firm suction came, the nipple was so plump and ripe that Carol welcomed the discomfort as it was elongated and crushed against his palate. At the same time he thrust his penis in the loose tunnel of her fingers. Carol was conscious of his increasing pace but the sensations from her nipple were too intense. Lucien paused, took a breath, and switched to the other breast. Moisture began to dry on her nipple as it recovered from its ordeal, while a star of delight exploded from its neglected neighbour as it finally received attention.




  Then, suddenly, Lucien was choking and crying out, pulling away from her, but it was too late. His cock bucked and shook in her grip and fired its load into her fingers. The only point of contact between the lovers was Carol’s hands and Lucien’s spurting penis.




  “Sh, sh. There, there.” Carol knelt quickly and held her hands under his glans to catch the semen still pulsing from it. “It’s so beautiful. Let me see!” He sobbed, but did not pull away. In fascination, they watched the drama come to an end. Carol’s palms were coated with fluid. She would have drunk it all, licking it greedily from her fingers, but suddenly had a better idea. There’d be time to taste him later, anyway. Holding her hands carefully together, as if to avoid spilling a precious drop, she stood and then smeared it onto her breasts. “Help me smooth it into my breasts. It’s good for them.” She stroked them with her palms. “Oh, it feels so good.” Lucien watched for a few seconds, then joined in. Between them, they caressed his cream over her skin until it was completely dry.




  “See?” Carol gave Lucien’s cock a gentle squeeze. It was as stiff and hard as before. “Good as new. Now come to bed.”




  It was just as well that Carol had been lubricating all night, for Lucien plunged straight into her as soon as she lay down. She wrapped him in arms and legs and made him wait while her vagina recovered from the sudden distension. He was firm and filled her completely. When she could hold him no longer, she abandoned herself to passion and they plunged together to orgasm. Afterward, she again held him tight for a few moments before releasing him. They slept.




  Carol woke to find herself in a close embrace.




  “Hello, Lucien,” she teased, “What’s woken you up?” Lucien’s warm stiff penis was pressing urgently against her thigh.




  “Please, Carol, I love you.” Carol wasn’t sure he meant he loved her or whether he simply wished to make love to her. She shrugged; perhaps it was both. Lucien clearly wanted to enter her immediately. Didn’t he understand that a woman wasn’t instantly ready for sex? It took preparation, foreplay, wining and dining, flowers... Well, foreplay, anyway.




  “Lucien, you must kiss and caress me first. Get me in the mood.”




  “Mood? But—”




  “I know; I’d been in the mood all evening; that’s why I was ready for you, before. Now I’m not.” Lucien’s face fell. He was like a disappointed puppy. So sweet. “But I could be.” He perked up. “You just have to handle me correctly.” He grabbed at a breast. “No.” She captured his hand. “You have to be gentle. Don’t you know how?” Carol felt the smile creep across her face. Suddenly she was readier than she’d thought. Readier than she was going to let on. “Do you want me to teach you?”




  He nodded.




  “You have to do everything I tell you.”




  Nod. “In the way that I tell you, not too rough... But not too soft, either.”




  Puzzled nod.




  “And for as long as I tell you.” Her smile reached for her ears. Lucien was nodding.




  “Come on, let’s lie on our sides, and we’ll begin.”




  Lucien obeyed with alacrity and lay patiently, waiting for his first lesson.




  Carol made a game of it. Lucien had to talk to her, to tell her fairy stories, in English or French, it didn’t matter, but with sincerity and love, as if he was confessing undying devotion. While he talked to distract her, he was permitted to touch her, at first only on arms and shoulders. If he thought he’d pleased her, he could try touching her flank, then her hip, and so on.




  It was a powerful feeling, to be in command of an ardent young male and to teach him to make love to her. He was ready to do anything she asked, happy to indulge her every whim, knowing that in the end, if he pleased her, he’d get his reward. If he pleased her. Carol knew the things he learned that night, in this ancient, four-poster bed, would stay with him all his life. Every woman he loved would benefit from this training. A young, handsome man like Lucien was assured of a full and satisfying love life; there would be many women, or perhaps one woman, many times. In a sense, every time he made love he’d be making love to Carol. The thought of it was so arousing that she allowed him to advance his thumb into the shallow valley on the inside of her hipbone.




  When he went too far, or too quickly, or too roughly, Carol would withdraw a little. Soon she was playing on him with tiny movements, tensions and relaxations, in the way he thought he was playing on her. Every part of her was an analogue for somewhere else. She made him stroke carefully around her ear for several minutes before letting him progress to its whorls and thence to the lobe. It would take him as long to reach her nipple from her armpit, but when he got there he would know precisely what to do.




  “Try not to rub yourself against me,” she warned. “I need to know you’re interested, but that feels as if you’re using me as a sex toy.”




  “Pardon, Madame,” he said, inching away so that only his tip touched her. He’d abandoned English for his native tongue, but it sounded so exotic and sensual that Carol didn’t mind. She gathered that he was telling her of a girl, imprisoned in a tall, stiff tower, who had to let down her hair in order to be rescued. Carol wondered how the girl would respond to her rescuer, and how long she could delay before she permitted Lucien to rescue her.




  Lucien had a lot to learn. He’d obviously touched a girl between the legs before, but clearly more for his own satisfaction than for hers. Under Carol’s tutelage he learned the necessary delicacy and lightness of touch. He learned to steal moisture from where she had plenty, to anoint her hood, and to treat her clitoris like the delicate, super-sensitive little penis that it was.




  When he slipped finger and thumb on either side of its tiny stalk, Carol lost control. The teasing, feather-light touch she’d insisted on brought her to the edge. Lucien gasped, the fairy story frozen on his lips, as her hands clamped his firmly against her vulva and her legs locked tight on top. Now it was Carol making the noise, a humming, sobbing groan, rising to a crescendo then cutting off suddenly. Lucien’s controlled progress had sensitised her whole body, so that the orgasm, when it came, was complete.




  Carol may have blacked out; she didn’t know, but when she opened her eyes, Lucien was staring at her in bewilderment. He looked so comical that she laughed out loud. Not understanding, he tried to pull away, but she held him tight.




  “Lucien, Lucien that was wonderful. Didn’t you feel it?” Lucien looked puzzled, then gave a huge grin. He realised that the spasms, only now dying down, were the result of the careful work he’d put in. “Was it worth it?” she asked. He nodded, and grinned wider.




  “Gently, now,” Carol carefully opened her thighs and drew his hand to her lips. She kissed, and then sucked, each finger. The post-orgasm ultra-sensitivity faded. She wanted to be filled. Carol spread her legs slowly, nudging him. “Now come inside.”




  Some of Lucien’s training remained with him, for he gently parted her labia and brought his penis to her portal.




  “Softly, now, a little at a time. Peu à peu.” Carol coaxed. Advancing by tiny steps, then retreating nearly as much, Lucien slowly entered her, gradually distending her sheath. He was clearly feeling, and enjoying, the tremors of excitement running along the walls of her vagina. When he was fully inside, he paused for a long time before starting a steady retreat.




  If Lucien’s love-making then had any faults, Carol decided, it was that he might be a tad too slow, relishing the caress of her interior, and filling and re-filling it with a measured cadence. Whatever, it was a good fault. At last, when her excitement had caught up with his and was in danger of overtaking it, he gave in to the demands of the little brain at the end of his penis and thrust wildly and quickly until they both came. At the end, he surged ahead, but the pulsing of his cock as it drenched her interior brought her to climax.




  “Thank you, Lucien,” she said, when she’d her breath back. “You’re very good.”




  “Thank you, Carol. You are a very good teacher. My school mistress,” he said proudly. They cuddled and slept again.




  * * * *




  Late in the night, Carol leant her elbows on the sill of the window and watched the glow of dawn driving the stars from the sky, while Lucien took her from behind. One hand generously pressed against her mons while the other whispered touches to her gently swinging breasts. Afterward they snuggled together under the duvet to recover from the chill.




  Carol woke to find the duvet had slipped to her waist but her breasts were nevertheless warm. Sunlight through the window heated them and illuminated their fine hairs so that they glowed like gold. Lucien was kneeling in the shadow beside her, simply watching their rise and fall as she breathed. When he saw she had woken, he spoke.




  “You are very beautiful, my Carol, and I love you. I want to spend my life making love to you. I love your breasts and I love your body. I love your vagina, your petite chatte.”




  “Chatte?” Carol wrinkled her nose. “You mean, like a cat?”




  “Yes,” he admitted, not understanding her amusement.




  “We call it ‘pussy’,” she explained. “A little cat.”




  “I love your little cat, your pussy. Pussy, it is a pretty word.” He took a breath. Carol, guessing what was to come next, tried to keep a straight face. “Carol I would like to, if you don’t mind... I would like to look at your pretty pussy.”
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