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Jacques Morel never sought fame. He simply loved the land.

His vineyard in Périgord lay nestled among ancient oaks and quiet woodlands, where in autumn the air grew heavy and dark—like molasses, like a well-aged Burgundy. It was there, along the perimeter of his estate, that Jacques once planted black truffle mycelium. Not for profit—though he wouldn’t have objected. It was curiosity. That particular, peasant curiosity born not in universities, but in the long silences between the vines.

Years passed. The truffles took root. The vines did as well.

And then came the competition in Bordeaux.

The tables were draped in white linen; the glasses stood in rows like small, transparent temples. Monsieur Henri Dubois—a taster with twenty years of experience, a man whose nose was rumored to be insured in London—lifted another sample to his lips, took a sip, and froze.

Something was wrong.

Or rather—something was too much.

He took another sip. Closed his eyes. Opened them again. His gaze moved across the room as though searching for whoever had set this riddle before him.

Earthiness—yes. Tannins—naturally. But beneath it all lurked something... animal. Sylvan. Something that did not belong to any known tasting vocabulary.

After the ceremony, he found the winemaker.

“Forgive me,” he said, lowering his voice like a man uncertain of his own sanity, “but there’s a note in your wine... I can’t quite name it. Something earthy, yet alive. Almost... pheromonal.”

Jacques Morel looked at him for a long moment. Then he smiled.

“You are the first to sense it,” he said.

Henri Dubois straightened. In that phrase—short, almost casual—something clicked inside him, like the latch of an expensive briefcase.

The first.

He carried the word home as carefully as a crystal glass.

Then came the second.

The following year, at an exhibition in Lyon, Pierre Cavalier approached Jacques. A wine merchant from Montpellier, he was a dry, taciturn man. He spoke even more cautiously than Dubois, choosing his words with the care of someone handling a state secret.

“In your wine,” he said, leaning slightly closer, “there is a certain... sovereign nuance. I hesitated to speak of it aloud.”

Jacques smiled—almost habitually now.

“There are few of you,” he said. “But you exist.”

Cavalier immediately wished to meet the others.

Thus, the Velvet Order was born.

At first, it was simple: a handful of letters, a meeting in a private cellar, a conversation behind closed shutters. Then came statutes. Then membership cards of embossed ivory paper. Then an annual dinner where no one made a toast out loud; they simply raised their glasses and regarded one another with a look of quiet, unspoken superiority.

They chose a modest name. They engaged in charity—supporting young winemakers, funding the restoration of old cellars, hosting private lectures. They helped one another: a letter of recommendation from a member opened doors that would otherwise remain closed for years.

But that was not
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