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PROLOGUE
Paris
1959

      The authorisation was for two million dollars. It was the last letter of the day.

      He read through the paragraphs carefully, checking each line and taking his time. Across the desk from him, his senior secretary
         waited patiently, nothing in her manner betraying the fact that she was newly engaged, very much in love and very anxious
         to go home. He glanced up at her and smiled. Outside the plate glass windows the sun still shone, and from the street below,
         insulated and muffled by the glass, came the hum of the Paris traffic. It was six o’clock.
      

      Paris in the summer; the Seine on a warm evening. He had known once, he thought, how the end of the day felt, when the evening
         was full of promise. Not now. He bent his head to the papers once more, picked up his platinum pen, and signed. Edouard de Chavigny.
      

      He slid the white paper across the black desk, and then, taking pity on her, said: ‘You may go now.’

      Her head lifted at once; she looked startled. Then the colour rushed into her cheeks, and her eyes lit.

      ‘It’s only six o’clock.’

      ‘I know that. I suggest you go now. Before one of the telephones rings.’ His voice became dry. ‘Before I change my mind.’

      ‘Thank you.’

      She needed no more prompting. As she gathered the papers, Edouard rose. He moved across the room and stood with his back to
         her, looking out of the windows. The commercial sector of Paris. Below him, in the street, the traffic was heavy; he saw it move forward, stop, move forward again. He rested his forehead
         for a moment against the glass. Across the street, a long way below, the wind caught the leaves of a plane-tree; they were
         the dull heavy green of midsummer, but just for a second, as the air lifted them, and the light caught them, they danced.
      

      ‘I’m leaving soon, in any case.’

      She had reached the door, but when he spoke she stopped. He could feel the curiosity in her gaze, a curiosity that was understandable
         since he rarely left the de Chavigny building before eight.
      

      ‘So early?’

      She could not keep the surprise out of her voice, and Edouard turned back with a lazy smile.

      ‘Why not?’ he said. ‘It’s a fine evening.’

      He knew then, even as he spoke, even as he smiled, that the need was coming back, as strongly and as abruptly as it always
         did, just as if the past three weeks of uneasy celibacy had never happened.
      

      The door closed, and with a sense of despair he turned back to the window and this time pressed his forehead hard against
         the glass. The need possessed him; it infiltrated, blackly, into every corner of his mind, clouding his vision, smothering
         any ability to think. The need, and the despair in the need; they came always together. He turned angrily away from the glass.
      

      He wanted a woman. Women, for a time, always made him forget.

      There were other palliatives, he had learned that. Music. Speed, for he liked to drive fast. Alcohol, sometimes. Work, often.
         But none of them was as swift and none of them was as certain as sex; sex freed him for a while – until the next time the
         pain came back.
      

      He despised the need, and he had come to hate the remedy, and so – as he always did – he tried to fight it. Leaving his offices,
         dismissing his driver, he took his own car, the black Aston Martin Grégoire had so loved. It was powerful, and fast; he edged
         it through the crowded streets holding the great engine in check, and then made his way out of the city, where he could accelerate.
         He switched on the radio and turned up the volume. Music and speed; the combination sometimes worked.
      

      He felt as if the Beethoven fuelled the car, as if he travelled on sound – and, for a time, he grew calmer. He knew why this
         had happened, knew precisely what had provoked the need now. Memories, of course – which he could never keep entirely at bay,
         no matter how hard he contrived to fill every second of every day. Memories which came at him when he least expected them,
         out of the calm of a summer evening, out of the expectation seen in a woman’s face: images of his past, the recollection of
         happiness which could never be recaptured.
      

      The music began a small angry crescendo, then tumbled away. He thought, resigning himself: Very well; a woman, then. And at the next intersection he turned off.
      

      The Right Bank, past expensive houses and expensive shops. He passed the showrooms of the de Chavigny jewellery division,
         the celebrated windows. From the corner of his eye, he glimpsed black velvet and the bright ice of diamonds. He, so notorious
         for his gifts to women, had never given diamonds. Sapphires, rubies, emeralds – yes; but never diamonds. He had never even
         been tempted; something made him hold them back.
      

      ‘A perfect stone, Edouard.’ His father’s voice. Holding the diamond to the light. ‘Do you see? Perfect coloration. Without
         flaws.’
      

      He spun the wheel, heading towards the Pont-Neuf. He was not seeking perfection now, he told himself. Nor absolutes. Life
         was without absolutes, and without certainties. Except, of course, death – and he glanced down at the Seine, which sparkled.
      

      The Left Bank. He took the Quai des Augustins, then swung right into the Boulevard St-Michel. There he slowed, and began to
         look for a woman.
      

      The streets were crowded. People milled and pushed outside the shops, the Métro, the corner tabac. The evening air was still and balmy. From the cafés, as he passed, came the sound of the breathy love-song he had heard
         played everywhere, all summer.
      

      He could feel the impulsion mounting now, and the despair gathering force, and he slowed the car, letting it cruise past the
         cafés. A great many tourists, and – in this quarter – students. He caught the sound of their voices in the hot still air:
         English, American, Italian, Swedish. He saw heads turn as he passed; saw women’s faces. They glanced at the powerful car,
         they glanced at the driver, then leaned forward again over their little cups of café noir, fumbling for a Gauloise, glancing back more lingeringly, giggling.
      
No one I know, or need know, he thought; a stranger, a foreigner, a woman here in Paris today and elsewhere tomorrow. Two girls caught his eye as he
         slowed at an intersection. They were sitting out on the terrasse. One – a redhead; as he glanced in her direction, he saw her throw back her head and laugh. A beautiful, slender neck; full
         breasts; the milk-white skin of redheads. Her companion could have been French: a Juliet Greco lookalike, of whom there were
         many. Wearing black, of course, with long mournful black hair, a dead white face, eyes ringed with heavy black liner. She
         looked nervous, not quite at ease in her coffee-bar existentialist uniform; she fiddled with her coffee spoon.
      

      He hesitated for a second, then touched the accelerator. He always avoided women with red hair, because they reminded him
         of a part of his past he preferred to forget, and the girl’s boldness alienated him. The other looked like the kind of woman
         who went through life getting hurt; if that was her fate, he did not want to contribute to it.
      

      He turned down a narrow side-street, past the dark walls and jutting gargoyles of the Eglise St-Sévérin. Past a Moroccan restaurant,
         and the scents of cumin and meat roasting on an open grill; past huge jagged graffiti: Algérie française. He averted his eyes from the words, and turned the wheel abruptly.
      

      Two more streets, narrow, winding: a tramp, out cold, lying across the vents of the Métro; two lovers, arm in arm, laughing
         together as they came out of a cinema. A tight bend, and then right, into the rue St-Julien le Pauvre.
      

      Ahead of him, on the left-hand side, there was a small park, and beyond it the tiny church of St-Julien, one of the most ancient
         in Paris. In the park, children were playing; he caught for an instant the sound of their voices above the murmur of the traffic
         on the quai beyond. He caught a flash of colour from their clothes: navy, white, scarlet – French children’s colours; liberation colours.
         And then he saw the woman.
      

      Afterwards – eight, ten, twelve years later – that moment would come back to him with absolute precision. Just as it was then:
         the cries of the children; the sound of the cars; the rustle of the gravel as the children ran; the sensation of colour in
         the corner of the eye; the mounting urgency and simultaneous despair in his own body; and then – the woman. The girl.
      

      When he saw her there was suddenly nothing but her. All sound was silenced; space narrowed to the space she occupied. He saw only the woman, bright space, and her face, lifted.
      

      She was standing outside the small church, and looking up at it, her face raised and outlined against the light, her back
         to the road. She had hair of an extraordinary pale gold, reaching just to her shoulders, the ends cropped bluntly, as if she
         had taken the scissors to it herself. As he looked, the breeze lifted the hair away from her face, creating a halo of light
         around her profile.
      

      She turned then, for an instant, with a half-frown, as if she had felt his gaze, or someone had called to her. But he had
         not called; he had not moved; the powerful car stood stationary, twenty feet away. She drew her brows together, looking down
         the road in the direction of the quai, and he was close enough to see that her brows were dark, and straight above wide-spaced grey-blue eyes of exceptional beauty.
      

      She did not appear to see him, and she turned back again to inspect the church. Edouard stared at her. His pulse had slowed;
         the insistent hammering of the senses had stopped; he was conscious, dimly, of a dream-like sense of power, a hallucinatory
         clarity, as if he moved towards her while he remained still.
      

      She was perhaps nineteen, maybe a little older. Tall. Very slender. Wearing the international uniform of the young: blue Levi
         jeans; flat canvas shoes; the plainest white T-shirt, which clung to the contours of her high rounded breasts. There were
         a thousand other girls in St-Germain wearing clothes almost exactly similar. There had been dozens in the cafés he had just
         passed. But this girl resembled none of them. He looked at her and saw physical perfection; beauty as undeniable, as assertive,
         as perfection in any other form: he saw it in the girl as he would have seen it in the heart of a diamond. So he hesitated
         only a fraction, and then – as he had known he would – eased the car forward, pulled into the kerb, and stopped. He had meant
         to get out of the car to approach her, but she forestalled him. As he reached for the door-handle, she turned and looked at
         him: a long, straight, quantifying look, without flirtatiousness, without coyness. She looked at him as if she were memorising
         his face for an identity parade, and Edouard looked back at her. Then, before he could move, she walked over to the car.
      

      She stood there, at the end of the long black bonnet, and looked at him gravely, still with that slight frown knitting her
         brows, almost as if she half-recognised him, and were trying to place him in her memory. Her stance was calm and graceful, and he could see the quality in her face now, as well as the beauty: the intelligence
         in her eyes, the character in the set of her lips. Her face silenced him; the need and the despair left him, leaving his mind
         washed clear and extraordinarily calm.
      

      He looked at her, and felt a shock of recognition: a woman who was at once familiar to him; a woman he had never seen before.
         Her eyes met his levelly, and then, quite suddenly, she smiled. There was a certain mockery in the smile, a teasing quality,
         as if she had just decided to make something easy for him.
      

      ‘I’m sorry. I thought I recognised you.’

      She spoke in French, the accent correct, but not quite perfect. English, he thought, or American.

      ‘I thought the same.’

      ‘Then, we’re both mistaken.’

      ‘Or both right.’

      He smiled at her then, and then stopped smiling abruptly because he realised he must do something and say something quickly
         – and he had no idea in the world what it might be. His mind was locked into a cadence of such calm that it was very difficult
         to think of words at all. Especially words that could so easily be misinterpreted; he was suddenly appalled by the possibility
         that she might misunderstand.
      

      To give himself time, as much as anything else, he opened his door, got out of the car, and walked round to stand at her side.
         As he did so, he felt a certain amusement. He knew his own reputation; he knew people spoke of his charm, and claimed that
         he turned it on and off at will. He knew he was judged cold and unresponsive, and that people who did not know how much it
         cost him spoke enviously of his self-possession.
      

      He felt no self-possession now, and he certainly did not feel cold or unresponsive; he felt disarmed – a man of thirty-four,
         and at the same time a vulnerable boy.
      

      She was tall for a woman, but he was taller still. She lifted her face, and looked up into his eyes. There was a silence,
         which seemed to him to go on for several hours, or possibly several lifetimes. Then he said – something had to be said – ‘I
         think you ought to have dinner with me’. He supposed he said it with charm, he certainly tried to, but to say anything at
         all seemed so absurd that he instantly wished he had said nothing. He felt a moment’s dissociation, in which he saw them both with a third person’s eyes: a tall dark-haired man in a beautifully cut, very formal black suit which resembled
         in every respect all the other suits he wore, and a slender fair-haired young woman. It was instantly obvious to him that
         she would refuse. Probably indignantly.
      

      ‘Ought?’ She frowned very slightly again, and then her face cleared. ‘I think so, too,’ she said firmly and, without waiting
         for him to open the door of the car, opened it herself and climbed in.
      

      Edouard returned to the driver’s seat. He started the engine. He released the brake, let in the clutch, engaged the gears
         – he supposed he did all these things, though he was not conscious of any of them. The car moved forward. As they passed the
         arched doorway of St-Julien, she glanced at him.
      

      ‘It’s such a beautiful church. And it was locked. Can one ever go in?’

      She spoke as if she had known him all her life; Edouard instantly felt the wildest elation.

      ‘You can. I shall take you,’ he answered, accelerating.

      It was then, he thought later – then that the obsession began. He was wrong, of course, and he came to realise that eventually.
      

      It had begun before, long before – many years before he met her. A great gap of time, and all of it speeding forward to one
         place: that street, that church, that woman, and that still summer evening.
      

      Pure chance. Sometimes he found that fact calming; at other times he found it frightening.




      
Part One




      
      
      EDOUARD
London
1940

      
      The house in Eaton Square was in the centre of Thomas Cubitt’s celebrated terrace, built on the south side, and more elaborate
         in design than its neighbours. Tall Corinthian pilasters framed the windows of the first-floor drawing-room, and a graceful
         balcony ran the width of the building.
      

      
      Edouard liked the balcony; it was an excellent position from which to snipe at the heads of the Nazis at present occupying
         the air-raid wardens’ sheds in the Square gardens. However, the balcony was now out of bounds. It had been damaged, his mother
         decreed, in the last raid. He looked at it scornfully. It did not look damaged to him.
      

      
      Eaton Square was the jewel of the Duke of Westminster’s London estates, and Hugh Westminster was an old friend of his mother.
         The instant he had heard that she was leaving Paris, he had put this house at her disposal. For this, Edouard was grateful.
         He would have preferred, naturally, to stay in France, with Papa at St-Cloud, at the château on the Loire, or at the summer
         house at Deauville. But since that was impossible, and England it had to be, then it was better to be right in the middle
         of London. Here, he had a truly excellent view of the war. The daily fighter attacks of the late summer had given way now
         to night bombing raids, but in August there had been a spectacular dog-fight between a Spitfire and a Messerschmitt Me 110,
         of which he had had, from the balcony, a grandstand view.
      

      
      He had feared, when Papa had announced that they must leave, that his mother would bury them deep in the country somewhere,
         for safety’s sake. But, luckily, she seemed not to have considered that possibility. His brother, Jean-Paul, had to be in London,
         of course, because he had a very important job. He was on General de Gaulle’s personal staff, organising the activities of
         the Free French Army which would, one day soon, with a little assistance from the Allies, liberate France. His mother had
         always bowed to the needs and demands of her elder son – Edouard wished the same were true of his own demands – and, besides,
         she loved London. Sometimes, Edouard thought, as she swept in in her beautiful furs and jewels, as she left for another party,
         sometimes he thought his mother was enjoying the war almost as much as he was.
      

      
      He leaned against the tall windows now, and breathed against the glass. The square panes were criss-crossed with sticky tape
         to safeguard against bomb blast. In one of the misted triangles, he wrote his name, idly. Edouard Alexandre Julien de Chavigny. It was such a long name – in the end it took two triangles. He paused, then added: Age – Quatorze ans.
      

      
      He frowned, and looked out across the square. On the far side he could see the house that had received a direct hit a few
         nights ago. Its remains gaped blackly: tilting side walls and a pile of burned timbers and rubble. His valet said no one had
         been killed, that the house had been empty, but Edouard suspected he had been instructed to say that. He himself was not so
         sure. He wished he were not fourteen. He wished he were ten years older, like Jean-Paul. Or eighteen. Eighteen would be enough.
         You could join up then. You could do something useful. You could fight the Boches. Not sit around at home like a stupid girl,
         and do lessons, lessons, lessons.
      

      
      One of the air-raid wardens came into view, and Edouard aimed at his tin helmet, squinting down the length of his arm. Pe-ow!
         Got him in one!
      

      
      He felt a moment’s satisfaction, then a quick annoyance. With an angry gesture, he turned away from the window. He was too
         old for such games, he knew that really. He was fourteen, almost fifteen. His voice had broken, or had started to break. There
         was soft down on his cheeks now; quite soon he was going to need a razor. There were other signs, too: his body stirred, and
         hardened, when he looked at some of the maids. He had dreams at night, long glorious frenetic dreams, which left his sheets
         damp in the morning – sheets that his valet, not the maids, removed with a knowing smile. Oh, yes, his body was altering; he wasn’t a child any more; he was almost – almost – a man.
      

      
      Edouard de Chavigny had been born in 1925, when his mother, Louise, was thirty. Several miscarriages had punctuated the years
         between the birth of Jean-Paul and this son, her second and last child. During her final pregnancy Louise had been very ill,
         nearly losing the baby on several occasions. After the birth, a hysterectomy was performed, and slowly – first at the Château
         de Chavigny in the Loire, and then at her parents’ home in Newport – she recovered. To those who knew her only slightly, who
         encountered her only at parties, or balls, or receptions, Louise then seemed exactly as she had always been. A celebrated
         beauty, famed for her elegance and exquisite taste; the only daughter of a steel baron, one of the richest men in America;
         brought up like a princess, her every whim catered for by an adoring father, Louise was – had always been – lovely, demanding,
         and irresistible. Irresistible even to Xavier, baron de Chavigny – and he had long been regarded as one of the most elusive
         bachelors in Europe.
      

      
      When he first went to America in 1912, to open the Fifth Avenue showrooms of the de Chavigny jewellery empire, Xavier became
         instantly the toast of the East Coast. Society matrons vied for his attendance at their parties. They paraded their daughters
         before the handsome young man without subtlety or shame, and Xavier de Chavigny was charming, and attentive, and infuriatingly
         noncommittal.
      

      
      To East Coast mothers he embodied the advantages of Europe: he was electrifyingly handsome, highly intelligent; he had perfect
         manners, a fortune, and an ancient title.
      

      
      To East Coast fathers, he had the additional advantage of a superb business head. This was no idle French aristocrat, content
         to let his fortune dwindle away while he had a good time. Like most Frenchmen of his class, he understood the importance of
         land; he held on to, and built up, his already vast estates in France. Unlike most Frenchmen of his class, he had a thoroughly
         American taste for commerce. He built up the de Chavigny jewellery empire, founded by his grandfather in the nineteenth century,
         into the largest and most renowned enterprise of its kind, rivalled internationally only by Cartier. He enlarged, and improved,
         his vineyards in the Loire. He extended his investments into banking, steel production, and the diamond mines in South Africa
         which provided the raw materials for the de Chavigny jewellery – jewellery that had bedecked the crowned heads of Europe, and now bedecked the uncrowned heads of rich
         and discerning Americans.
      

      
      Oh, yes, the East Coast fathers remarked in their clubs, de Chavigny was smart; he had American virtues as well as European
         ones; sure, he called his racehorse trainer every morning, but he called his stockbrokers first.
      

      
      Xavier met Louise in London, when she was nineteen and he twenty-nine and she was being introduced to English society. It
         was late in 1914. Xavier had been wounded in the early months of the war, and – to his fury and disgust – invalided out of
         the Army. They met at one of the last great coming-out balls of the war years: she was wearing a Worth dress of the palest
         pink silk; he wearing the uniform of a French officer. His leg wound had healed sufficiently to permit him to dance with her
         three times; he sat out three more dances with her. Next morning he presented himself to her father in their suite at Claridges
         with a proposal of marriage. It was accepted a decorous three weeks later.
      

      
      They were married in London, spent their honeymoon on the Sutherland estates in Scotland, and returned to Paris with their
         two-year-old son, Jean-Paul, at the end of the war. In Europe, Louise quickly became as celebrated for her charm, her taste
         and her beauty as she had been in America. Their hospitality, their generosity and their style became a byword on two continents.
         And the baron de Chavigny proved to have one quality no one had expected in a Frenchman: he was a devoted, and entirely faithful,
         husband.
      

      
      So, seven years later, when Louise de Chavigny recovered from the difficult birth of her second son, and began to appear in
         society once more – those who did not know her well assumed the charmed life continued. There had been a sad episode, a difficult
         period, but it was over. When, in 1927, the baronne de Chavigny celebrated her return to Paris from Newport by purchasing
         Coco Chanel’s entire spring collection, her female acquaintances smiled: Plus ça change, plus c’est le même chose …
      

      
      Those who knew her better – her ageing parents, her husband, Jean-Paul and the little boy whom she never nursed and infrequently
         saw – found another Louise. They found a woman whose capriciousness increased year by year, a woman given to swift and sometimes
         violent changes of mood, to sudden elation, and to equally sudden depression. This was not discussed. A series of physicians was hired and fired. The baron de Chavigny did everything in his
         power to please her. He gave her new jewels: a set of perfectly matched sapphires; a magnificent necklace of rubies made by
         de Chavigny for the last tsarina which had found its way back to the baron in the wake of the Revolution. Louise said the
         rubies made her think of blood; they made her think of a cellar in Ekaterinburg. She refused flatly to wear them. The baron
         bought her furs – sables of such quality that each pelt could be drawn through the circumference of a wedding ring. He bought
         her race horses: a superb Irish hunter, for she liked to ride to hounds. He bought her cars: a Delage, a Hispano-Suiza, a
         Rolls-Royce Silver Ghost, a sports car built to order in Bugatti’s factory. And when these bagatelles failed to please her he took her travelling. To England; to the West Coast of America, where they were guests at Pickfair,
         and her spirits revived, briefly. To India, where they stayed in the Viceroy’s palace, and shot tiger with the Maharaja of
         Jaipur. To Italy, where they had an audience with the Pope. Back to England. Back to France.
      

      
      Each night he would escort her to the door of her bedroom.

      
      ‘Ça va mieux, ma chérie?’
      

      
      ‘Pas mal. Mais je m’ennuie, Xavi, je m’ennuie …’
      

      
      Then she would turn away from his kiss, and close the door.

      
      In 1930, when his wife was thirty-four, and the baron was forty-five, he finally took the advice his male friends had been
         giving him for some years, and took a mistress. He made sure Louise found out and, to his delight, her interest in their marriage
         revived. Physical jealousy revived her. It also excited her, he observed with a sinking heart, when, in bed together once
         more, she questioned him feverishly, obsessively, about his affaire.
      

      
      ‘Did she do this, Xavi? Or this?’

      
      She leaned back on the lace pillows, her thick black hair tumbling around her perfect face, her dark eyes glittering, her
         full lips rouged. The baron had torn the lace of her négligée in his impatience, and that had pleased her. She had high, rounded,
         childish breasts, which he had always loved, and her slender creamy body was still as lithe as a young girls. She lifted her
         breasts in her hands now, and offered them up to his seeking mouth.
      

      
      ‘Calme-toi, reste tranquille, je t’aime, tu sais, je t’adore …’
      

      
      He took the small pointed nipples between his lips, and kissed them gently. He would be slow, this time, he promised himself. Very slow; he could hold back, and he would, bringing her to
         climax once, twice, three times before he came himself – and she would tremble, and cling to him, the way she used to. The
         memory made him hard, and she felt his body stir against her belly. She pushed him, feverishly, quickly, lifting his head.
      

      
      ‘Not like that. I don’t want that.’

      
      She spoke in English now when they made love; before it had always been in French.

      
      ‘Put it in my mouth, Xavi. Go on. I know you like it. Put it there. Let me suck you …’

      
      She pulled him up in the bed, manoeuvred him, so his stiff shaft was poised above her lips. She smiled at him, touched the
         tip of him once, twice, with a little snake-like flick of the tongue.
      

      
      ‘Your cock tastes of me. It tastes salty. I like that …’

      
      Her eyes shone up at him darkly. She opened the full red lips, and he shuddered as he felt the warmth of her mouth, the steady
         sucking. He shut his eyes. She was good at this, she always had been. She knew how to tease, to draw her tongue softly around
         the line of his retracted foreskin; she knew how to quicken his response, sucking him just hard enough, so he thrust against
         the roof of her mouth, sucking him sweetly, moistly, rhythmically. Now she drew her hands slowly down over his buttocks, slipped
         them between his legs, massaged him there where the skin was loose and damp from their lovemaking. She cupped his balls in
         her delicate hands and tilted her head back, so he felt as if he were driving at the back of her throat. He felt the surge
         begin, start to build.
      

      
      Then suddenly she stopped sucking. She let the full penis slip from between her lips and looked up at him.

      
      ‘Did she do this for you, Xavi? Did she? Can she suck you like I can? Tell me, Xavi – say it into my ear while you do it –
         I want to know. What else did you do with her, Xavi? Did you just fuck her, or more than that? Does she like it up the arse?
         Xavi, tell me, tell me …’
      

      
      Her coarseness both repelled and excited him. He felt his erection start to fade as he looked down into those dark eyes, that
         rapacious mouth. He shut his eyes, and pushed her back on the pillows. Then he shifted position, parted her legs, thrust up
         inside her desperately. She arched her back, and cried out. Xavier began to thrust: deep, then shallow, deep once more. The
         hardness was coming back into his penis. He drove it into her, pulled out, then thrust again. To his own surprise, the image of his mistress came into his mind.
         He saw her plump accommodating body, her large breasts with their dark nipples, heard her panting breath. That image brought
         him to climax. He groaned, and spilled himself into his wife’s still body, hating himself, hating her.
      

      
      When he withdrew, she pulled her nails sharply down his back.

      
      ‘You bastard. You were thinking of her then, weren’t you?’

      
      Xavier looked down at her.

      
      ‘I thought that was what you wanted,’ he said coldly. Then he left her, and went to sleep in his own room.

      
      In the years after that he made love to his wife on occasion, and to a succession of other women with greater frequency, and
         with growing desperation. With a sense of despair he realised that, more and more, he was drawn to young women, women who
         resembled his wife as she had looked when he first saw her, and first fell in love with her. Sometimes, when the resemblance
         was too slight, and he had difficulty maintaining his erection, he would close his eyes and conjure up the image of his wife
         when she was young. Her rose-scented flesh; her mixture of shyness and ardour; the certainty of her love for him. This image
         never failed him. It brought him to orgasm even in the arms of a Les Halles whore.
      

      
      In private he drew back into himself, cutting himself off deliberately from his oldest male friends, immersing himself, when
         the women were insufficiently diverting, in the complexities of his business and his estates. In public, he and his beautiful
         wife remained as they had always been: devoted, extravagant, generous, everywhere seen, everywhere envied, everywhere admired.
         If tongues wagged occasionally – even the most perfect marriage needed certain divertissements eventually, and both the baron and the baronne were so commendably discreet – he ignored them. His wife had taught him one
         thing at least, he told himself. She had taught him the true meaning of ennui, shown him what it meant to live out your days in a prison of greyness. It was one of the few gifts he wished had never been
         bestowed on him.
      

      
      He foresaw the coming war quite clearly, several years before most of his friends and business acquaintances. In 1933, when
         Adolf Hitler became Reich Chancellor, he warned his friends that it would mean war, and they laughed at him. He sold his interests
         in the German steel industry in 1936 at a profit, and bought into the British and American industries instead. After the occupation of the
         Rhineland the same year, he transferred all his holdings, and a substantial part of his capital, from France to Switzerland
         and New York. Ownership of the de Chavigny company was transferred from his private hands to those of a holding company registered
         in Lucerne, in which he held ninety per cent of the shares, and his son Jean-Paul ten. His personal collection of jewels,
         his paintings, his silver, the most valuable and least replaceable of the furniture from three houses in France were packed
         up and sent likewise to Switzerland, where they were stored. In 1937 he began planning the arrangements necessary for his
         family to leave France, should the invasion he feared take place. By the time of the annexation of Czechoslovakia and Austria
         in 1938, these plans were complete. Their efficiency was proven eighteen months later. Louise and her two sons left France
         in May 1940, shortly before British troops were evacuated from Dunkirk. By 14 June the same year, when the Germans reached
         Paris, the de Chavigny showrooms were still open, but Xavier de Chavigny had apparently stripped himself of almost all assets.
      

      
      When called upon to do so, he made himself and his showrooms accessible to the officers of the German High Command, and through
         this polite compliance often provided information of considerable assistance to his fellow members of the Sixth Cadre, Paris
         Resistance. He gave up women, and tried not to think of his wife.
      

      
      To his surprise he discovered that he missed neither Louise nor his mistresses, and that the ennui which had dogged him for so long had gone. He had a purpose in life again, a raison d’être, all the more intense because he knew his life was in constant danger. He was not fearful for himself, but he was fearful
         – still – for Louise and for his children. He would have felt safer, much safer, if they had agreed to his original plans,
         and gone to America. England, he knew, as he watched the progress of war, was not far enough.
      

      
      The reason for this was simple: his wife Louise was half-Jewish. Her mother Frances had been born a Schiff, and had grown
         up within the confines of German-Jewish New York society, in which the distinction of being, originally, from Frankfurt –
         like the Rothschilds and the Warburgs – counted for a great deal. Frances grew up within the charmed circle of the ‘One Hundred’,
         and she numbered among her uncles, aunts and innumerable cousins, a formidable roster of Warburgs, Loebs, Lehmans and Seligmans. She was expected to make a dynastic marriage; and when, at the age of nineteen, she
         eloped with John McAllister, her family cut her off, and the reverberations of shock from that mixed marriage continued for
         decades.
      

      
      Frances turned her back on her childhood, on that world of Fifth Avenue mansions, and worship at the Temple Emanu-El. John
         McAllister was rich when she married him, for he had inherited an empire in steel from his Scots émigré father. He invested
         in the Northern Pacific Railroad, and became richer still. Frances McAllister concentrated her energies on being assimilated,
         and – since she was beautiful, clever, and charming, as well as very rich she succeeded to a very large extent. Frances graced
         the McAllister box in the Diamond Horseshoe at the Metropolitan Opera, boxes from which her Jewish relations were excluded;
         she built a house at Newport, not, of course, at Elberon, where her uncles and aunts maintained their mansions. She brought
         up Louise very carefully; her own Jewish origins were not hidden, but reference to them was not encouraged. Louise, aware
         as she grew older that her mother’s background marked her out from the rest of her contemporaries, became extremely careful
         never to refer to it at all. Like the newness of her father’s wealth, it became a subject that was, quite simply, barred.
         She converted to Catholicism and, once she married Xavier, she bent her considerable energies to a new role, that of being
         the baronne, and more French than the French themselves.
      

      
      So fierce were her efforts in this respect that Xavier de Chavigny, who was without racial prejudice, almost forgot the question
         of his wife’s ancestors. Since their race was a matter of indifference to him, he assumed, negligently and slightly grandly,
         that they were also a matter of indifference to everyone else. Until 1938: then, he knew, they could no longer be ignored.
         For if Louise were half-Jewish, his children were therefore one quarter Jewish. With an enemy prepared patiently to trace
         heredity back through eight, nine generations in their search for Jewish blood, a half-Jewish mother, a Jewish grandmother,
         was a terrible threat. So the plans had been thorough, and the baron was in no doubt of their necessity. But still he worried.
         Had they been thorough enough?
      

      
      Edouard lay back on the silk brocade-covered sofa, propped a cushion under his feet, opened the book on his lap, and stared
         into the fire. He felt extremely comfortable, and slightly somnolent, as he often did after finishing an English tea.
      

      
      Tea, he decided, was one of the meals the English understood. The other was breakfast. He disapproved of porridge, that was
         too disgusting even to consider; but grilled bacon, coddled eggs, devilled kidneys, or kedgeree – these were splendid, a great
         improvement on a simple croissant and café au lait. Edouard was already tall; he had inherited his father’s looks, and closely resembled him, with his almost jet-black hair,
         and startlingly deep-blue eyes. Like his father he had the build of a natural athlete: wide shoulders, long legs and narrow
         hips. He was growing fast – five feet eleven already – and he was always, always hungry.
      

      
      Now he had just consumed an excellent tea, brought in on silver trays by the butler, Parsons, and by the senior parlourmaid
         and solemnly laid out for him before the fire on several small tables. Hot buttered crumpets with English honey; tiny cucumber
         sandwiches, three different kinds of cake, his favourite tea, Lapsang Souchong, with its delicate smoky taste.
      

      
      Edouard read The Times each morning; on sorties around the city he had glimpsed the long queues outside food shops, and the limited stock on sale.
         He was perfectly well aware that the kind of meal his mother took for granted would be served in her household was now, in
         wartime, exceptional – possibly even unpatriotic. But he knew the household had been carefully stocked before the war and,
         besides, he was always so hungry. Was it really going to help the war effort if he refused a second slice of filet de bœuf en croûte or a second spoonful of Sevruga? He thought not. It would only offend the cook.
      

      
      He glanced down guiltily at the book on his lap. His Latin prep. He was supposed to have translated at least five pages of
         Virgil before tomorrow morning; so far he had completed only two. In France he was taught Latin by an elderly Jesuit, who
         was given to dozing off most conveniently as Edouard stumbled through the Aeneid. But his English tutor was another matter.
      

      
      He had been hired by Edouard’s mother on the recommendation of a friend, and Edouard was perfectly sure that his papa would
         have disapproved of him deeply. Hugo Glendinning was a man of uncertain age, too old to be called up, and probably in his
         mid-forties, though he could look older. He was very tall, very thin, and very elegant in a raffish kind of way. He had greying
         hair, worn slightly too long in Edouard’s conservative opinion, and he would run his hands through it before uttering the melodramatic groan that signified
         Edouard had just committed another appalling solecism. He was an Old Etonian, an Oxford Classics scholar, his eyes were habitually
         vague, and he had a mind like a razor. On the day of his arrival he had confounded Edouard by chain-smoking Black Russian
         cigarettes throughout their tutorial. Of his family background, and his academic qualifications, Papa would have approved
         – Edouard had no doubts about that. But of his politics? Edouard was more doubtful. Hugo Glendinning had fought in the Spanish
         Civil War; it had become rapidly obvious to Edouard that he was a political radical – something Edouard had never encountered
         before; more than that, he was probably a socialist.
      

      
      His tutorials were unconventional, to say the least. The first day he had tossed two books at Edouard: the first was the Iliad, the other the dreaded Aeneid.
      

      
      ‘Right.’ He put his feet up on the table in front of him and stretched. ‘The first page of each. Read them. Then translate.’

      
      Edouard groped his way through the texts, while Hugo Glendinning leaned back with closed eyes and a pained expression around
         the mouth. When Edouard fumbled to a halt, he sat up abruptly.
      

      
      ‘Well. You’re not a total dunce, which is something, I suppose.’ He looked at Edouard keenly. ‘There might be some glimmerings
         of intelligence there. Deeply buried of course, but latent. I could do a great deal better than that when I was nine. I wonder
         … Are you lazy?’
      

      
      Edouard considered this possibility, which had never been put to him before.

      
      ‘I do hope not.’ Hugo extinguished one cigarette, and lit another. ‘It’s extremely boring, laziness. I detest it above all things. Now …’ He leaned forward suddenly, and fixed Edouard with his gaze. ‘What is the Iliad about?’
      

      
      Edouard hesitated. ‘It’s about – er – well, the Greeks and the Trojans …’

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘The Trojan War.’

      
      ‘Precisely so.’ Hugo smiled. ‘War. You have possibly observed that there is a war going on at present?’

      
      Edouard rallied. ‘A very different war.’

      
      
      ‘You think so? Well, literally, yes, you are right. Homer is not going to describe the activities of tanks and aeroplanes.
         However. War is war. Killing is killing. The Iliad is perhaps not the remote and irrelevant document you seem to consider it. I suggest you compare – let me see – book sixteen,
         The Death of Patroclus, with this morning’s account in The Times of yesterday’s aerial battles over the south coast. The one is bellicose propaganda of the most unimaginative kind, and the
         other is – the other is art.’ He paused. ‘Possibly, if you heard it read with slightly more correct pronunciation, and a genuine
         attempt to honour the rhythms of Homer’s verse structure … Let us see …’
      

      
      He leaned back in his chair again and shut his eyes. Not once looking at the book before him, he began to recite in Greek.
         Edouard sat silently.
      

      
      At first, he resisted. Hugo Glendinning seemed to him dreadfully arrogant and extremely rude: none of his French tutors would
         have dared to speak to him in this way. He had no intention of being impressed or interested. Then, gradually, in spite of
         himself, he began to listen. And it was extraordinary, that liquid, fluid, impassioned language, so very different from the
         dry halting way it sounded when his Jesuit tutor read it, stopping every two lines to construe them.
      

      
      He began to listen more closely, looked down at his own book, and the words – already familiar to him – began to take new
         shape and life of their own: he saw the battlefield, saw the light glint on the weapons, heard the cries of the dying men.
         From that moment, he was hooked. For the first time in his life, Edouard looked forward to lessons, and worked. One day, one
         day, he was going to force Hugo Glendinning to pay him a compliment; if it killed him, he’d do it.
      

      
      When they came to Latin, Hugo tossed Caesar’s Gallic Wars aside. ‘Good clear pedestrian stuff.’ He sniffed. ‘Ditches and ramparts. We’ll stick to Homer for war, I think. Now … what
         about love? Sexual attraction? Passion? You’re interested in that, I presume? I was, at your age …’
      

      
      ‘Aren’t you now?’ Edouard put in slyly, and Hugo smiled.

      
      ‘Possibly. That is beside the point. We shall read the Aeneid, naturally. But also Catullus, I think. You’ve read Catullus?’
      

      
      ‘No.’ Edouard felt a pulse of excitement. As far as his Jesuit teacher was concerned, Catullus was most definitely not on
         the curriculum for fourteen-year-old boys.
      

      
      
      ‘Then, let us begin.’ Hugo paused. ‘Catullus is a wit, and a cynic. He mocks his own passion, but at the same time acknowledges
         his enslavement. We may usefully compare some of these poems with certain of Shakespeare’s sonnets. In both cases the emotions
         described may be a little difficult for a boy to understand. Are you able to imagine how a man feels when he is obsessed,
         physically and spiritually, with a woman? A woman whose character and moral worth he despises?’
      

      
      Edouard hesitated. He thought of his mother and father, and of certain scenes, certain conversations overheard.

      
      ‘Possibly,’ he said cautiously.

      
      Hugo’s eyes turned dreamily to the window.

      
      ‘Sexual infatuation – and that is what we are talking about, of course – sexual infatuation seems to me a very interesting
         condition. A great deal more interesting than romantic love, with which it is often confused. It is powerful, and it is deadly.
         It is also, alas, commonplace. As commonplace for us as it was in Rome in 60 BC, or in Elizabethan London.’ He smiled dryly.
         ‘I have no doubt you will experience it yourself at some time. Then you will no doubt assume, as we all do, that your experience
         is unique. Of course it is not. Let us begin, then. By the way, did you know Cattulus was thirty when he died?’
      

      
      And so it went on. No matter how hard he tried, Edouard could never predict the course of the next day’s lessons. Sometimes
         they would dart about in history – not carefully working their way through the French kings and learning their dates as he
         had always done before, but leaping centuries and continents. The French Revolution; the Russian Revolution; the American
         Civil War. Suddenly, Hugo would pounce.
      

      
      ‘Why was that war fought, do you think, Edouard?’

      
      ‘Well, to free the slaves in the South.’

      
      ‘Nonsense. Yankee propaganda. It was no such thing. It was fought primarily for commercial reasons, because the Northern States
         regarded the wealth of the South with acquisitive eyes. It improved the lot of the Negro slave only marginally. You are aware,
         I take it, that a black man in the Southern States of America still does not possess the vote?’ He paused. ‘Not that the English
         have any cause for smugness in that respect, of course. Next week we will look at the lamentably slow extension of suffrage
         in this country, the abolition of property requirements, which previously protected the interests of the ruling classes, and the extension of voting rights to women.’ He stopped. ‘You find that amusing?’
      

      
      Edouard shrugged. ‘I’ve read about Suffragettes. I can’t see that women need to vote. Papa says he never met a woman who was
         remotely interested in politics. Maman never bothers to vote.’
      

      
      Hugo frowned. ‘Do women have minds?’

      
      ‘Of course.’

      
      ‘Then, do you not think they should exercise them? As you should yours. It is the mark of a lazy mind, Edouard, to rely on
         idées reçues. Question. Always question. And think …’
      

      
      Edouard tried. He could see the logic of Hugo’s arguments, but it was often very difficult to apply those arguments to life.
         It was all very well to talk about Suffragettes, and women’s minds, but Edouard found it exceedingly difficult to consider
         their minds at all. How could you think about that when, he found, his eyes were always drawn to their slim ankles, to the
         whisper of their petticoats, to that sweet line between the soft curve of their breasts?
      

      
      He shut the Virgil midway through Dido’s impassioned pleas to Aeneas. Damn, damn – he could not concentrate. He could feel
         that stirring, that tension between the legs; his head was filled with rapturous and confused images: breasts and thighs,
         pillows and tumbled hair, moistness and mounting pleasure. He knew what he wanted to do; he wanted to go up to his bedroom,
         and lock his door, and shut himself up with those images, touch himself, slowly, rhythmically bring his body to shuddering
         and guilty release. Guilty, because the priests’ lectures about the evils of self-abuse, the temptations of the Devil made
         flesh, had begun years ago, when he was eight or nine, and he continued ever since. Jean-Paul said that was all rubbish, that
         all adolescent boys masturbated – it was a stage you went through, that was all. Once you started having women, you needed
         it less and less. Edouard was sure he was right; he hoped he was right; he thought that, if he dared to ask Hugo, Hugo would
         certainly agree. But still he couldn’t quite shake off the warnings of the priests.
      

      
      Father Clement said it made hair grow on the palms of your hands, even if you only did it once. ‘It will be there, my child,
         like the mark of Cain, for all to see. Remember that.’
      

      
      Edouard surreptitiously looked down at his palms. There was no hair there as yet, and if Father Clement was right there certainly
         ought to be. Surely it couldn’t be true? But Father Clement also said masturbation was a sin; it had to be acknowledged in the confessional, and Edouard had acknowledged it. The conversation had
         been hideously embarrassing.
      

      
      ‘Were you alone when you did this thing, my son?’

      
      ‘Yes, Father.’

      
      ‘You are sure of that, my son?’

      
      ‘Yes, Father.’

      
      That confused Edouard. Who else would he have been with? he wanted to ask. But he didn’t dare. Each time resulted in thirty
         Hail Marys, and an admonition never to commit the sin again. Yet he was hardly out of the confessional before he felt the
         need more strongly than ever. He sighed. What he had really wanted to ask the priest was why the fact that it was forbidden
         seemed to make him want to do it more. But he didn’t dare to ask that, either.
      

      
      He stood up, and looked at the clock. Then opened the Aeneid again, because distraction was the best remedy, he knew that. When fifteen lines of Latin translation had taken effect, and
         the stubborn erection had finally faded, he felt the satisfaction of virtue triumphant. He looked at the clock again. Nearly
         six. At six, Jean-Paul was due back and, with luck, if Jean-Paul hadn’t forgotten all about it, he might have news for him.
         Important news – the most important there could possibly be. If he had been in Paris, Papa would have arranged it, as he had
         for Jean-Paul. But, since he wasn’t, Jean-Paul had promised him, sworn, that he would take on the responsibility. Jean-Paul, this very day, was going to arrange Edouard’s first woman.
      

      
      From Edouard’s earliest childhood, Jean-Paul had been the most important figure in Edouard’s life. He loved his papa, and
         admired him greatly, but his father, though always kind, was remote. As a small child, Edouard saw him, as he saw his mother,
         at appointed times. He would be brought down to the drawing-room from the nursery wing at St-Cloud, at precisely four each
         day, accompanied by his elderly English nanny. There he would sit, trying not to squirm about or make too much noise while
         his parents either questioned him politely about his day and the progress of his lessons, or, occasionally, seemed to forget
         he was there at all and simply talked to each other.
      

      
      At four-thirty he was returned to the nursery, and made to eat a horrible English nursery supper, because his nanny had made
         it quite clear from her arrival that her word was law, and her charge would be brought up in the proper English manner. So Edouard would eat loathsome over-boiled eggs from an egg-cup, or – even more horrible
         – bread and milk from a bowl; and all the while the most delicious smells would drift up the back staircase from the kitchens
         below: roast partridge in autumn, grilled salmon in summer. Oh, the delights of that kitchen! The huge bowls of thick cream;
         the mountains of freshly picked raspberries and wild strawberries. The tiny shrimps; the dark blue lobster that turned clear
         pink when the cook boiled them. The freshly baked bread; the pale butter; the rows of cheeses laid out on little straw mats
         in the larder. Occasionally, on Nanny’s one afternoon off a week, he would creep down to the kitchen, and Francine, the cook,
         would sit him at the long deal table and gaily feed him little titbits – tastes of the glories destined for the Baron’s dining-room,
         of whose secrets she was fiercely proud.
      

      
      But those were the special days. Ordinarily, he had his nursery supper, presided over unsmilingly by Nanny, then he was bathed,
         and then he was put to bed. Once or twice a week his father or mother would make the journey to the nursery wing to kiss him
         goodnight. His mother would sparkle with jewels, the silk of her dress would rustle, she would smell of roses, and he would
         hear her laughter on the stairs before she came into the room. She only came up to him when she was happy, so she always seemed
         to be laughing. She had a high brittle laugh; when Edouard was young it used to frighten him a little: she sounded as she
         looked – frail, as if she might break.
      

      
      His papa smelt of Cologne, and sometimes of cigars, and it was more fun when he came, because he stayed longer than Maman,
         and could sometimes be persuaded to do imitations, or to talk. Edouard liked to talk to his father. He was interested in what
         Papa did. His father explained to him about grapes, and vines and vintages; about diamonds, and the secrets of their cutting.
         Sometimes, at the four o’clock visits when his mother was out, Papa would dismiss Nanny and take Edouard into his study. Then,
         if he was in a good mood, he would unlock his safe and show Edouard jewels, teaching him about settings, about design, about
         quality. By the time he was seven Edouard could see at once if a diamond was flawless, even without a glass, just by holding
         it against the light. But those were rare days, special days, hedged in by rules and formalities. It was to Jean-Paul that
         he was close, to Jean-Paul that he could talk.
      

      
      One of his first memories of his brother was of his glorious return for the holidays from his école militaire. He must have been about four or five, his brother about fourteen. He wore the uniform of the college, a uniform that was
         plain, but to Edouard magnificent. He ran to his elder brother, and Jean-Paul gave a whoop of welcome, and lifted him up in
         the air and perched him on his shoulders. It had seemed to Edouard then, and ever since, that his brother was a model of everything
         a French gentleman and a soldier ought to be.
      

      
      He was handsome, but in a very different way from Edouard himself, being shorter and more heavily built. He took after his
         American grandfather, with his Scots ancestry, being fair-skinned, with thick reddish-blond hair and eyes of a paler blue
         than his brother’s. His beard was red, or would have been had he ever allowed it to grow, which he did not; but he had to
         shave twice a day, and that seemed to Edouard the epitome of manliness.
      

      
      He was always, unfailingly, good-tempered. Edouard never had to worry with him, as he did with his mother, that his mood might
         suddenly change, or that his temper would spark. Edouard had hardly ever seen him angry, unless his horse had gone unexpectedly
         lame in mid-hunt, or he had had a poor day’s shooting. Even then, his anger was brief and soon forgotten. He was easygoing
         – lazily, irrepressibly so: it was the great source of his charm, to men as well as to women.
      

      
      Nothing could persuade him to do anything that bored him: as a boy he disliked lessons, rarely read a book, never attended
         a serious play, although he was fond of chorus girls. He liked popular music – easy tunes, which he could whistle or hum;
         the only paintings he liked in his father’s collection were those by Toulouse-Lautrec. The Cézannes, the magnificent Matisse,
         the Gauguins, the Monets – these interested Jean-Paul not at all. The Lautrecs, Edouard suspected, found favour only because
         of their subject-matter. Jean-Paul preferred champagne or beer to the complexities of wine; horses to art; certainties to
         questions. The de Chavigny jewellery empire, which he would one day inherit, frankly bored him. It was useful to have expert
         family advice when he wanted some pleasing trifle for a woman, but that was all. Apart from the difference in price, Jean-Paul
         couldn’t tell garnets from rubies, and he had no intention of learning.
      

      
      He was so certain of everything – that was what he most admired and envied in his brother, Edouard sometimes thought. Perhaps it was because
         he was the elder, the heir. Jean-Paul had grown up safe in the knowledge that without lifting one finger or exercising one
         muscle of his brain he would one day be one of the richest men in Europe. He would be the baron. He was born to a role, a position in
         life, and it would never have occurred to him to question it.
      

      
      Edouard, too, would be rich; that went without saying. But he would not inherit the title and, if he was not to fritter away
         his life, he would have to find some function, some purpose – and he had no idea what it might be. He felt himself, in contrast
         to his brother, to Jean-Paul’s massive sureness on every matter from politics to the bedroom, to be insubstantial, shot through
         with uncertainties and doubts. He knew he was more intelligent than Jean-Paul. He knew he saw things and understood things
         more quickly and more acutely – but that ability seemed to him useless. Jean-Paul simply didn’t bother, and Jean-Paul was
         happy. That was the other source of his charm – his capacity to enjoy life, to revel in the moment, and never once to worry
         about the past or the morrow.
      

      
      Also, Jean-Paul was not stupid. Anything that interested him, he mastered; he had always wanted to go into the army, and his
         military record was exemplary. He was without physical fear, Edouard knew that, whether he was on horseback or battleground.
         He was one of the finest shots in France; he was unexpectedly graceful on a dance-floor. He could drink his fellow-officers
         under the table, and had never been known to experience a hangover. And he was irresistible to women.
      

      
      According to Jean-Paul, he had his first woman when he was thirteen – it was one of the maids at the château in the Loire
         – and had not looked back since. When he was fifteen his father had, as was customary in their class, arranged for him to
         be initiated into the pleasures of the act of love by a Frenchwoman renowned in Paris for her tact in such matters.
      

      
      Jean-Paul had not admitted to his father his previous experiences, and the woman in question had – according to Jean-Paul
         – been pleasantly surprised by his accomplished performance. Jean-Paul had, from the first, been only too delighted to explain
         to his eager younger brother exactly what a man’s requirements were, what he did, and what he could expect the woman to do
         in return. His descriptions were couched in the language of the barrack-room, and were marvellously exact.
      

      
      He needed a fuck a day, he said negligently, as Edouard’s eyes rounded. Sometimes more, but on average one a day. The time
         of day didn’t matter, though he himself favoured the afternoon – that way the evening could be given over to drinking, and after drinking a man performed less well. All kinds of women were delightful
         to fuck: experienced women, inexperienced women, young ones, old ones, beautiful ones, plain ones, thin ones, fat ones.
      

      
      ‘Plain ones?’ Edouard looked at him anxiously. The women of his dreams were always beautiful.

      
      Jean-Paul winked.

      
      ‘It’s nice to kiss a pretty face. I admit that. But for a good fuck it’s not the face that counts. You’re not looking at their
         faces then, I can assure you, little brother.’
      

      
      What constituted a good fuck? That was what Edouard wanted to know. Did that mean there could be bad ones also? Here Jean-Paul
         was annoyingly less exact. The question seemed to puzzle him.
      

      
      Virgins were a bad fuck in general, he conceded eventually. He would advise Edouard to steer clear of virgins – until it came
         to his own wife, naturally. With a virgin, sex could be messy and unpleasant, and they were nervous, and didn’t know what
         to do, and frightened of getting pregnant, which was absurd. Virgins were a responsibility, and best avoided.
      

      
      Married women

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
   

OEBPS/images/9780751555578.jpg
WM@?«W““ SRR 2T Wﬂ‘émﬁg

LY
BEAUMAN

%@dgp






