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			ONE

			THE PLANE PLUMMETED toward earth with a searing whine and thunderous shudder of the fuselage. These could be their last moments before slamming into the ground and exploding into a million bits. Tears stung her eyes, but Genevieve was calm, dead calm.

			“Lord and Lady Crosswick, brace for impact,” Captain Bruni barked over the intercom.

			With their heads between their knees, Genevieve and Philip locked on each other’s gaze. If these were their last moments, they would cherish each other until they perished in a ball of flames.

			She stretched toward him, brushing his lips with hers. Philip’s hand cradled the back of her head, pulling her to him and firming what was probably their last embrace. Each could feel the other’s taut muscles and prayed their combined strength might ease the plane to earth.

			And then, the jet engines roared back to life, their thrust pressing Philip and Genevieve back into their seats. The front of the plane nosed up. Outside the window, the horizon leveled.

			“What the hell?” Philip gasped under his breath.

			The hum of lowering landing gear filled the cabin with a glorious moan.

			“Lord and Lady Crosswick.” They could hear Captain Bruni’s smile and relief through the speaker. “It appears our engines had a change of heart and have decided to take us into Paris rather than smashing us into a farmer’s field. We shall be on the ground shortly.”

			Overcome with relief, Philip and Genevieve’s whoops and whistles bounced off the walls of the Bombardier jet. Still gripping Genevieve’s hand, Philip brought it to his lips and kissed each knuckle.

			She croaked a laugh, tears streaming down her adrenaline-flushed cheeks. “That’s quite an entrance into Paris,” she said, glancing down at her trembling hands.

			“After what we’ve been through since September, all I wanted was a few calm months in France.” Philip shook his head. “This does not bode well.”

			Lights flashed, sirens screamed, and three ambulances clustered in front of the General Aviation Terminal at Paris-Le Bourget Airport, waiting for the Warwicks’ jet to ease to a stop. Unsure what to do next, Genevieve and Philip didn’t move, didn’t release their seatbelts, barely breathed.

			After what seemed like an eternity, the cockpit door opened. Filling the doorway with his tall, broad-shouldered frame, Captain Francesco Bruni paused before he entered the owners’ cabin.

			“Well done, Captain Bruni.” Philip mopped his brow with a crumpled linen napkin left from lunch. “What the hell just happened?” He motioned for the captain to sit in the seat across from him.

			Bruni hesitated, then sat. In his lilting Italian accent, he began. “Lord, Lady Crosswick,” he said, hands clasped between his splayed legs, his handsome face pale from strain, “until the mechanics investigate, it’s difficult to say what caused the flameout, but I wouldn’t—”

			“Flameout?” Philip interrupted.

			“This term is often used for any failure in a turbine engine, but its technical meaning is a power loss not associated with mechanical failure. In this case, though the engines stopped, we were able to restart them.”

			“For which we are grateful.” Genevieve reached out and touched the captain’s sleeve, her eyes still sparkling with tears of relief.

			“If it wasn’t mechanical, what could have happened?” Now that the unthinkable was behind them, Philip wanted answers.

			Captain Bruni cleared his throat, his gaze riveted on Philip. “Lord Crosswick, the problem could have been caused by a number of things: birds flying into the engine, a compressor stall, or…” Bruni glanced down at his interlaced fingers, looked at Genevieve, then back at Philip. “Or perhaps water in the fuel. If we find that is the problem, there will be serious consequences for whoever is responsible.”

			“I don’t understand. How does water get into the fuel?”

			“Under normal circumstances, it does not. I don’t want to speculate, but we’re scrupulous about testing before we refuel, so I would say if that turns out to be our problem, we need to find the person responsible.”

			Philip ran his hands over his face. “Are you saying if the engines stalled because of water in the fuel, someone intended to make that happen?”

			“As I stated, I don’t wish to speculate. I shall work with the authorities to uncover the problem and, I assure you, we’ll discover what happened. Please, leave it in my hands. You will have a report as soon as possible. And now, Lord, Lady Crosswick, your car is waiting to take you home. I would suggest you do your best to enjoy the rest of your day.”

			Through the window, Genevieve saw a silver Rolls Royce Ghost at the ready. She unsnapped her seatbelt and gave Philip a nudge with her shoulder. “Philip, if there’s nothing we can do here, we should go.”

			“I guess we’ll leave you to it, Captain Bruni. And again, thank you.” Philip extended his hand, a rare gesture for an earl to a member of his staff. Without hesitation, Bruni gripped Philip’s hand.

			With the door open, cold January air rushed into the cabin, chilling Genevieve’s cheeks as she walked forward. She stood at the doorway, felt Philip next to her and laced her fingers through his. “Here we go again,” she said.
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			He felt his phone vibrate. It was out of his pocket and at his ear before the second ring.

			“Tell me,” he demanded.

			Silence filled the line.

			“Tell me.” This time he whispered through clenched teeth.

			“Sir,” the caller’s voice cracked. The caller cleared his throat and started again, his cockney accent thick. “Sir, I did it, but the pilot was able to restart the engines.”

			He yanked the phone from his ear and smashed it against the wall.
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			Henri, their driver, maneuvered the Rolls through midday Paris traffic with the skill of a Formula One driver. Exiting from A1 onto Boulevard Périphérique, Philip and Genevieve could see Sacré-Cœur in the distance, regal atop Montmartre like a queen on her throne.

			As the ring road made a graceful sweep around Montmartre, Genevieve smiled. Releasing her seatbelt, she cuddled close to Philip and prickles of excitement began replacing the terror of the morning. “Remember our ride through Paris on the quad last year?”

			“Do I?” Philip gave Genevieve a sidelong glance that said, are you kidding me? “That was one of the greatest travel adventures we’ve ever had.”

			Genevieve recalled mounting an ATV at 5:00 a.m., Philip driving, Genevieve’s arms wrapped around him from behind. She tested the GoPro on top of her helmet, and then for the next two hours, they roared through Paris, their guide leading the way, the wide, empty boulevards all their own. Just before sunrise, at the foot of Sacré-Cœur’s extravagant stairs, they drank mimosas, ate croissants still warm from the baker’s oven, and toasted the sun as it rose over the Basilica’s glowing dome. It was an experience to remember.

			Now, as Montmartre faded into the distance and the warm glow of the memory vanished, the reality of their brush with disaster came flooding back. “How are you feeling after our near-death experience this morning?” Genevieve asked as much to explore her own thoughts as to take Philip’s emotional temperature.

			“I’m grateful we didn’t die.” His wan smile confirmed he was still shaken.

			“You’re not alone. But I have to say I’m shocked at how serene I was when I thought we were going to crash. The thing that went through my mind was I’m here with Philip and the kids are well taken care of.” Genevieve squeezed Philip’s hand. “I was okay.”

			He leaned into Genevieve and kissed her forehead. “While you were totally Zen as we plummeted toward death, my mind was racing trying to figure out if someone was trying to kill us. That’s how suspicious I am of everything and everyone, after what we’ve just been through in England.”

			Genevieve nodded her agreement. “What a rollercoaster our lives have been since our phone rang that Sunday morning.” She closed her eyes, a whirlwind whipping through her mind: an inherited title, a huge fortune, and a maelstrom of murder and mayhem. She shook the thoughts away, grateful for the calm they had been living for the last three months in Wilmingrove Hall, their historic family seat near York.

			As if he could read her thoughts, Philip sighed and leaned back in his seat. “I’m looking forward to exploring our Paris apartment,” he said, and Genevieve smiled at the thought of their French inheritance, still as yet unvisited due to the upheaval in England.

			When the car stopped in front of a wrought iron gate, they were not disappointed. Henri rolled down his window, smiled into a camera, and punched in a code on the digital pad. A pretty chime sounded, the gates lumbered open, and the car eased onto the stone driveway of their grand château in the middle of Paris.

			“Of course,” Philip said with a hint of awe. “What else would we expect?”

			Genevieve craned her neck to peer up at the elegant Belle Époque building.

			Though she had seen photographs of their Paris property, she was still impressed. “We own the entire building, is that correct, Henri?” Genevieve squinted, trying to see the small windows on the top floor.

			“Oui, countess. Welcome to Maison de Laney, your home.” Henri stopped in front of the arched doorway, swept out of the driver’s seat, and opened Genevieve’s door in one smooth motion. Philip waited for Henri to come to his side of the car. It had taken some time to become accustomed to having so much done for him, but at last, he was beginning to enjoy the perks of his position.

			The chauffeur swung Philip’s car door wide. “Merci, Henri,” he said, nodding his appreciation.

			As Genevieve and Philip walked up the stone path to the entrance, the double glass and wrought iron doors parted. There to greet them stood Parisian perfection. Almost as tall as Philip and every bit as lean as Genevieve, Madame Morier, their chef de ménage, commanded the gateway to 22 Avenue Foch. At forty-five, she was all French demeanor and style. Her chiseled features were as elegant as a Degas statue.

			“Whoa,” Philip whispered to Genevieve without moving his lips. “Stylish or what?” He nodded at her French uniform of casual but sophisticated, thoughtful but thrown on.

			“And the scarf,” agreed Genevieve, her gaze drifting to the long, elegant neck where grey and black silk was tangled to perfection. Arrogance wafted from Madame Morier like an expensive fragrance.

			Usually the most elegant woman in the room, Genevieve felt as dowdy as a washerwoman. For a moment, she longed for the warmth of stout, sensible Mrs. MacIntosh, their housekeeper at Wilmingrove Hall.

			“Lord and Lady Crosswick. Bonjour et bienvenue.” Madame Morier’s thick chestnut hair swished at her chin with beveled precision, and her eyebrows arched into severe, straight bangs as she waited for a response from her new employers.

			Genevieve decided there was nothing to do but rise to the occasion and replied to Madame Morier in her best French, saying that it was a pleasure to be here: “Quel plaisir d’être ici.”

			“S’il vous plaît, entrez.” Madame Morier motioned for them to come in, making the Warwicks feel privileged to enter their own home. She switched to flawless English with ease: “I understand you had a difficult landing.”

			“Oh, no, madame.” Charm poured into Philip’s smile. “It wasn’t difficult to land. It was just difficult to land without all of us dying.”

			Genevieve snorted a laugh, and Philip grinned at his wife. Nonplussed, the housekeeper could do nothing but shake her head and study her two employers with a judgmental stare.

			Genevieve giggled a bit more, then said, “Madame Morier, I assure you we haven’t lost our minds. We’re just relieved that today we cheated death.”

			“Allons-y.” Still baffled by Philip and Genevieve’s casual regard for their dire experience, Madame Morier mumbled something under her breath and led them through the grand marble hall. “Why don’t we go into the salon?” she tossed over her shoulder. “Perhaps a Scotch is in order.”

			Genevieve felt like an errant child as she and Philip followed their housekeeper. She caught Philip’s eye and made a snooty face. In return, Philip flashed a stern look and shook his head.

			Halfway along the fifty-foot foyer, they slowed to a stop. Philip’s head pivoted back and forth. Genevieve circled in place, disbelieving. The realization hit them both: they were walking through a gallery of masterpieces, all of which belonged to them. Two O’Keeffes, a Kline, a stunning collage by Motherwell, a small Monet tucked into a recess, and a charming Andy Warhol screenprint of Mickey Mouse filled the corridor with creative energy. Philip and Genevieve looked at each other, then back at their collection, their eyes lingering over each canvas.

			Madame Morier entered the grand salon and turned to speak to Lord and Lady Crosswick, but they were nowhere to be seen. When she walked back into the foyer, the two stood rapt, enthralled by the collection.

			“My lord, my lady, you must stay with me,” she snapped.

			Intimidated by her tone, Philip and Genevieve obeyed and followed her into a room that glowed from the winter sun. Three sets of French doors lined the far wall. An enormous Frankenthaler canvas in blues, whites, and splashes of pink and rose dominated one end of the salon, while a massive fireplace had pride of place at the opposite end.

			“Madame!” Genevieve strode the length of the room to the vibrant canvas. “I can’t believe we have a Helen Frankenthaler. How long has this canvas been hanging here?”

			A slight smile pulled at the corners of Madame Morier’s mouth, as if surprised that the American recognized a great painting when she saw it. “It has been here as long as I have, countess, and I have been the head of Maison de Laney for more than fifteen years. You enjoy contemporary art?”

			“Lord Crosswick and I value all periods and genres, but we both have a passion for modern art.”

			“I have an advanced degree in Art History and did my master’s thesis on how the CIA used Jackson Pollock and other contemporary artists in the cold war.” Philip seldom talked about his academic accomplishments, but, much to his surprise, he felt the need to impress Madame Morier.

			“Hmm.” Madame Morier hummed a mere flicker of acknowledgement. “Vraiment?” she said, splashing Scotch into three faceted glasses and handing one to Philip. “Then you will appreciate the paintings throughout the house. The head of your foundation, Lillie Langdon, keeps a close eye on your collection.”

			“That does not surprise me.” Philip accepted the glass with a nod, amused that the house manager was joining them for a drink. “We spent time with Lillie when we were in London. She has a real passion for the foundation’s work and for the museums. What about you, Madame Morier? Are you an art lover?”

			She gave an arrogant flick of her head. “Of course, my lord. I love all beautiful things. After all, I am French.”

			“Naturellement, art, beauty, and the French go hand in hand,” Genevieve said. As she walked back to the other end of the room, she admired the carved moldings nestled high up where plaster ceilings met silk-covered walls. Her steps were cushioned by a thick carpet of vivid color, which, overwhelmed by the Frankenthaler painting, she had not noticed until now. “Madam Morier, this carpet looks like a piece designed by Pierre-Josse Perrot, but that’s not possible, is it?”

			“I am surprised, my lady. Few outside the arts and antiquities world would recognize his work. And, sadly, this is not one of his originals. When the 12TH Earl repurchased Maison de Laney, returning it to the House of Crosswick, he commissioned the carpet a la Savonnerie. Though it is not 17th century, it is still beautiful and quite valuable.”

			“It’s stunning.” Genevieve accepted the tumbler Madame Morier held out to her, and the three clinked glasses.

			“To beauty,” Madame Morier said. “If you would like a tour of Maison de Laney, we shall do that now before you dine.”

			Though Genevieve would have enjoyed a quick shower, she was anxious to learn about their Parisian château. “I’d love that,” she said, with a sweet smile she hoped would woo madame.

			“If you’d like to be seated,” she motioned to her audience of two to sit, “we can start here, in the grand salon. I’m sure you know nothing of Baron Haussmann, the Préfet of Seine, the man tasked with executing the reconstruction of Paris.”

			Not appreciating Madame Morier’s condescending tone, Genevieve plucked up an arrogance of her own. “Of course, we know about Haussmann,” she said.

			Not bothering to suppress a smirk, Madame Morier said, “Vraiment? Perhaps I should not have assumed you were unfamiliar with his work, but I believe few Americans know about his extraordinary contribution to Paris.”

			Annoyed by madame’s insinuation, Genevieve said, “The Opéra Garnier, the Opera House, is one of our favorite buildings in the world and it’s very close to Boulevard Haussmann.”

			“Are you referring to the Palais Garnier?” Madam Morier raised one eyebrow.

			Feeling foolish in her feeble attempt to impress Madame Morier, Genevieve waved her hand and mumbled, “Um, never mind.”

			Until now, Philip had been entertained watching the parry and thrust between Madame Morier and Genevieve, but he had questions. “Am I correct that, when the 9TH Earl of Crosswick inherited this property from his wife Charlotte Chaubert’s family, the first thing he did was name the house Maison de Laney for his family?”

			“Oui, my lord. Well done.” She honored Philip with her first smile since they arrived.

			“The 9TH Earl is one of my favorite distant cousins in my newly discovered family tree. His first name was also Philip.” He flashed his most charming smile back at Madame Morier, and a flicker of approval crossed her face.

			Genevieve watched the evolving interaction between Philip and madame, feeling more like a third wheel with each exchange.

			Madame Morier set her glass down on the table next to her and crossed her legs. “The 9TH Earl spent ten years in Paris during Baron Haussmann’s thrilling renovation of this decaying city. Though the earl was a titled Englishman with a substantial allowance, he loved the gritty side of Paris, befriending painters and spending his time in the ateliers of artists who were about to revolutionize the artistic world—and he began collecting.”

			“She’s missed her calling,” Genevieve thought begrudgingly. “She’s a natural docent.”

			The room darkened as clouds raced across the sun, then brightened again as they streaked off to cast shadows elsewhere.

			Madame Morier’s energy began to build. “Lord Crosswick was awed by the artists’ willingness to risk everything to follow their passion. Dedicated to acquiring works from friends and only works he loved, he began buying small pieces, reflecting daily life in Paris—a gathering in a bar, a bridge bathed in late-afternoon light, a flower past its prime. He was wild for the works of the Impressionists. He couldn’t resist the beauty of the spontaneous brush strokes and ever-changing light covering these canvases, and soon, the pace of his acquisitions sped up dramatically.”

			Mesmerized by the captivating raconteur, Philip leaned forward, not wanting to miss a word. “Would you say my cousin was a patron of these Impressionists?”

			“I would say oui,” Her broad grin reached her eyes. “By the time he left Paris in 1870 to return to England, he shipped forty-two crates from Paris to Wilmingrove Hall, each containing six or eight paintings. He had, indeed, become a collector and, as a result, a patron in the true sense of the word.”

			“What about Charlotte? When did she and Philip meet?” Genevieve loved to hear stories about Charlotte Chaubert. The more she learned about the Countess of Crosswick, the more she liked her.

			“Ah, Charlotte.” Madame’s smiles came easily now as she spoke of the Laney family. “They met two years before he went back to England. As the story goes, he was smitten, and she was not. He pursued her. She thought he was a soulless Englishman trying to buy affection from the artists he befriended. But, as she grew to know him, she succumbed to his charm, his elegance, and his passionate heart.”

			Genevieve watched the color rise in Madame Morier’s cheeks and saw a flicker of affection in her eyes. “I do believe madame has a crush on Philip’s long-dead cousin,” Genevieve thought.

			The house manager took a deep breath before continuing. “Lord Crosswick’s most cherished acquisition was the beautiful, talented artist with whom he had fallen in love, Charlotte Camille Chaubert. Charlotte was a twenty-four-year-old free spirit with a fine pedigree. Philip’s parents approved of her immediately and were relieved that their thirty-three-year-old only son was settling down at last. Philip and Charlotte were married at St Paul’s Cathedral on September 7, 1871, with Charlotte’s family in attendance. Though the townhouse in Kensington was their primary residence, they loved spending time in Paris and entertaining their creative friends here at Maison de Laney.”

			She drained the last of her Scotch, put the glass on the coffee table, and said, “Come with me.”

			Philip and Genevieve followed Madame Morier into the foyer, down the hall, and into a cozy room.

			“This is your study, my lord.” She walked to a painting over the fireplace. “And this is your cousin Philip and his beloved Charlotte.”

			The three of them gazed at an Impressionist work in soft blues and greens. A couple sat on a garden bench, surrounded by a soft halo of sunshine. The man leaned forward, captivated by the beautiful young woman. With her chin tilted down, the mademoiselle looked up at him through her lashes, a soft smile at the corners of her mouth. Almost closing the distance between them, their hands rested on the bench, just a whisper from touching. It was an exquisite homage to love.

			“This was their engagement portrait,” Madame Morier said, her hands folded in front of her and her head cocked to the side.

			Philip leaned close to the lower right-hand corner of the painting. “B. M.; Is that Berthe Morisot?” His mouth hung open. He couldn’t tear his gaze from the signature.

			“It is,” Madame confirmed. “Venez avec moi.” Again, she directed them to follow her, and, like two obedient students, they did. They walked through the dining room to the two sets of doors at the far end.

			“See the blue bench?” She pointed into the garden.

			“That’s the bench in the painting!” Genevieve cried. Overwhelmed at the idea that the portrait of the two lovers had been painted in this garden, her eyes stung. “I feel as if I’m in a dream.” She looked at madame, her eyes glistening. “Madame Morier, though Philip and I are adjusting pretty well to our new roles as the Earl and Countess of Crosswick and all that it means, it’s still staggering to realize we are responsible for so much heritage and so many treasures.”

			Madame Morier stared at her employer for a moment. Genevieve thought she was about to say something kind, but instead, she stiffened, said, “Allons-y,” and forged on.

			Two hours later, Genevieve sat in a picture-perfect petite salon. Challenged by their housekeeper’s sublime French style, she had worried too much over what to wear for dinner and had changed clothes several times before coming down. At last, she decided on grey wool pants, a matching cashmere sweater and grey suede ballet flats. Understated but chic, she thought. When she was drying her hair, Genevieve smiled at the fact that she and Madame Morier had similar haircuts. At least, Genevieve thought, the cosmopolitan head of their household couldn’t fault her hair!

			Earlier, she had enjoyed the engaging, knowledgeable Madame Morier and had begun to think this woman was going to be a welcome ally as she and Philip navigated the complicated world of French society. And then, warm madame had vanished, and the cool, arrogant house manager who had greeted them upon their arrival reappeared. It was perplexing, to say the least.

			She pulled her thoughts from Madame Morier to the straight line of perfect bubbles rising from the stem of her Champagne glass, breaking the surface and tickling her nose as she sipped. She had tried to wait for Philip, but after fifteen minutes, she could no longer resist the pretty pink call of the Widow Clicquot. As she savored the soft finish on her tongue, she stared into the fire crackling on the hearth. Scenes of the day floated through her mind, and she played the happy conclusion over and over. She closed her eyes and blew a little puff of air from her cheeks. She and Philip seemed to live a charmed life. From the time they met, Philip, about to finish his master’s degree in art history, and she in her second year of law school, they had been lucky, indeed. And now, forty years later, with one adored son and his marvelous wife, two wild grandchildren, an unimaginable inheritance and death cheated, Genevieve felt she was living a life straight out of a novel.

			“Okay, G.” Striding into the room, Philip startled her from her thoughts. Admiring his classic, handsome features, she couldn’t help but smile. She never tired of the crinkles at the corners of his bright green eyes, of his lean, muscular frame, or his thick graying hair she still thought of as blond. Soon to be sixty-five, Philip could fill a room with his easy charm, and she still adored him.

			“Sorry, I didn’t wait.” She grinned and handed him his glass. “You’ve been on the phone?”

			“I have. I was talking to Captain Bruni.” Two furrows etched Philip’s brow.

			“From your frown, I’d say whatever he told you was not good.”

			Philip sat next to Genevieve on a camel-and-black-striped loveseat. He clinked her glass before taking a long swig from the flute. “Bruni said the BEA, Bureau of Enquiry and Analysis, the group responsible for investigating incidents in French airspace, has a preliminary report. One of their inspectors is coming in the morning to speak to us.”

			Genevieve put her glass on the coffee table in front of them. “He didn’t tell you what their findings were?”

			“He did not. He said Inspector Boucher, the BEA agent, will brief us when he comes.”

			“What do you think that means?” Genevieve twisted her wedding ring round and round on her finger and searched Philip’s eyes for answers.

			Philip picked up Genevieve’s hand from her lap. “I have no idea,” he said. We’ll find out tomorrow.” He turned her hand over and ran his thumb back and forth over her palm. “You know, since we inherited this fortune, we’ve been talking about how we can use the wealth to make an impact on as many lives as possible.”

			Genevieve nodded.

			“I’d say our little brush with mortality today was the universe telling us to stop fiddling around and decide how we’re going to do that.”

			A smile bloomed on Genevieve’s lips. “Trust you to think of a way to turn today’s fright into a motivating experience.” She laced her fingers through Philip’s. “Have you come up with the grand plan?”

			Philip was animated as he spoke. “Not yet, but I was thinking. Since we have museums and an art foundation, we need to use those as the basis. Why can’t we break out of the cloistered walls of the museums and reach kids whose lives might be changed or even saved by the power of art?”

			Usually the one bubbling over with schemes, Genevieve loved when Philip took an idea and ran with it. “I think when we meet with Lillie, that should be at the top of our agenda,” she said, then leaned forward and planted a kiss on the tip of his nose. “If we can stay alive until then.”
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			TWO

			GENEVIEVE GUIDED THE tip of her belt through the gold lion’s head buckle. As she slipped her feet into cordovan ankle boots and tugged up the zippers, she heard a firm knock on her bedroom door.

			“Come in,” she said, massaging her forehead. She and Philip had talked long into the night, then finished their eventful day with some post-trauma lovemaking, leaving her groggy this morning from lack of sleep.

			The door opened a few feet and there stood Madame Morier, looking expensive. She was dressed in black from her turtleneck sweater to her body-hugging jeans to the tips of her Chanel ballerinas. The only relief was a vivid yellow and red scarf wrapped nonchalantly around her neck. Genevieve caught the glitter of huge gold studs in Madame Morier’s ears, almost covered by her shiny bob. “I wonder what we’re paying her,” she mused and mustered a shallow smile. “Madame Morier, good morning.”

			“Countess, Monsieur Boucher from the BEA is here.” She walked several steps into the luxurious bedroom and placed a business card on a round table next to a mass of coral roses. “The earl is with him and asked me to summon you. And so, I have.”

			Genevieve’s left eyebrow shot up. “Summon?” She tried her best to look down her nose at Madame Morier but, as Genevieve was several inches shorter than the housekeeper, it didn’t quite work.

			Standing even taller, Madame Morier said, “Perhaps ‘request’ is a better word.” She turned and, just before she pulled the door closed, said, “They are in the grand salon, countess.”

			“Merde!” Genevieve loved swearing in French. “This woman’s going to be a problem,” she thought. “I wonder what the French is for ‘pain in the butt’.”

			Genevieve trotted down the curved staircase at a fast clip, one hand on the wrought iron banister, her camel skirt swishing around her ankles with each step.

			As she neared the bottom of the staircase, she could hear two men talking. Philip’s voice she knew. The other, a rich and elegant accent, conjured an image of a well-built, sensuous man with a Gauloise hanging from the corner of his mouth, eyes narrowed against the wafting smoke. Her step quickened across the foyer to the grand salon. Standing in the doorway, she blinked. She searched the room from one end to the other and saw no one but her husband. Philip was seated on the biscuit-colored sofa. Across the coffee table from him were two massive, overstuffed chairs facing away from her.

			“Philip, are you alone?” Confused, Genevieve’s eyes swept the room again, but there was no sign of another man.

			The sexy voice from nowhere said, “Non, countess. Je suis ici! I am here!” Like a jack-in-the-box, a short, stout man popped out of one of the chairs, huge cushions hiding him from Genevieve. The petit Frenchman scurried around the chair and over to where Genevieve still stood in the doorway. He bowed from the waist. “Enchantée, countess, simply enchanted. I am Charles Boucher, Investigator with the BEA.” He grabbed her hand and brought it to his lips. “Bienvenue à Paris. I promise we shall do better to make you feel at home than we did welcoming you into the country. Quelle entrée, oui?”

			He still cradled Genevieve’s hand. She could feel the sweat building between them and slid her hand from his gentle grasp. Looking over the top of his head, which was, at most, three inches over five feet, she saw Philip struggling to keep his laughter at bay. She scanned Boucher’s round face and smiled at him. “I’m sorry we’re meeting under such circumstances, Monsieur Boucher. Thank you for coming so promptly.” Genevieve turned to Philip. “Is Captain Bruni joining us?”

			Boucher answered for Philip. “Non, countess. I wanted to interview you and the earl without him present.”

			“Really?” Genevieve’s eyes widened. She looked at Philip, then back at Boucher.

			Boucher shoved his lower lip into a pout. “Baahh, oui. This is normal. We like to have each party involved in such an event give us their impressions.” Boucher gave a sweep of his arm, ushering Genevieve into her own living room. “Please, sit down.”

			Genevieve ambled to Philip, skirting the coffee table until she stood in front of him. Before sitting, she held out her hand. “Good morning, darling boy.” Remembering their early-morning dalliance, Genevieve offered a sultry smile.

			Philip took her hand and held her smokey gaze before pulling her down beside him.

			The intimate exchange did not go unnoticed by Monsieur Boucher, who tucked it into his mental file. The investigator sat, scooching back into the deep chair. “Allons. Shall we begin?” He dug in one sagging pocket of his jacket and pulled out his leather-covered notepad, scuffed from use. In the other, he discovered the nub of a pencil, the erasure well-gnawed. He licked the pencil lead and was ready to go. “D’accord. So, tell me. Who would very much like you dead?” His voice was so cheerful, both the Warwicks thought they had misheard the question.

			“Pardon, Monsieur. Did you just ask who would like us dead?”

			“Oui, my lord. There is nothing but to be direct.” His eyes sparkled and his face shone with enthusiasm. Then he slapped his forehead as if remembering something. “Ah, but of course, no one has told you.” He reached into his battered briefcase and pulled out a few sheets of paper and handed them to Philip. “Significant water was found in your gas tank. Someone put the water there intending to cause the plane to crash.”

			A little choking noise rose from Genevieve’s throat. “What do you mean?” Her head swiveled to Philip then back at Boucher. “Are you saying it was intentional? Maybe the gas cap was loose, and water seeped in from condensation, or…?” She threw out explanations that seemed plausible, anything other than someone wanting them dead.

			Boucher’s eyes filled with concern. “I understand this is upsetting, my lady, but I assure you, our people are excellent analysts and have ruled out all but this possibility. They are checking security cameras to see if they can identify the auteur.”

			“Auteur?” Genevieve cocked her head.

			“Uh, the perpetrator,” Boucher clarified.

			Philip held up his hand to stop the inspector. “ You’re saying there could be cameras that will tell us who did this?”

			“Oui. Security cameras will no doubt show us who put water in the tank, but that person will not be the real criminal.” Boucher shrugged. “He—or she—is the hired hand.” Without missing a beat, he said, “As I asked before, who would very much like you dead? Perhaps someone would receive great wealth if you and Lady Crosswick perished in a plane crash. Is that possible?”

			Philip leaned forward, elbows on his knees, the muscles in his neck taut. His eyebrows almost touched as his forehead furrowed. “Our son and his family are the beneficiaries of the Crosswick estate, and I assure you they are not suspects.”

			“Mais, non, certainement. But I understand you had some difficulty the last few months in Angleterre; is that not correct?”

			Sensing Philip’s anger building, Genevieve put a cautionary hand on her husband’s arm as he said, “Monsieur Boucher, that entire business in England was resolved and the person responsible is no longer a threat. There is no possibility the two situations could be linked. You’re sure the water in the fuel tank was done on purpose? Are you telling us it couldn’t be a simple mistake?”

			The investigator shrugged his shoulders. “There is always a possibility the refueler in Leeds made an error.” He tented his hands. “But it is unlikely.”

			Genevieve examined her manicured nails and pushed the cuticles back with her thumb. “The incident in Yorkshire had nothing to do with our wealth. At this point, I can’t imagine who would want to kill us, or why.”

			His pencil poised over a blank page in his small notebook, Monsieur Boucher asked, “What were the events at Wilmingrove Hall about?”

			Philip eased back against the sofa cushion. “Monsieur, my guess is you already know what happened at the Hall. You strike me as a man who doesn’t ask a question he hasn’t already answered.”

			Boucher’s grin squished his chubby cheeks up to his eyes. “My lord, you are très perspicace.”

			“Oh yes,” Genevieve chimed in. “Philip is nothing if not perceptive. But I doubt if our combined intuition will discern who wants us dead.”

			Boucher scooted forward in his chair, so his feet touched the floor. He wrote some notes in his scruffy notebook, then squinted at Philip and Genevieve. “My lord, my lady, why are you here?”

			Confused, Philip and Genevieve looked at each other then back at the investigator. “What do you mean, why are we here?” Philip asked, his head cocked to one side.

			“I mean what caused you to leave the safety of Wilmingrove Hall and come to Paris?”

			“That’s an interesting interpretation of what we did.” Philip’s anger simmered just below the surface.

			Genevieve glanced at his profile. His jaw tensed and his eyes narrowed.

			“With the resolution of what happened at the Hall, it never occurred to me Paris would be a dangerous proposition. What about you, G?”

			“I wouldn’t have thought so.”

			“I’m assuming you know about my recent inheritance.”

			Boucher nodded, “Uh, oui.”

			“I’m sure you also know we’ve been at the Crosswick family seat in Yorkshire since September. We’ve come to France, first to spend time at this property.” Philip offered a sweeping gesture around the salon. “While we’re here in Paris, we’ll get to know our art museum, the Laney Musée des Beaux-Arts. We’ll be working with Lillie Langdon, the executive director of the Laney Museum of Fine Arts Foundation that supports our two museums. We’ll determine if we need to make any changes in order to ensure the integrity of the collection and the foundation’s work. In fact, we’re meeting with her this afternoon at the musée. From here we’ll go to our vineyard in Saint-Émilion. Though everything appears to be well-run on paper, it’s easier to make those determinations in person.”

			Boucher scribbled in his notebook as Philip spoke. When the investigator said nothing, Philip continued.

			“Though we’ve read all the files on the vineyard staff, we haven’t met any of them. Most of the permanent employees have been with the vineyard for years. In fact, the managing director has been at Château Beaulieu for almost forty years. Is any of this helpful?”

			Boucher tapped his stubby pencil on the half-full page, then chewed his eraser. The only sound in the room came from a painted clock hanging between the French doors to the garden. The tick-tock of the swinging pendulum gave way to chimes announcing eleven o’clock.

			Genevieve slipped off her shoe and drew her leg up under her on the sofa. She looked at Philip, who was watching Boucher.

			Boucher jotted a note. “Hmm… almost forty years,” he said under his breath. At last, he flipped his notebook closed. “D’accord.” He stood, clicked his heels, and bobbed his head. “Merci beaucoup. I believe I have what I need for the moment.”

			“You do?” Surprised by his abrupt announcement, Genevieve stood and struggled to get her foot back into her shoe. “I don’t understand. What just happened? Do you think you know who put water in our fuel?”

			Boucher’s head bounced up and down like a bobblehead doll. “I may have une idée that perhaps will grow into something significant.”

			Still seated, Philip snorted, then asked, “Would you care to share your thoughts with us, Monsieur Boucher?”

			Putting his notebook back in his left pocket and his gnawed pencil in his right, the investigator said, “When I am a bit more certain of my theory, I shall be delighted to share it with you. I trust I may return as questions arise?”

			“Of course. We’ll help any way we can.” Still confused, Genevieve extended her hand. “Thank you, Monsieur Boucher.”

			“C’est mon plaisir, countess.”

			Philip was unwilling to let the investigator go without him offering at least a hint of what he was thinking. “Monsieur, s’il vous plaît. Do you have a specific idea who put water in the fuel, or do you just have a general hunch?”

			“Hunch. I like this word. Let us say I have a hunch that, if it proves correct, will lead us to a specific person. I will tell you one thing. I believe this mystery is tied to the art or perhaps to your vineyard.”

			Hugging herself, Genevieve rubbed her hands up and down her arms. “Hmm. I, um… Monsieur Boucher. Are you suggesting someone wants to steal our art or our wine, so they decided to kill us to make it easier?”

			“My lady, perhaps it is a bit more complicated. Maybe steal art, maybe take your vineyard, maybe protect their jobs.” Boucher shrugged. “I think each one is possible—a good start.”

			“Wow,” Philip said as he stood, towering over the investigator. “That sounds, as you French say, un peu fou; a little crazy.”

			Bucher flashed an impish grin. “I assure you, my lord, I am completely mad. But in this case, I am right. Now, if I may, I shall leave you. But I shall be in touch.” He headed for the door, then turned around. “In the meantime, please be cautious. I would like to solve the mystery before it becomes a fatal crime.” He nodded, scuttled down the gallery and out of the front door, leaving Philip and Genevieve gaping at each other.
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			THREE

			PHILIP AND GENEVIEVE waited for Lillie Langdon in a small conference room overlooking one of the museum galleries. When the door opened, she blew in like a breath of fresh air. Ballerina slim, she floated rather than walked. Her blond curls were piled high on her head, held with a single sterling silver clip, stray tendrils bouncing around her sculpted face.

			“Lillie, how wonderful to see you again.” Genevieve rose from a leather and chrome chair, a dramatic contrast to the elaborate nineteenth-century surroundings. She extended her hand, her eyes crinkling with an affectionate smile. From the moment they met four months ago in England, she had fallen in love with Lillie.

			“Lord and Lady Crosswick!” Lillie grabbed Genevieve’s hand in both of hers. “I can’t begin to tell you how happy I am you’re here. Since we talked at your fabulous party at Wilmingrove Hall, I couldn’t wait to get you to the Laney Musée des Beaux-Arts.” Lillie squeezed Genevieve’s hand. “And Lord Crosswick.” Lillie turned her radiance to Philip. “I’ve been so excited about showing off the LMBA and sharing all our plans, I couldn’t sleep last night.”

			“Genevieve and I want to hear everything.” Philip gave Lillie la bise, the traditional two-cheek French greeting. “But I insist you call us Philip and Genevieve.”

			As they took their seats around a small, round table, Genevieve jumped in. “Lillie, we have two things on our agenda. First, we want to hear all about your ideas for the future of the foundation. We’ve heard the most marvelous things about what you’ve already done. I’m wondering how you’ll top your past successes.” Genevieve scooted her chair closer and leaned forward, her elbows on the table. “We’ve heard about the exhibition two years ago where you combined paintings and sculptures of Degas’ dancers with the London Contemporary Dance Theatre and the Experimental Strings Ensemble.”

			“We read the reviews in The Times.” Philip smiled. “Brilliant, Lillie. Just brilliant.”

			“And what about the opening gala for ‘The Circus Through the Eyes of an Artist’, when you brought in performers from Cirque du Soleil to entertain the guests? Didn’t the gala sell out the first day?” Genevieve heard herself gushing but didn’t care.

			“As I recall, the event netted over two million pounds for the foundation.” Philip was impressed. “Do you think we can be that successful here in Paris?”

			“I do.” Her cheeks glowing from the praise, Lillie put up her hands. “But please, please,” she said. “This is too much. I want to leave room to dazzle you. If you’re overawed by my past accomplishments, it will be difficult to impress you in the future!” Her smile was irresistible.

			“Not to worry, Lillie.” Charmed by this sprite, Philip couldn’t help but gush a bit himself. “As you know, art is one of our great loves. Inheriting responsibility for the Laney Museum of Fine Arts in London, Laney Musée des Beaux-Arts de Paris, and the foundation is thrilling for us. I hope it doesn’t scare you when I tell you we want to become hands-on with the foundation and help any way we can.”

			“Which brings us to our second agenda item. Philip, tell Lillie what we want to accomplish.”

			“I can’t wait to hear.” Lillie straightened in her chair as Philip explained they didn’t know what the project should be, but they knew they wanted to reach and enrich as many lives as possible. And they wanted to get started immediately. “We’re thinking about something connecting art and children—art changing children’s lives or something like that.”

			“That’s smashing news,” Lillie beamed. “And a challenge. I love a challenge. We do have a remarkable program called the Children’s Art Forum already in place but let me gather my thoughts and I’ll give you some ideas of projects as soon as I think of something brilliant.”

			Lillie looked up and saw someone struggling through the glass door with a tray. “Aha.” She dashed across the room and pulled open the door for a young man bringing refreshments. “Lord and Lady Crosswick, this is Émile de Laudre, one of our interns. Émile is in his last year of the art history program at the Sorbonne.” Lillie motioned to a carved chest sitting along one wall of the conference room. “Émile, you can put the tray over there.”

			Close to six feet tall and rail thin, Émile could have just walked off a Paris runway. His luxurious mane was parted in the middle and waved to his chin. In contrast to his dark good looks, his heavy-lidded eyes were pale blue. A waist-cinching olive-green jacket topped narrow black trousers tucked into polished black ankle boots. His demeanor was not subtle. Everything about him shouted wealth, privilege, and ennui.

			“Bonjour,” Émile threw in Philip and Genevieve’s direction. He plunked the tray on the sideboard with a clatter that rattled the cups and French press. With a dramatic sigh, he looked at Lillie and said in French, “You asked for coffee; here it is,” and he sashayed out.

			“Oh my.” Genevieve was unsure what else to say.

			Philip’s brows arched. “Um, Lillie. That, um… that young man is a Musée des Beaux Arts intern?”

			“He is, Philip.” Lillie blew out a puff of air. “I assure you there is a good explanation.” She let silence fill the room.

			Genevieve leaned forward, her elbows on the table and her eyes on Lillie while Philip tipped his chair onto the back legs, folding his hands in his lap. He waited several beats before he said, “Well, are you going to share this explanation with us, or do you want us to guess?”

			“I thought I’d let the suspense build just a bit before sharing why this arrogant little tosser is filling a coveted spot at the museum when there are so many more deserving students. You see, his father is the Baron de Sézanne, one of the foundation’s biggest donors.”

			“Enough said.” Philip put his chair back on the floor, dropped his head back and studied the ceiling before turning his attention back to Lillie. “As I recall, the baron’s name has been at the top of our donor’s list for the last few years. Didn’t he become one of our patrons with a huge initial gift?”

			Lillie cocked her head. “If you call twenty-five million euros a huge gift, then I would have to say yes. As part of his patronage, he committed to an additional five million euros a year for ten years. This year marks the halfway point in his commitment. And he rather likes that Émile is an intern at the museum.”

			Her elbows still on the table and her hands pressed together, Genevieve tapped her fingertips on one another while she thought. “So, at this point, the baron has supported us to the tune of fifty million euros with another twenty-five on the horizon. Is that what you calculated, Philip?”

			“Yup,” Philip said, smiling at his wife. “And after hearing Émile’s sterling credentials, I’d say he’s our favorite intern, wouldn’t you, G?”

			Genevieve nodded. “I love everything about him, especially his winning attitude. Excellent job finding such an outstanding young man, Lillie.”

			“I live but to serve,” she said, rolling her violet eyes.

			With the
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