

  

    
      
    

  





  

    Money, Murder, Mayhem


			Money Murder Mayhem book is a great read!

			“Suspenseful, funny and lots of twists. Couldn’t put it down until I finished it. Never knew what was going to happen next. Can’t wait for the next book.” 

			Carol Abby, Amazon

			Medium rare!

			“Medium rare, as in perfectly prepared. A wonderful combination of compelling characters, witty banter, and intrigue that keeps the pages turning and leaves the reader anxiously anticipating the next installment. The perfect read for a dreary winter afternoon or a day at the beach!” 

			Gabe Holmes, Amazon

			Loved it!

			“Fabulous characters and an intriguing plot with suspenseful twists and turns. I can’t wait to see what happens next for Lord and Lady Crosswick in Art, Wine, and Crime!”

			Sue Hodges, Amazon

			A Great read!

			“Fun mystery, a charming family you wish you could join! Likable characters in a wonderful setting. Can’t wait to see what the future holds for Lord and Lady Crosswick!” 

			MAC, Amazon

			What a delightful book!

			“From the very beginning, I was so caught up in the story that I could not stop reading! Money, Murder, Mayhem checks all the boxes for a great movie, as well! I am anxiously awaiting Art, Wine, and Crime in France.” 

			G. Bowers, Amazon

			Many Twists and Unique Characters

			“Super loving couple Philip and Genevieve provide insight into becoming extremely wealthy suddenly in England. Owning an estate with a ghost and then having their closest friend nearly murdered changes their lives even more. Trying to be accepted into the life of being royalty while there is a murder investigation adds humor and excitement to the story…. Many twists and unique characters keep the mystery exciting.” 

			KSHYDOG, Goodreads

			Cannot put it down!

			“To me, the sign of a great book is when you come to the end of it and you want to know what happens next to the characters! That is how I felt after reading this book! I have to say that I am not a reader of mysteries, but Money, Murder, Mayhem held my attention all the way through…. The characters were so well developed that by the end of the book you felt like you knew them…. But best of all, Ms. Boerger is writing a sequel to this book and I can assure you that I will be among the first to buy it! Enjoy!” 

			Steven L. Amazon

			Agatha Christie couldn’t have done it better!

			“A delightful read with just the right mixture of humor and mystery. Can’t wait for the Warwick’s next adventure!” 

			Janice Daniel, Amazon

			Finished the book

			“WOW! Wish I could give this book ten stars. Author keeps the reader not only engaged but makes them feel like they are a part of the story line. Fantastic read!” 

			Debbie L. Campbell, Amazon

			“I love mysteries, and this one did not disappoint!

			“Greatly enjoyed this debut novel, and true to genre I was kept guessing as to whodunit until the secrets were revealed! Great and accurate descriptions of the English countryside and the trials, tribulations, and delights of inherited treasures! I liked getting to know these characters, they were quite obviously written and created with love and care, and I look forward to the next installment of the Crosswicks!” 

			Mark Haggerty, Amazon


    Art Wine and Crime


    			Great Characters!

			“I am a big fan of Tana’s first book and was waiting impatiently for the second. It did not disappoint! What I most appreciate in her 2 books is that—apart of the education I got on wine—Tana has a wonderful talent for development of the characters. She makes you want to come back for more to see how these people change and grow. I had the pleasure of meeting Tana at a book signing and her enthusiasm for writing was evident. I eagerly await her third book to see what happens to the main characters.” 

			Stephen L. Amazon

			 Amazing Read …

			“…This is the second installment in the Lord and Lady Crosswick Mysteries. Although technically a sequel, this book is strong enough to stand on its own. Boerger does an amazing job of answering any of the questions that may arise from not having read the first book.…Beautifully written and full of suspense. I hope there will be more to come from Lord and Lady Crosswick.”

			Kim Ward, Goodreads

			The adventure continues at a fast pace!

			“You will not be bored when you read this book! With exceptional art, wine and a little murder mystery thrown in, you will be anticipating the next book!” 

			G. Bowers, Amazon

			Riveting Read

			“This book grabs you right from the first page. Love how the characters interact and are developing. Look forward to book 3.”

			Booklover, Amazon

			C’est magnifique!

			“Thoroughly enjoyed Tana’s 2nd book. Never knew about giclee, counterfeit wine and la chanteuse, Zaz. Quelle merveilleuse lecture but it’s over so quickly. I hope the 3rd edition is coming soon!” 

			CLG, Amazon

			Fun Characters

			“Book 2 is a delight. Great characters follow the new Lord and Lady on their next journey to their wine estate. Mystery follows.

			Tazmania, Amazon
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    To my family: you have never tried to rein me in. Perhaps occasionally you should have, but I’m grateful you didn’t.
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    Prologue


    Tiny needles of ice pricked the back of his neck. He flipped up his collar and pulled it tight. Not even the wool scarf could keep the wind from cutting through his fine, black-worsted overcoat. His rasping breath was loud in his ears and he was grateful there were only a few steps from where he’d parked the black Mercedes to the entrance of Blain Lodge.


    Head down, he pushed on through the intensifying sleet and stepped over a patch of ice, hugging the package tighter inside his coat. Grunting as he heaved open the glass door, he was careful not to let the wind catch it. Even the warm air that kissed his cheeks as he stepped into the vestibule couldn’t thaw his icy anger. He unclutched his collar, pulled the gift box from his coat, then brushed frozen beads from each shoulder with a gloved hand.


    Eager to see the woman and take her to task, nerves churned his stomach. He wanted her to regret everything she had done to his family: the terror and chaos she had caused them to live under for weeks.


    He nodded to the prim woman behind a mahogany reception desk. She bobbed her head in response, spoke into the phone, and motioned to the lounge just off the foyer. He pushed through the heavy paneled doors into an elegant waiting room and walked to the wall of paned windows that overlooked a perfect lawn sloping down to the stone riding center. Sleet tapped against the windows, sending a shiver down his spine. He leaned forward, squinted, and watched a lithe figure stride up the path from the stables to the main building, head down against the freezing rain. Her snug breeches accentuated her long, elegant legs and she held the neck of her Barbour quilted riding jacket closed with a gloved hand. There was no question; it was she. Watching her enter the main building, his palms dampened and he took a deep breath as he waited for her to join him.


    He had told no one of the tongue-lashing he intended to give her. When he was finished with her, she would regret the anguish she had caused all of them. Of that, he was certain.
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    ONE


    From the stone walls lining the allée to the front door decked with evergreen swags and a holly wreath, Château Beaulieu was dazzling and dressed for a holiday wedding.


    Duncan glanced at his wrist where his Rolex usually told him the time, but it was bare. “Damn!” he cursed under his breath. “I must have left my watch on the dresser.”


    Checking the time on his phone, he saw he was running late and turned his long stride into a lope. He rapped three loud knocks on the door to his father’s study before opening it. His smile broadened at the bride’s entourage bustling, primping, smoothing, adjusting, and organizing themselves to walk down the aisle.


    “Ten minutes to show time, ladies,” he said. “Is everyone ready?”


    “I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.” Fighting back a happy tear, the bride grabbed her daughter’s hand, lacing her fingers through Olivia’s, and squeezed.


    “Ouch!” Feeling a pinch, Olivia lifted Becca’s hand and saw the offending ring, a square-cut ruby Becca had been given years ago. “Don’t you think you should take this off? You don’t want it to compete with your wedding ring” Olivia smiled at her mother, arching a teasing brow.


    Becca glanced at the jewel that held generational history. “I suppose that’s a good idea. This represents my past and I’m heading into my future.” As she tugged, the ring resisted, so she slid her finger into her mouth. When she tried again, it slipped over her knuckle with ease.


    “Give it to me,” Olivia said. “I’ll take care of it.” She took the precious heirloom from her mother and smiled to herself.


    “I’ll be back in ten, ladies.” Duncan left the salon of chattering beauties and made his way to the orangerie where guests from England, France, and the US gathered to witness the marriage of Sir David Spencer Frederick Weatherington of the United Kingdom and Rebecca Harris Conway of the United States, a union of two people with a long, rocky history, but a promising future.


    As the wedding guests anticipated the start of the ceremony, their excitement began to build. The orangerie was decked to perfection—fanciful but sophisticated and filled with the fragrance from Douglas fir boughs swagged around the room. A string quartet played Vivaldi’s popular “The Four Seasons”, setting the mood for a high-energy, elegant event. Every guest held a flute sparkling with Champagne, and spirited voices full of laughter swirled around the salon.


    Mrs. MacIntosh, the house manager from Wilmingrove Hall, the Warwick’s family seat in Yorkshire, drained her glass. As she licked a drop of Champagne from her lips, Wallace, the Hall’s butler and her long-time friend, put his flute on the sideboard and plucked the crystal from her hand. He strode toward the bar at the far end of the orangerie where several people waited for drinks. Seeing the crowd, he walked out into the hallway and into the kitchen where he exchanged the empty glass for a filled flute sitting on a silver tray, waiting to be delivered to thirsty guests. He nodded to the chef, who returned the courtesy.


    Barely breaking his stride, he swept through the kitchen door and back into the hall, where, in the middle of the corridor, Olivia squatted next to Cooper, the Warwick family dog, fluffing and fiddling with the blue bow around the pup’s neck. Her violet eyes rounded at the sight of Wallace before they narrowed to slits. She stood, blocking Wallace’s way, and he stopped abruptly. Champagne sloshed over the sides of the crystal and streamed onto his fingers.


    “Wallace,” she said, more like a challenge than a greeting.


    “Miss Conway,” he returned, his voice cool. “Shouldn’t you be with the bridesmaids?” He glanced at his watch. “The ceremony is about to begin.”


    Images of Olivia out of control and murderous at Wilmingrove Hall just a year ago flashed through his mind. From the moment he saw her yesterday when he and Mrs. MacIntosh arrived at Château Beaulieu, he’d been unable to tamp the gnawing fear that Olivia was here to agitate, at the very least. And if, as Shakespeare said, the past was prologue, it would not surprise him if her intention was to torment someone—or, perhaps, everyone.


    She leaned over and adjusted Cooper’s bow one last time before fixing the elegant butler with a sweet smile. “Of course, Wallace. I should go. But,” she tilted her head to the side, “they won’t start without me, will they?” Though her lips tilted upward, the corners of her mouth were pulled tight. With her chin high, she turned and sauntered back toward Philip’s study, Cooper trotting at her side.


    He shook his head at the beautiful young woman’s retreating back. She was up to no good, he feared. But maybe he was wrong. He strode back through the door into the orangerie, buzzing with anticipation of the wedding about to begin. He swept up his glass from the sideboard just where he had left it, and searched the crowd for Mrs. MacIntosh. When he saw her across the room, his heart gave a little flutter and he began to weave his way through the crowd.


    “Aha, here he is,” Mrs. MacIntosh said, accepting the glass he held out to her. “You were gone a while. What took you so long?” Her eyebrow arched into the salt-and-pepper wave of hair that dipped onto her forehead.


    Wallace leaned close to her ear. “I ran into that horrible Conway girl. I know she’s up to absolutely no good.”


    A quiet chuckle gurgled in her throat and she shook her head at Wallace. “Will you never forgive Olivia? She seems to me to be trying very hard to overcome her demons.” She slipped her hand through the crook of his arm. “I see Alex with his gong.” She smiled across the room at the handsome young man. “Let’s go find our seats,” she said, and tugged on his arm. They strolled over to where they had been told to sit, in seats reserved for the family, and nestled in.


    As if he had been waiting for the pair to settle, Cooper trotted to where Wallace sat and stretched out by his chair. Wallace reached down to scratch the well-brushed pup behind the ear and was surprised to feel metal and heavy paper against his wrist. He looked down at Cooper’s neck and rooted between the loops of his blue bow. When he parted the ribbon, a watch face caught the candlelight flickering on the candelabras lining the aisle. A red smear slashed across the crystal of the Rolex, which was tied to a heavy linen notecard. He turned the card so he could see the words and drew a sharp breath as he read the bloody scrawl. 


    [image: ]


    Surprised to hear Wallace’s gasp, Mrs. MacIntosh leaned into him. “What’s the matter?”


    “Nothing, Bertie. Nothing that won’t wait until later,” he said under his breath, just as nine-year-old Alex began to move through the orangerie, striking his small brass gong.


    “Everyone! Everyone!” he called out with confidence, commanding the attention of the group. “The wedding is about to begin,” he said, urging people to be seated. With that job completed, he ran back to the vestibule where the bride’s party was ready and stepped into the line just behind his sister, seven-year-old Ella, and in front of three attendants: his mother, Julia; his beautiful grandmother, Genevieve; and Becca’s daughter, Olivia. Though she was a troubled young woman working through her issues at a psychiatric clinic in York, England, Becca was elated Olivia could be with her on this significant day.


    Keeping his fingers entwined in Cooper’s silky blond fur, Wallace felt the card again and glanced down to confirm what he had seen. The message was clear to him and he was almost certain he knew who had written it. He gave Cooper a pat and tried to drag himself back to the beautiful ceremony about to take place, but his head throbbed with the knowledge that someone might be planning to harm the Warwick family. That, he simply couldn’t allow.


    The pendulum on the brass Morbier clock swung to the left, pushing the long hand to the top of the hour, and four chimes rang out. David stepped into his place on the right side of an arch draped in holly berries, evergreens, and tiny sparkling lights, next to his best man, Philip Warwick, the 13th Earl of Crosswick. David’s eyes were glued to the paneled doors through which his future was about to walk.


    Watching the ceremony unfold, beads of perspiration slicked Wallace’s forehead. His tuxedo shirt suddenly felt too tight, and he stuck his finger in the neck and pulled it away from his throat. As he downed the last of his Champagne, he felt Mrs. MacIntosh’s eyes on him and did his best to smile.


    The string quartet slid from Vivaldi into Delibes’ stunning chorus from “Duo des Fleurs”. As two sopranos hit the first soaring notes, the double doors to the vestibule opened.


    Ella paused, as she had been schooled. Twisting in their seats, every guest watched as the little beauty in an indigo velvet gown counted under her breath. Her curly hair was bunched atop her head, with jasmine blossoms intertwined and a few wispy ringlets tickling her neck. She clutched a sterling silver basket filled with coral rose petals and, on the count of five, she took her first step into the room as the music swelled. She walked slowly up the aisle formed by one hundred guests seated in petit point-covered chairs, smiled at her audience, and dropped rose petals one at a time. Five steps behind her, Alex held the ring pillow high and steady, looking older than his nine years in a small version of his father’s black tuxedo. He was followed by the three beautiful attendants, beaming as they made their way down the aisle.


    And then came the bride. When Becca stepped into the doorway, David heard a low “aaaah” murmur through the room, and his eyes misted as every guest stood. Heads swiveled between David and Becca, his eyes blinking back tears, her smile radiant.


    For several seconds she paused, standing between her two brothers: Conner classically handsome and James boyishly charming. But she was the star, dressed to shine in deep periwinkle that matched her eyes. A bateau neckline sat high on her collarbone then dipped midway down her back. A close-fitting bodice with long, tight sleeves gave way to a billowing skirt filled with every color of a winter sunset: pinks, oranges, and icy blues. Then she began her walk down the aisle, her blonde blunt-cut hair swinging with each step. When she arrived at the arch, she kissed each of her brothers on the cheek before they left her side to sit with their spouses. Becca stepped forward, handed Ella her bouquet made of a single blue hydrangea and a short trail of ivy and ribbons, then turned to face David. The music hushed to its glorious last notes and there was silence.


    Duncan stood tall and imposing in front of the bride and groom, a dazzling blend of his parents, Philip and Genevieve Warwick. “As everyone knows,” he began in a clear voice, “it’s taken David and Becca over twenty years to get to where they’re standing today.” A low rumble of agreement rippled through the audience. “This gathering of people who have traveled from near and far to be with them is a celebration of that journey, right?”


    Several people offered a quiet “right”.


    “You can do better than that,” Duncan’s voice demanded. “I said, this ceremony is a joyous celebration, right?”


    This time, the crowd exploded, yelling “right,” clapping and whooping. Alex and Ella jumped up and down, David threw his fist in the air, and Becca laughed as she turned to look out at the guests.


    “Good job.” Duncan took Becca’s hand and placed it in David’s. “I believe you two have things you want to say to each other.” He stepped back.


    David looked out at the glowing faces of the people he considered family. A lump rose in his throat and tears stung his eyes. When he turned back to Becca she was beaming at him and he was ready.


    “My darling girl, we have known each other for many years. We have traveled roads together and separately that have led us to this very moment, this moment when I choose you. I choose you to be by my side until we are very old, but never decrepit.” He smiled at the crowd and was rewarded with laughs. When the noise died down, he continued. “I will love you, support you, and cherish you for the rest of my life. You are my everything.” He raised her hand to his lips and kissed it. “Your turn,” he said with relief.


    Becca’s strong voice rang out. “David, my love, I am the luckiest woman on the planet. Against all logic I’m standing here with my hand in yours, ready to spend the rest of my life with you.” Her eyes grew cloudy as she looked deeper into David’s. “I promise a life filled with laughing and crying, building and growing, arguing and making up. I promise to fill your life with romance, and I promise to love you forever. To quote a wise woman,” she smiled at Genevieve, “ours is a romance that was forged in fire and will smolder forever.” Tears trickled down her blushing cheeks.


    In the audience, Mrs. MacIntosh dabbed her eyes. Sitting next to her, Wallace reached for her hand, squeezed it, swiped a tear from his cheek, and patted Cooper. There were few dry eyes in the orangerie.


    Duncan said the magic words, “With that, I now pronounce you husband and wife,” and David took Becca’s face in his hands, gazed at her for a moment, then leaned down and pressed his lips to hers.


    The crowd stood and applauded, and the quartet struck up a string version of the Beatles’ “All You Need is Love” as the couple moved into the crowd to hugs, kisses, slaps on the back, and well-wishes.


    “Bertie, sit back down will you, please?” Wallace heard his voice quiver as he spoke.


    “Something’s wrong, isn’t it? I knew it.” She sat on the edge of her chair and rested her folded hands in her lap. Her knee bumped up and down under the long navy-blue skirt of her gown. “Well?” she said, looking up at Wallace, waiting for him to reveal his news.


    Still holding Cooper by his bow, Wallace sat again and guided the dog from his side around to Mrs. MacIntosh. The pup put his head on Bertie’s lap and looked up at her with happy brown eyes. “Cooper, you sweet thing,” Mrs. MacIntosh cooed, leaning over to ruffle the fur on his neck.


    “Go a little deeper,” Wallace said.


    “What?” Bertie swiveled her head to look at Wallace.


    He gave his chin an upward jerk. “Go on. Dig into the bow.”


    Two deep lines wedged between her brows and she stared at Wallace for several seconds before looking back at Cooper, his long tail wafting back and forth. Unsure what to expect, she danced her fingertips along the top of the ribbon loops.


    “Bertie,” Wallace hissed. “Feel down in the bow.” Exasperated, he covered Mrs. MacIntosh’s hand and pushed it into the center of the ribbon. “There. What do you feel?”


    As Cooper watched on, his tongue hanging to the side of his mouth, looking as if he were grinning, she felt the cold metal of the Rolex and the rigid thickness of the notecard. “What in the world?” She parted the loops to reveal the watch and paper.


    Expecting a message of good wedding wishes, when Bertie saw the bloody scrawl, she jerked her hand back.


    “Oh my word,” was all she could say. “Oh my word,” she repeated.


    But when she looked up at Wallace, her eyes were filled with all the emotions she couldn’t speak: confusion, fear, anger. “What is this all about? What are you going to do?” she hissed, then shook her head, continuing: “What are we going to do?”


    “I’ve had the entire wedding to think about the correct course of action and I believe I should wait until the festivities are over to share this with Lord and Lady Crosswick.”


    Expecting an argument from Mrs. MacIntosh, Wallace was surprised when she said, “I think that is absolutely the right thing to do. We don’t want to spoil Sir David and Ms. Conway’s lovely day.” She untied the watch and card. She tucked the watch into her evening bag, stood, and smoothed the wrinkles from her skirt. She handed the card to Wallace. “Put that in your inside pocket and we’ll deal with this unpleasant situation this evening when everyone has left. I just hope I can contain myself until then.”


    “I know what you mean. It’s unnerving to have this secret.” Pleased to have an ally, he did as he was told then patted his right lapel, feeling the card in his tuxedo pocket. “You know, Bertie, I don’t know what I would do without you.”


    “I know,” she said, with a little wink that brought heat to his cheeks. She slipped her hand through the crook of his arm and gave him a shove with her hip. “We’d better get in there. We don’t want to miss anything,” she said, and they followed Cooper, who trotted ahead of them.


    The wedding party and guests had made their way to the Château dining room. All the colors in Becca’s dress were reflected around the room. On the sideboard, the head table, and in the center of the ten circular guest tables, ivy, jasmine, peonies and hydrangeas entwined soaring candelabras. Only candlelight lit the room, splashing off every surface.


    Wallace and Mrs. MacIntosh found their place cards at a table where eight other guests were already seated and engaged in lively conversation. The newcomers walked around the table greeting those they knew and introducing themselves to guests they had not yet met, when they arrived at a sixty-something woman who, it appeared, had never met an injectable she didn’t love. Her brows arched in permanent surprise, her skin stretched taut over ping-pong ball cheeks, and her lips were like tiny pillows beneath her blood-red lipstick.


    With his hand on the small of Bertie’s back, Wallace made an elegant introduction. “Good evening. I don’t believe we have met. I am Reginald Wallace and this is my dear friend Alberta MacIntosh.” He inclined his head and was about to extend his hand when the woman screeched and threw her arms around his neck.


    “Wallace! Mrs. MacIntosh!” She gave him la bise, kissing first one cheek then the other, then did the same to Bertie. “I am Elise Beaufoy, an intimate of Lord and Lady Crosswick. We have never met, mais je sens que nous sommes de vieux amis! I am so sorry! En anglais! I feel we are old friends. I know all about the two of you. Oohlala. I have wanted to meet you for such a long time. You must sit here.” She patted the chair next to her, which was occupied by her husband.


    Much to Wallace and Mrs. MacIntosh’s embarrassment, Michel Beaufoy stood, looked at the person next to him and shrugged as if to say, “what can we do?” And so it went, with everyone shifting to the right until they got to Bertie and Wallace’s empty seats. For the entire dinner, they were captives.


    When it appeared everyone was seated, Philip Warwick, the 13th Earl of Crosswick and patriarch of the House of Crosswick, stood at one end of the head table, raised his Champagne glass, and tapped it with his fork. It took several tries for the din to quiet, but finally each face turned toward the master of Château Beaulieu. He looked to the opposite end of the table and held out his hand. Genevieve, his wife of forty years, stood and walked behind the seated wedding party, stopping to kiss a cheek, squeeze a shoulder, or whisper a private word in an ear. When she arrived at Philip’s end of the table, she leaned into him and kissed his lips. The crowd applauded and she offered them a sly smile and a coy nod, then began.


    “You two,” she said and shook a finger at David and Becca. “You two have defied the odds. What Philip and I wish for you on this journey is that you wake every day exhilarated to be with each other, thrilled to see what the day holds and how you can support each other through it. When the days are exciting and glorious, celebrate them. When the days are dark and difficult, hold each other tightly. But whatever you encounter along the way, cherish each other, always.”


    Not missing a beat, Philip carried on. “It seems impossible, but a year ago,” he swept his gaze around the room, “few of us knew each other. In those twelve months, not only did everyone in this room become friends, but we became family, as well.


    “Château Beaulieu is a world Genevieve and I never imagined we’d be a part of, but here we are. Like Wilmingrove Hall, our family seat, Château Beaulieu is part of the great history of our family. And, like the soil here at the Château, this family,” he gestured to everyone at the table, “is full of grit and will continue to hold fast the roots of the Laney clan. Duncan, Julia, Alex, and Ella are the future and the next heartbeat of Château Beaulieu. How fitting that tonight, we celebrate two new beginnings: the start of David and Becca’s new life together and Duncan and Julia taking the helm at Château Beaulieu. We wish you all a glorious odyssey.” Philip raised his glass toward the bride and groom. “To David and Becca: may you always be awed by each other. If you are, every day will be an adventure. And to Duncan and Julia: embrace the challenge, love the journey, and always trust in the process. If you do those three things, Château Beaulieu will flourish for many generations to come and David and Becca will always have a place to celebrate their anniversaries.”


    Everyone stood and “Santé” rang out from all the family and the friends who had become part of that family.


    As he sat down, Wallace pressed his hand to feel the notecard in his pocket and the words flashed through his mind. He leaned into Bertie and whispered in her ear, “No one had better try to undermine this family or they’ll have me to answer to.”


    He glanced from table to table, studying each elegant man and woman in the room. He was quite sure he knew who was responsible for the disturbing message and, as his gaze settled on the head table, his eyes lingered on one person. He would be watching carefully until he could confirm his suspicion.


    “A penny for your thoughts.” He felt Mrs. MacIntosh’s warm breath on his cheek as she leaned over and whispered in his ear.


    A chuckle bubbled from his throat. “I was just speculating about who did the unpleasant deed.” He patted his pocket again. “You know,” he said, raising his brows.


    “Of course I know,” she shot back. “I may be getting older by the minute, but I haven’t lost my memory completely. Try to put it out of your mind until we talk to Lord and Lady Crosswick.”


    “That’s a tall order, Bertie, but I’ll do my best.”


    “I know,” she said. “But we decided there was nothing to be done until later. If you’re not careful, you’re going to spend all evening lost in your thoughts and miss this lovely event.”


    “You’re right, of course,” he said, offering the best smile he could muster. He patted her hand then turned to Elise Beaufoy, who was chattering on about something of little interest to him.


    With the last course of the sumptuous wedding feast served and eaten, guests began to drift back into the orangerie, which had been transformed from the site of David and Becca’s ceremony into a magical world of holly trees, fairy lights, and music.


    For their first dance, Becca had changed into a figure-hugging black dress with a thigh-high slit. For weeks, she and David had been taking dance lessons and were about to show off their newly honed skill as the trio played “Mi Confesion,” a sultry accompaniment to the sensual steps of the Argentine tango. The crowd cleared the dance floor as the couple held each other in a close embrace, leaning into one another so their legs could move freely. As the music began, David and Becca locked eyes. David took a step forward and Becca ran her foot up the inside of his leg.


    “Oohlala,” rippled through the onlookers.


    Lost in the sensuous music and moves of the tango, it was a long moment before Wallace felt the discomfort of being watched. When at last he turned to see whose eye might be on him, he looked directly into Olivia’s frosty stare. And, though he pulled his attention back to David and Becca immediately, he could feel Olivia’s eyes boring into him.


    The crowd gasped and cheered as the beat drove the dancers around the circle in a smooth glide, with Becca’s legs whipping in and out of David’s. Olivia stared at Wallace and he stared at the couple. The pulse in his temple matched the beat of the music and the tension built, throbbing in his head until David and Becca twirled three times, froze in place and Wallace thought his head would explode.


    Becca slid her foot seductively down the outside of David’s thigh. She held his gaze, heat searing the space between them, then, as the musicians played their final notes, she took his face in her hands and slowly, slowly drew his lips to hers.


    The crowd erupted. Stomps and whistles of appreciation rewarded David and Becca’s seductive performance and Wallace nearly collapsed from the release of the pent-up tension.


    Wallace looked back to where Olivia had been but she was nowhere to be seen.


    Exhilarated, bride and groom twirled, swept into a dramatic bow, then bowed again as the applause surged and finally waned. With the wedding couple’s dance complete, guests poured onto the dance floor, refilled their drinks, and clustered into chattering, laughing groups. The elegant atmosphere during the ceremony and dinner had morphed into a joyous party and guests moved in and out of noisy groups, picking up threads of conversation, tossing in a jovial word then moving on to the next laughing clutch of friends.


    In the midst of all the music and the din of merrymakers, Cooper wandered from group to group getting a pat here, a scratch behind the ear there, until he spied two faces he knew. Trotting toward David and Becca, his long blond coat swayed and his tail wagged until he arrived and sat at their feet, the jaunty blue bow making him look like a gift.


    From nearby, Wallace saw the newlyweds smile at Cooper’s surprise visit. He held his breath as Becca squatted to give him a cuddle and ruffle the fur on his neck. When he heard her say, “Cooper, you darling boy,” Wallace exhaled, confident there had been no more surprises buried in the dog’s ribbon. With that assurance, he decided to take Bertie’s advice. He’d do his best to enjoy the rest of the evening before sharing the nasty business of the note.


    He glanced around the room and felt a happy glow when he saw Mrs. MacIntosh standing with a group near the dance floor. He crossed the room and stood just behind her until she felt his presence.


    “Reg,” she said, surprised. “How long have you been standing there?”


    “Just a moment,” he said. “Is there any chance you would like to take a turn on the dance floor?”


    The wording was old-fashioned, but the invitation was welcome. “Absolutely,” she said, taking his arm before he could have second thoughts.


    They sidled between twirling, wiggling, jiggling dancers until they found a space to stand. With enough distance between them for Wallace to feel proper, he put his right hand on the small of Mrs. MacIntosh’s back and held up his left for her to slip her palm into his.


    “Wallace,” she said laughing and scooting back another few inches. “This is not a waltz and this is not a tea dance.” She bounced her shoulders to the band’s rendition of ABBA’s “Money, Money, Money”.


    How appropriate, Wallace thought, moving his hips slightly, and trying to appear as if he knew what he was doing.


  




  

    [image: Image]

    TWO


    With the music loud and the mood boisterous, Genevieve pulled Becca into a bear hug. “I’m so glad you wanted to have your wedding here at Château Beaulieu. What a wonderful day this has been, don’t you think?” She looked around the circle where three of the four Warwick family members and their two closest friends had gathered amidst music, dancing, laughter, and people they loved. “Didn’t Ella and Alex do a spectacular job?” she said with grandmotherly pride.


    One of her great joys this year had been to have their son, Duncan, his wife, Julia, and their children decide to live at Château Beaulieu. After the vineyard’s general manager died, Philip and Genevieve were thrilled when Duncan suggested he and his family take over the running of the Château and its revered vineyard.


    Two years ago, David Weatherington, chief executor of the estate of Jonathon William Wallace Laney, the 12th Earl of Crosswick, had located and secured Philip as the heir to the House of Crosswick with its vast holdings and title. David, Philip, and Genevieve instantly became fast friends. And with Becca’s reintroduction into David’s life, they had all grown to be as close as family. Last year, they had weathered Becca’s daughter Olivia’s murderous intentions and, now that she seemed to be coming out the other side, they were thrilled for Becca that she might be getting her daughter back.


    David planted a loud kiss on Genevieve’s cheek, flushed from the warmth of the room and several glasses of Champagne. “Everything has been absolutely brilliant, Genevieve. We can never thank you and Philip enough for this extraordinary beginning to our married life.” He interlaced his fingers with Becca’s and kissed her forehead.


    “Look at Olivia.” Duncan pointed into the throng of bobbing, dipping dancers. “She looks like she’s having a great time.”


    Becca and Duncan scanned the dance floor until they lasered in on Olivia. They watched her head bounce up and down as her high, blonde ponytail whipped back and forth. Becca felt a surge of optimism as she watched her daughter move her hips and pump her arms in rhythm with the drums of the dance band that had taken over from the tango trio. Olivia’s partner, a lanky, stylish Parisian boy, had moves that could only have been cultivated by hours on the dance floors of Paris’s best clubs. They danced together. They danced apart. They teased and laughed, wiggled and twirled, until, at last, the music stopped. They were two young people enjoying good music and a good time.


    “We’re very proud of Olivia,” David said, hoping he sounded convincing. “She’s really doing well in her recovery.”


    “God, I hope you’re right,” her mother said, with less conviction.


    David put his arm around Becca’s shoulders and pulled her to him. “Darling, the fact that she’s been moved from a secure floor to the open residential floor at Blain Lodge tells us she’s made enormous progress.”


    Becca tilted her pretty face with its delicate features so she looked into her husband’s eyes. “And it’s a very good sign that Dr. Morgan’s allowing her to spend time here at Château Beaulieu over the holidays,” she said, with all the certainty she could muster. But she kept her eyes on her daughter, who was flushed from dancing and fanning herself with her hand while she and Émile waited for the next song. “They seem to be having fun.” She allowed herself to smile.


    “Ah, to be twenty-one again!” Genevieve laughed, knowing she wouldn’t turn back the clock for anything. She loved her life just as it was.


    “What about Émile? How is he doing?”


    “Are you asking because of his high jinks with our Jackson Pollock when the little prankster tried to extort five million euros from us?” Genevieve’s eyes were wide with mock surprise.


    Becca barked a laugh. “Since he’s getting cozy with my daughter, who is trying to work her way out of a criminal conviction, I guess I am.”


    Less than a year ago, Philip and Genevieve had taken Émile under their wing after he had committed what he considered a prank and Lord and Lady Crosswick had considered an attempt at grand larceny. After Émile’s father begged the Warwicks to allow his son to work at their vineyard rather than go to prison, Philip and Genevieve agreed if he promised to work hard and do everything asked of him, they would give him a chance. If he did not, it was back to Paris and straight to prison. And they had been rewarded. Émile was not only growing into a valuable member of the vineyard staff, but he was becoming a part of the Warwick family as well.


    Duncan searched the crowd and when he finally saw his father, he caught his eye and waved him over.


    As the band bounced its way into Wilson Pickett’s “Land of 1000 Dances”, Philip snaked his way through the throng of guests swarming on the dance floor. He paused to twirl Madame Morier, the commanding head of their Avenue Foch Château in Paris, then passed her into the arms of Becca’s brother, James. He stopped and gave Mrs. MacIntosh a hip bump and a smile before emerging from the crowd.


    With his hands in his pockets, he sauntered toward the little group filled with people he loved.


    “Where have you been, Philip?” Julia sparkled, keeping beat to the music by bouncing in place.


    “I was just in the kitchen thanking Lizette and her staff for doing such a wonderful job today.”


    Duncan grinned at his wife. “Julia, my darling, it looks to me as if you’re ready to get out on the dance floor.”


    “What was your first clue?” She batted her lashes at him and pumped her shoulders in time
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