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			ONE

			“What would you change about your life if you could pick anything?” Michael Findley asked, looking around the lavish dining table at his ten dinner guests.

			“I want to go first! I want to go first!” A well-maintained, sixty-something woman fluttered her hand in the air, light bouncing off her ten-carat diamond.

			“Tell us, Madeline, what would you change?”

			She dabbed her napkin on either side of her mouth, then said, “I’d marry my second husband first!” She beamed at an attractive, much younger man sitting across from her, and blew him a kiss.

			The table erupted in howls of laughter.

			Conrad Reston, founder of the most successful law firm in the state, tapped his spoon on his wine goblet. The pretty tinkling caught everyone’s attention.

			“Okay, Conrad. The floor’s yours.”

			“That’s easy.” The elegant septuagenarian arched a white brow. “Instead of working a hundred hours a week for the last thirty years to build a law firm that sucks the life out of me, I’d inherit my wealth!”

			That drew a round of applause from the group of hard-working, successful diners.

			Michael pointed to the other end of the table. “Go on, Philip, tell us, what would you change about your life?

			Philip Warwick thought for several seconds, shrugged, and said, “Absolutely nothing.”

			The other guests hooted and booed; several threw their wadded napkins across the table at Philip’s head.

			Looking at her husband, Genevieve, his wife of forty years, blushed like a bride and grinned with pleasure.

			“I can’t imagine a better life than I live.” He tilted his head. “Genevieve and I have a terrific son, a smart, loving daughter-in-law, and two hilarious grandkids. As entrepreneurs, we’ve worked our butts off and had our share of struggles, but that’s been half the fun. We laugh a lot, rarely argue anymore, and we’re still crazy about each other.” His eyes caught Genevieve’s. “Does it get any better than that?”

			“If I had your life, I wouldn’t change anything either,” said James Wallard, one of Philip’s oldest friends. James’ stunning trophy wife, Lauren, sat next to Philip. She was thirty-two, more than three decades younger than Philip’s wife, but with none of Genevieve’s elegance. After forty years of marriage, Philip was still in awe of ‘G,’ as he had called her from the night they’d met at university. She was a second-year law student, he was about to complete his master’s degree in art history. As he loved to say, “I married my trophy wife first!”

			Now, seven hours later, Genevieve squinted, eyes reduced to slits. Having drunk her fair share of Champagne the night before, the reflection of the sun glancing off countless tiny waves on the lake was brutal. She leaned her thumping head back on the chaise and tilted her face toward the rising sun’s warmth. The breeze coming off the water ruffled her hair, and a wisp tickled her nose. 7:30 a.m. It would be an hour before Philip stirred, too long to wait for coffee. Where was the butler when you needed him? Even as she mused about how difficult her life was without a manservant, her ears caught the sound of grinding coffee beans. She pried open her left eye. Through the window from the deck, she saw a lanky shadow moving about the kitchen. Grateful that her prayers had been answered, she hummed softly. She still thrilled at the sight of her husband. Though he wasn’t a proper butler, he certainly was a handsome houseboy.

			Genevieve teetered on the edge of a shallow dream in which Philip floated from the kitchen, took her hand, and handed her a steaming mug. The aroma of the brew was enticing, and it was only when Philip’s lips brushed her forehead that she realized the coffee in her dream was on the glass table next to her. She sensed Philip lowering himself into the chair beside her.

			“Good morning, pretty girl.”

			With effort, she opened her eyes to see Philip’s lopsided smile. She chuckled and reached for her mug. “The service here is pretty good”.

			“Happy to take care of all your needs, Ma’am.” He winked and fluttered his eyebrows.

			Their deck was the perfect place to enjoy the early-morning quiet. A heron strutted along the water’s edge, stopping to look for a fishy breakfast. The home they had created suited them. Warm and inviting, it overlooked water and the endless green of a golf course.

			Ceiling fans stirred the air, rustling geraniums in their yellow pots.

			Philip stretched his long legs onto the ottoman and angled his face to the morning sun. “What did you think of Leslie’s new face?” he asked without a trace of humor.

			“Wow!” Genevieve said. “She got her money’s worth! Who does she remind you of now?”

			Philip knitted his brow. “Joan Rivers in a wind tunnel?”

			Genevieve struggled to keep coffee from spraying out of her nose. She gulped then coughed before snorting out a laugh. As she pulled a tissue from her pocket to wipe her eyes, Philip’s phone rang. He glanced at his watch. Eight o’clock on a Sunday morning. He pressed ‘accept,’ answering the unknown number.

			“Philip Warwick. Yes. Yes.” Silence.

			Genevieve tensed. A call so early on a Sunday screamed “emergency,” but Philip showed no signs of concern, just interest.

			After a few minutes he said, “Let me talk to my wife, make a couple of calls…Of course.”

			She studied Philip’s face for any sign of what the call might be, but it gave nothing away.

			Philip listened; his forehead furrowed. “Yes. Yes. I understand, but it’s critical to confirm all this.

			Genevieve strained to hear but couldn’t make out any words. Should she be worried about their son, Duncan, his wife, Julia, their grandchildren Alexander, and Ella?

			“Sure, as soon as the package arrives.”

			What package? Genevieve shoved herself from the chaise and began to pace back and forth on the deck, becoming more agitated by the second.

			Minutes ticked by, punctuated by Philip’s mumbles and nods. “Of course. Of course. I can verify all this with your New York office.”

			Genevieve tried to make eye contact with Philip, raising her eyebrows in a question. He ignored her. “This is quite a lot to take in.”

			Genevieve suppressed a groan of frustration. What is a lot to take in?!

			At last, Philip said, “Let me make sure I have this right. You say he died ten months ago?”

			Genevieve gasped. Who died? She couldn’t believe Philip’s detached expression.

			“And you’ve been looking for the heir since then?”

			Genevieve stood frozen, listening to the clues, trying to piece it all together.

			“It sounds like a fantasy or more like a scam. Is the estate significant enough to warrant such a search?”

			She crossed the deck to Philip’s side, signaling for him to tell her what was going on.

			At last, he looked at her. Surprise crossed his face as he suddenly remembered she was there. “I see. I see. Really?... Hmmm. Really? Just a minute. Let me put you on speaker phone. My wife will want to hear this.”

			Philip pressed the speaker icon and put the phone on the table between them. “Genevieve, this is David Weatherington. He’s calling from England, and he works for a law firm. Mr. Weatherington, tell Genevieve what you just told me.”

			“Good morning, Ms. Warwick. Or I should say, Lady Crosswick.”

			Genevieve’s eyes widened. “What do you mean, Lady Crosswick? Why would you call me that?”

			“Give Mr. Weatherington a chance to explain, G.” Philip put his hand on her knee.

			“Lady Crosswick, last November Jonathon Laney died. He was the 12th Earl of Crosswick, and also your husband’s distant cousin on his mother’s side.” Genevieve gave Philip a quizzical look, shaking her head as she listened to David Weatherington’s posh accent. She stood and as Weatherington told his story, she wandered to a pot of geraniums, and started deadheading the old blossoms.

			“He had no children and, it turns out, your husband is his closest living relative. Jonathon Laney was one of the richest men in England. Since his death, executors at Holmes Fitch Smythson Morrow have been confirming Mr. Warwick’s identity and legal right to this inheritance.”

			“Inheritance?” Genevieve’s attention whipped from the spent geraniums to the voice on the phone.

			“More than £990,000,000, plus several properties.”

			Genevieve’s look of shock met Philip’s perplexed grin.

			“You’ll receive a DHL package shortly. It will confirm all this information. Did I leave anything out, my lord?”

			Philip made a funny face at Genevieve and mouthed ‘my lord.’ “I think that about sums it up, Mr. Weatherington.”

			Genevieve started at the sound of the doorbell then bolted into the house.

			“I think the package just arrived. Genevieve’s checking. Yes, I’ll do that. Thank you, Mr. Weatherington. Of course, David.” Philip ended the call and walked into the kitchen where Genevieve met him with a thick DHL envelope in hand.

			“What a way to start a Sunday!” Philip searched Genevieve’s eyes. “What in the world? Do you think this could possibly be true?”

			“I have no idea, but I bet the information in the package will be interesting at the very least.” She handed the envelope to him, her excitement growing. “Open it, Philip! Open it! I want to see where it says we’re billionaires!”

			He tossed the envelope onto the kitchen table and sauntered to the Nespresso coffee maker. He placed a pod in the head, put his empty cup under the spigot and pressed the button. While the machine poured out fresh coffee with a topper of thick foam, he turned around and leaned against the cabinet. He folded his arms. “You seem to be pretty excited, G.”

			“What is wrong with you?” Shaking her head at her annoying husband, Genevieve laughed as she threw a dishtowel at Philip. “Open the damn envelope!”

			“Whoa! Lady Crosswick’s getting bossy. The potential of becoming absurdly rich is making her drunk with aggression!”

			“If you won’t open it, I will.” Willing to wait no longer, Genevieve reached for the DHL pouch but before she could snatch it, Philip grabbed her wrist.

			“Not so fast, my lady,” he said. “Look at the name on this envelope. Philip James Warwick. Do you see Genevieve Hayden Warwick written anywhere? It would be a federal offense for you to open my mail. In fact, it’s probably a violation of international law since it came from England.” Philip pulled Genevieve into his arms and tickled her showing no mercy. She squirmed and wiggled trying to escape his grasp, gasping for air between snorts of laughter. “I bet Interpol will knock down the door any minute!”

			“Stop! Stop it, you beast!” Tears streamed down her cheeks.

			“I’ll stop if you say, ‘Please stop tickling me, my lord.’” Philip found a new spot on her ribs to attack. “Go on. Say it, my little wench.”

			“Lady...Crosswick…is…not…a…a…wench!” Genevieve managed to wheeze out the words. “Please, Philip. Stop!”

			“All right, all right. I’ve tortured you enough.” He eased his hold on her and stepped back, gripping her shoulders until she was stable.

			“I can’t remember the last time you tickled me like that.” She wiped her streaming eyes with a tissue. “You’re terrible. Now would you please open the envelope?”

			“My God, the woman is single-minded.” Philip picked up the packet and his coffee and carried them to the massive kitchen island. He pulled out a stool and sat, nodding to Genevieve to do the same. “Okay. Let’s see what’s in this Pandora’s box, my darling Lady Crosswick. Hand me the scissors, please.”

			“When you put it that way, it sounds a little ominous. You don’t think this is going to open a flood of problems, do you?” Genevieve pulled the scissors out of the knife block and gave them to Philip.

			“I was just trying to dazzle you with my command of literary references. Did it work?”

			“Actually, it gives me pause. If we’re trading literary references, how about ‘Heavy is the head that wears the crown?’ I bet there are a few burdens that come with a billion pounds. Can you imagine the scammers who’ll come out of the woodwork?” Genevieve took Philip’s hand, cradling it in both of hers. Holding his gaze, she said, “Until we know something different, Let’s just take it step by step and enjoy every minute.”

			“Great plan, oh wise one.” Philip held up the envelope and the scissors. “Shall we?”

			“Oh yes!” Genevieve said, her enthusiasm bubbling over.

			Careful not to cut the contents, Philip slid the scissors along the edge of the heavy plastic pouch. Genevieve was off her stool and hanging on his shoulder, stretching to see what was inside.

			“G, could you please give me a little breathing space? I promise I won’t hide anything from you.” Though he smiled, Genevieve heard an edge in his voice that made her sit back down.

			Philip pulled two inches of thick, cream-colored bond from the sleeve. On top was a letter of introduction with the name of one of London’s oldest and most prestigious law firms: Holmes Fitch Smythson Morrow.

			“Here we go,” he said clearing his throat before he read.

			Holmes Fitch Smythson Morrow

			26 Upper Brook Street

			London

			W1K 7QE,

			United Kingdom

			Dear Lord Crosswick,

			It is with pleasure Holmes Fitch Smythson Morrow write to confirm you are the sole legal heir to the estate of Jonathon William Wallace Laney, 12th Earl of Crosswick, who, on November 18 th, died of natural causes at Margrave House, his townhouse in Kensington, in London.

			The enclosed documents verify the information Sir David Weatherington provided via telephone. Sir David will be your principal contact going forward and will arrange your trip to New York to begin the transfer of your inheritance as soon as is practicable. In the meantime, enclosed for your review is general information about the estate and its holdings.

			We will continue to serve you as we served your cousin, the late 12th Earl of Crosswick and the five preceding generations of the House of Crosswick.

			I have the honour to be Your Lordship’s obedient servant,
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			Sir Mark James Holmes

			Managing Partner

			Holmes Fitch Smythson Morrow

			“So much for perfunctory ass-kissing. Where is the list of assets?” Genevieve was anxious to see an inventory of the estate’s wealth. She stood, reaching for the papers.

			Philip scooped them out of her reach. “I’ve known you for forty-three years and I had no idea you were such a greedy girl.” He gave Genevieve a sharp look and held the stack high above his head.

			She plopped back onto her stool. “I’m surprised myself. This isn’t like me, is it?”

			Philip’s eyes softened. “It’s okay, G. This situation is unreal. I think we can give ourselves a little slack. We should give ourselves permission to feel however we feel for, let’s say…” he looked at the ceiling then back at his wife. “Let’s say we give ourselves until we get to Wilmingrove Hall. Until then we can feel greedy, excited, suspicious, happy, unhappy, miserable, thrilled—whatever we feel. But when we get to Wilmingrove Hall, you and I will have a serious conversation about what this all means and how we’re going to handle it. Until then, we just enjoy the ride. Deal?”

			Genevieve extended her hand, and they shook. “Deal,” she said. “Now, show me the big fat list of stuff we’re about to own!”

			Philip flipped through page after page of the will until he got to the exhibits. “Aha. Here we go. This is what you want.” He handed Genevieve several pages with the heading ‘Property Inventory.’ “Start with that.” He continued scanning the pages. “Here are a few more.” He put a dozen sheets with ‘Art Inventory’ next to the first stack.

			“Wow. Just wow, Philip! Listen to this.”

			He dropped the papers on the counter and leaned back.

			“We own a thirteen-room apartment in New York on Central Park West. We own the townhouse in London, Margrave House, where the Earl died. Evidently, Jonathon enjoyed living the good life. Thank you for that, Jonathon. We own Wilmingrove Hall, the family seat since 1882. There is an apartment in Paris on Avenue Foch, one of my favorite streets in Paris.”

			“Well, aren’t you the lucky girl!” Philip smiled with pure joy as he listened to Genevieve, watching her excitement mount. To him, none of this would be real until they met with the lawyers in New York, but he was enjoying that Genevieve was embracing their possible good fortune.

			“And we have a vineyard in St. Emilion. Do you remember when we visited several wineries there a couple of years ago? Wouldn’t it have been funny if we’d toured Chateau Beaulieu, our vineyard?”

			“That would be pretty amazing.” Philip couldn’t take his eyes off his wife’s face. She looked twenty, cheeks flushed, eyes sparkling.

			“And last but certainly not least, we own a horse farm in Lexington, Kentucky.”

			“A horse farm?” Philip began to absorb some of Genevieve’s infectious excitement. “I wonder if we own any racehorses. I’d love that.”

			Genevieve stood up, put her hands over her head and stretched like an elegant cat. “Before I read any more, I need to go take a shower and let this sink in.” She walked toward their bedroom, stopped and, over her shoulder said, “Care to join me?”

			“I’ll be there in a minute,” Philip said, absorbed in a spreadsheet.

			Genevieve walked through their bedroom into their spacious bathroom. She turned on the faucet and slid her silk nightgown off her shoulders.

			Though she was sixty-four, a lifetime of exercise and great genes gave her a body defined by long, taught muscles and lovely skin. She was grateful how kind Mother Nature had been.

			She stepped into the steaming stream, letting the water pound over her head. She heard the bathroom door open and felt Philip’s presence.

			He stepped into the shower and fitted his body against her back. He cupped a breast in each hand and leaned down, kissing her ear. “Darling girl.” His voice was husky. “If this inheritance proves to be what it seems, our lives have just changed forever.”

			Genevieve turned in his arms and looked into his eyes, her lips just a breath away from his. “Last night you said you wouldn’t change a thing about our lives.”

			“That was last night. This is today,” Philip said, a smile on his lips and mischief in his eyes.
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			TWO

			Through the window of the Bombardier Global 6000, Genevieve stared into a gray, wet wall, rain streaking across the glass. Forty-eight hours ago, she and Philip were nursing the after-effects of the previous night’s party. Now, they were hurtling toward New York City in their private jet to claim a king’s ransom.

			Yesterday’s call from their long-time attorney, Michael Findley, confirmed everything David Weatherington had said. Philip was the heir to Jonathon William Wallace Laney, the 12th Earl of Crosswick’s immense fortune.

			“Champagne, Lady Crosswick?”

			Genevieve looked up into the hazel eyes of a leggy flight attendant, holding a crystal glass filled to the brim with pretty bubbles.

			“Yes please.” Genevieve accepted the flute, licking the side of the glass where a small stream of Champagne had escaped over the rim. She grinned, looking up at the flight attendant. “We don’t want any of this to go to waste.”

			The young woman gave Genevieve a wide smile. “Certainly not!” she said in a posh English accent and extended a silver tray of hors d’oeuvres. “The salmon caviar bites are wonderful. In fact, everything is quite spectacular. Your chef is outstanding.”

			“My chef is outstanding... I have a chef,” Genevieve thought to herself. Her lips turned up as she mouthed, “I have a chef.” In her mind, fireworks exploded, and James Brown bellowed, “I Feel Good!”

			Across the cabin Philip and Michael faced each other, their laptops open on a mahogany table between them. They had been talking non-stop since yesterday. In just a few hours, Michael had become the Warwicks’ expert on the 12th Earl of Crosswick. Philip and Genevieve wanted to have as much background as they could before meeting with the Estate’s lawyers. The more they learned, the more interesting it became.

			The Laneys’ extraordinary family history unveiled generations of entrepreneurs and philanthropists. Now, Philip James Warwick, the 13th Earl of Crosswick, and his wife, Genevieve Hayden Warwick, Countess of Crosswick, were the next link in the House of Crosswick chain.

			Philip scowled at the sheaf of papers in his hand. He sat slumped in his dove gray leather seat, glasses perched midway down his nose. “The more I study these papers, the more complicated this inheritance seems to be. You have no idea how grateful I am you’re here, Michael,” Philip said.

			“I just want you to remember that I knew you when!” Michael joked. The three of them had been friends since he and Genevieve were in law school, long before Michael became their attorney.

			“It’s exciting but mind blowing,” Philip said. “I mean this guy is—well, was—seriously rich!”

			Her Champagne glass in hand, Genevieve crossed the aisle to sit next to Philip. “And now, it appears, so are you. Tell me again what David Weatherington told you about your cousin.”

			“David wasn’t at all surprised that my family didn’t know about Jonathon Laney.” Philip flipped through his notes and began to tick off entries. “He was ninety-eight when he died last November. He was an only child. He graduated from Cambridge, barely. His parents were killed in a car accident when he was twenty-three, at which time he inherited the Crosswick title and all the wealth that went with it.”

			Genevieve drank the last of her Champagne and hoped the flight attendant would take note of her empty glass. “Go on.”

			“At that point, he embarked on an earnest career as a jet-setting playboy, acquiring the Paris and New York apartments. When he was thirty-seven, he became engaged to an American heiress he met in New York.”

			Genevieve leaned forward, elbows on the table, chin cradled in her hands. “I love that he fell in love with an American.”

			“You’re such a romantic.” Philip brushed Genevieve’s cheek with his knuckle and continued. “About a year and a half after they met, they were skiing in Sun Valley, Idaho, where he had an accident that left him paralyzed. He broke off his engagement and lived the rest of his life as a recluse in his townhouse in London, seeing only his small staff and few visitors.”

			“I’d prefer a happy ending.” Genevieve looked at Philip and Michael, eyes shiny with tears. “Please don’t tell me that was the end of his love life?” Genevieve’s said.

			“I think David said something about an affair.” Philip looked at his notes, flipping back a page. “Here it is. He engaged a young art historian to help him catalogue his art collection. She was doing a practicum with the Laney Museum of Art. According to the gossip, the professional relationship turned into an affair, but in the end, Jonathon encouraged her to find love elsewhere.”

			Genevieve sniffed then blew her nose. “Cad,” she said.

			Philip looked up from his notes. “David said unless someone in our family did a genealogy, no one would have any idea we were related to this very wealthy earl. I know my mother’s ancestors were Laneys, a land grant family. They received land in the eighteenth century, but the information pretty much stopped there, at least as far as I was concerned. Believe me, If I’d known my cousin, Jonathon Laney, was holed up in a posh townhouse in London for sixty-one years, sitting on a billion pounds, I would have shown more interest in the family tree!” Philip grinned and looked over his glasses that had slipped to the tip of his nose. “I have to admit, this is getting interesting. As you know, I’ve never inherited a billion dollars…err…pounds before.”

			Genevieve’s eyes sparkled. “It’s been so exciting the last couple of days, talking about the great things we’re going to do with this wealth. Believe me, darling boy, I’ll be right by your side to help. I’m going to stick to you like glue.” Laughing, Genevieve gave Philip a noisy kiss on the cheek. “I’m not going anywhere!”

			When their plane touched down at Teterboro, the closest general aviation airport to Manhattan, the rainy day had turned sizzling and sultry, unusual for mid-September. At the bottom of the stairs a black Maybach limousine waited, motor running. When they saw the car, Philip caught Genevieve’s eye. With a wry smile, he raised one eyebrow and said, “Of course there’s a Maybach waiting for us.”

			Genevieve’s shiny brown bob swished over her shoulders as she did a little jig ending with a bump into Philip’s hip. “I think I’m going to like being outrageously wealthy!”

			“Try to show some decorum, would you?” Philip said trying to hide his excitement.

			Nestled in the luxury of the Maybach, they headed directly to the New York offices of Holmes Fitch Smythson Morrow on 6th Avenue and West 49th Street, where they would meet Sir David Weatherington for the first time. Though it was only thirteen miles from Teterboro Airport to mid-town Manhattan, it took almost an hour to navigate New York City’s mid-morning traffic.

			Except for classical music wafting from the Burmester sound system, and the low murmur of Philip and Michael talking, the car was quiet. Genevieve stared out of the window at the crowded sidewalks, lost in her own thoughts until the car stopped in front of a stone building with massive, carved wooden doors.

			Their driver opened the car door and the three alit from the limousine. They jostled their way across the crowded sidewalk and pushed through the doorway into the imposing lobby.

			An attractive, athletic man, about six feet tall, stood by the reception desk. His chestnut hair, graying at the temples, was fashionably long, curling just over the collar of his starched, pin-striped shirt. The moment he saw Philip and Genevieve, he burst into a broad smile as if seeing old friends. “Lord and Lady Crosswick, I’m David, David Weatherington. It’s wonderful to see you.” Striding forward to meet them, he extended his hand. “We’re so pleased you could come to New York so quickly. I hope the flight was all right?” His English public-school accent seemed appropriate, given the baronial atmosphere of the foyer.

			“When you’re flying in your own jet, things seem to go pretty well.” Returning his smile, Philip took David’s outstretched hand, shook it warmly, then introduced Genevieve.

			To her surprise, David grasped her shoulders and, in a much more Continental than English fashion, kissed Genevieve on both cheeks. “Welcome, welcome,” he said.

			“And, David, this is Michael Findley. Michael has been our attorney for twenty years and is a long-time friend as well. He’ll be working with your group.”

			“I look forward to that, Michael. You’ll find plenty of interesting estate law for all of us to share.” Turning back to Philip and Genevieve, David said, “I can’t tell you how splendid it is to meet you both at long last. After months searching for you, verifying your existence and your lineage, I feel as if I’ve known you forever.”

			“I’m glad you were so persistent,” Genevieve chuckled.

			“It’s not every day I get a call saying I’ve inherited a billion pounds.” Philip said. “In fact, I can’t remember the last time that happened.”

			Their laughter bounced around the marble lobby.

			“Shall we go up?” David gestured toward the bank of elevators.

			Philip took Genevieve’s elbow and guided her into the waiting car. “I have the distinct feeling once these doors close, our lives will never be the same.”

			“There’s a significant chance of that,” said David, punching the button marked P. “I hope you don’t find the next few hours too dry or boring. There’s a lot of legal ground to cover.”

			Philip scowled. “I can’t imagine how anything about this situation could be dry or boring. What has just happened to us is not only shocking and overwhelming, but life changing.”

			“And thrilling,” Genevieve added, her smile crinkling the corners of her eyes.

			David looked apologetic. “Of course, you’re right. As you said, this doesn’t happen every day.”

			“It does not,” Philip confirmed.

			“Though Jonathon Laney was an invalid and recluse for the last sixty years of his life, I’m happy to tell you he managed his estate brilliantly.” The elevator stopped. The doors slid open revealing a paneled reception room that looked more like an exclusive London club than a New York law office.

			David ushered the Warwicks into the lobby. “So, while you are not taking on any financial terrors, there are hundreds of details to address: creating new wills, making decisions on charitable giving, overseeing a foundation, managing multiple homes, a vineyard and numerous other business interests, and getting a grasp on millions of pounds of artwork and antiquities: those owned personally and those held by The Laney Museum of Art, and the more recent Laney Musée des Beaux Arts, Paris. And, of course, security.”

			As David spoke, Genevieve looked around the genteel chamber they had entered. Wingback leather chairs were flanked by mahogany tables that Genevieve was quite sure were original Queen Anne pieces. At the far end of the room stood a large fireplace, its realistic gas logs awaiting a chilly day. She scanned the art hanging on every wall and smiled at the contemporary works of David Hockney, Georgia O’Keeffe, a crazy, rhythmic canvas by Anselm Kiefer and a massive Franz Kline, all a wonderful contrast to the staid elegance of the Georgian room.

			“Wow, this is quite a surprise. Who’s the collector?” Genevieve asked.

			“Well… um, actually, the partners are great supporters of the arts.” David looked down at his shoes then back at Philip and Genevieve.

			“They have excellent taste,” Philip said his voice full of admiration.

			“They do, Lord Crosswick.” David abruptly changed the subject.

			“I understand that when you’re finished here in New York, you’re going to London to finish some legal work, then to Wilmingrove Hall. Is that correct?”

			“That’s the plan, right, G?”

			“Yes. We’re anxious to see this glorious family seat we’ve heard so much about. We can hardly wait to immerse ourselves in Laney history. Why do you ask, David?”

			“If you don’t mind, I would very much like to join you there for a couple of days.” Lowering his voice, David continued, “I have several…uh…several concerns I want to share with you about the current relationship between Holmes Fitch Smythson Morrow and your estate.”

			Cocking her head to one side, Genevieve raised an eyebrow. “David, are these concerns things we need to know about sooner rather than later?”

			“No. No.” David said, but he looked unsure. “They can wait until the end of the week. It’s fine. I shouldn’t have mentioned anything until I came to Wilmingrove Hall. For now, just forget I said anything.”

			Philip narrowed his eyes. “Of course, now we won’t be able to think about anything else!” He gave David a light punch on the shoulder just as a patrician man with a shock of white hair strode across reception.

			“Lord and Lady Crosswick, what a pleasure to meet you at last. I’m Sir Mark Holmes, Managing Partner of Holmes Fitch Smythson Morrow.” His voice dripped with arrogance when he emphasized Sir Mark. “Everyone in the firm has been looking forward to this occasion since David located you. Quite a story, isn’t it? We had almost given up hope that we’d find an heir, and then….” He trailed off, leaving the sentence hanging in the air.

			“Yes. As I’m sure you can imagine, it came as quite a surprise to us,” Philip said. “A lot has happened in a short time. We understand we have a full agenda today.”

			“You do, indeed. This afternoon and tomorrow you have many documents to sign, then we will get into the interesting part of the estate: properties, inventory, investments, that sort of thing. I understand you plan to go to London and stay at Margrave House on Friday, before going on to Wilmingrove Hall. I don’t think you will be disappointed in either property, but the Hall is particularly special.”

			With David’s cautionary words still echoing, Philip said, “That’s what we understand. We’re anxious to confirm the family estate has been well managed and is in good shape.” There was steel in his voice.

			Sir Mark arched an eyebrow and drilled into Philip’s eyes. “I assure you, Lord Crosswick, everything has been managed to perfection.” His defensive tone confirmed Philip had made his point.

			They made their way into a large conference room where floor to ceiling bookshelves were brimming with leather-bound volumes. Though the room was large, the low, coffered ceiling created a coziness. As they entered, twelve men of varying ages and shapes rose. Introductions were made one by one around the table. In addition to David and Sir Mark, Henry Fitch was the other partner who had flown from London to New York for the meeting. Henry was the son of now retired Winston Fitch, one of the name partners, and nineth in an unbroken line of Fitches in the law firm. Henry was cute in a Paul McCartney sense. He was a bit fleshy, his buttons straining the buttonholes of his shirt, his belly bulging over his waistband a bit. No women were among the brain trust, Genevieve noted with disappointment. She was the only woman in the room. Even the attendant responsible for the comfort of the meeting participants was a man.

			After a few minutes of pleasantries, Sir Mark urged everyone to be seated. “Lord and Lady Crosswick, please sit here.” He gestured to chairs on either side of his place at the head of the massive conference table. For the next three hours a steady flow of documents was presented, discussed, and signed. Questions were asked. Questions were answered. Estate taxes and how, over the years, the estate had been structured to pay the least amount of tax was presented at length. The partners’ pride was evident as they explained to Philip and Genevieve how the firm had used every legal strategy available to estates as large as the Laney inheritance and how, through years of careful planning, they had minimized the taxes that must now be paid.

			After hours of tedium, there was little energy left in the room. “There’s one last subject we need to cover before we adjourn,” Sir Mark said, fatigue obvious in his voice. “David, I believe you’re going to address the issue of security.”

			Most of the day David had remained quiet, deferring to the two name partners who wanted very much to dazzle the new Earl and Countess. But at this point, he stood up, walked to a credenza, and picked up a remote control. “Lord and Lady Crosswick, the greatest and perhaps the only downside of your inheritance is that you also inherit the need for security. Because the previous Earl was a recluse, security was easy and minimal. For you and your family, however, that will not be the case.”

			Philip held up his hand. “David, let me stop you there. We appreciate that the estate is significant,” he stopped himself and chuckled. “Well, enormous. But does it really put our family in jeopardy?”

			Without hesitation, David said, “Trust me, my lord. It does, both physically and online. The moment we confirmed your identity as the heir to the Laney fortune, an entire world knew who you were and how wealthy you were about to become. Have you or the countess ever been scammed or had your credit cards hacked?”

			“Multiple times, of course,” Philip said.

			Genevieve nodded. “It’s part of life these days, isn’t it?”

			“It is, but this is quite different than finding an unauthorized charge on your American Express card. Just as there are elite athletes, there are elite criminals who spend every waking moment analyzing extraordinary fortunes and figuring out how to take as much money as they can from people with great wealth, even if they have to do harm.”

			“David, I appreciate what you’re saying, but, unless Genevieve objects, I’d rather save this conversation until later. First give us a minute to embrace the idea of being billionaires. Then give us another thirty seconds to process the reality that everyone wants to take our fortune. Do you agree, G?”

			“I do,” she said. After the grueling day they had just had, the only thing she could think about was the glass of wine and dinner she hoped was waiting for them at their apartment on Central Park West.
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			THREE

			“I’m exhausted.” Genevieve slumped against the marble wall in the lobby of the grand, pre-war building.

			The Warwicks arrived at their apartment after seven hours with their team of lawyers. During the marathon meeting, they covered the list of domestic staff in their properties, most of whom had been in the estate’s employment for years, a comforting fact. Now, Philip and Genevieve were about to meet the first of that staff.

			They entered the elevator and Philip fumbled with a small brass key as he tried to coax it into the slot next to 43E. He turned the key and Genevieve’s stomach filled with butterflies as the elevator sailed upward.

			“Are you nervous?” Genevieve asked Philip as the floor numbers sped by.

			“Very. I mean, Mrs. Proctor has taken care of this apartment since 1974. I’m sure as far as she’s concerned, it’s her apartment. What if she doesn’t like us? If she doesn’t let us in, I guess we can afford to spend the night at a Hampton Inn.”

			Genevieve chuckled, grateful for the comic relief.

			The reality of the huge roles they were assuming caused her breath to quicken.

			“Do we really want to do this?” Genevieve sagged from her head to her toes, overwhelmed by fatigue. “Last week, our lives were our own. We were only responsible for our family. Today, we’re shouldering the responsibility of hundreds of other people’s lives.”

			Philip kissed the top of Genevieve’s head. “I have to say, there were several times today when I thought we should just donate everything to MOMA and go home.”

			“My feelings exactly. But I was thinking the Guggenheim.” Genevieve looked at him, relief in her eyes.

			Philip offered a resigned smile. “But the thing I kept thinking all day is, we never wanted to spend our retirement watching the world go by. This inheritance gives us the opportunity to bring extraordinary resources to our passions, to the things you and I have been working on for years. The Laney Museum of Art is going to give us a huge platform to affect the art world. That alone will make this worthwhile.”

			“That, and the fact that we have our own private jet!” Genevieve couldn’t contain her laughter.

			For almost forty years at the Warwick’s thirteen-room New York City apartment, Mrs. Proctor the housekeeper and Mr. Emory the houseman had worked as a team. They kept the apartment in immaculate condition, updating as necessary, answering only to the financial team that scrutinized every penny spent on the estate’s multi-country holdings. It was hard to imagine the two would welcome the new heir with open arms.

			The elevator slid to a stop. “Oh boy. Here we go,” Philip said under his breath.

			The doors opened and there, through a forty-foot wall of windows, lay a panoramic view of Central Park in all its glory, a green, lush canopy stretching before them. Neither Philip nor Genevieve understood where they were. It appeared, perhaps, they had arrived at a sophisticated lobby.

			“Are we in the right place?” Genevieve whispered.

			The doors began to close, and Philip stuck his arm out to stop them. He gave Genevieve a quizzical look and a slight shove in the back, nudging her out of the elevator car. They walked across the foyer’s classic black and white checkerboard floor, looking for someone who could help them.

			“Oh my! I am so sorry I wasn’t downstairs to greet you,” called an energetic voice with the polish of a slight English accent.

			A willowy woman strode through the archway at the far end of the room. She was medium height with short, spikey, white hair. Her close-fitting pants accentuated her narrow hips. Genevieve recognized the woman’s crisp, white linen shirt as designer quality and the gold cuff on her wrist as the work of one of Genevieve’s favorite jewelry designers.

			“We must be paying her well,” Genevieve thought, suspicion overtaking her appreciation of the woman’s style.

			When she reached Philip and Genevieve, she stopped and bobbed a slight curtsy.

			“I’m Harriet Proctor,” she said. “You are, I presume, Lord and Lady Crosswick. I can’t tell you how thrilled we are to have you here! It’s very exciting, the prospect of life and activity in the apartment.” Her eyes sparkled.

			Philip and Genevieve were speechless, so surprised were they by the warm greeting. In addition to expecting a chilly reception, they each had a mental image of their housekeeper as an elderly, austere woman.

			The first to recover, Philip said, “As you can imagine, we’re a bit overwhelmed.”

			“Who wouldn’t be?” Mrs. Proctor rolled her eyes. “But trust me when I tell you: it will all be fine. You have many excellent people to help you along the way. Most of us have been with the estate for years and now that we have an active Lord and Lady, things will be much easier and much more exciting!” She clapped her hands. “Mr. Emory will be with us shortly. He’s selecting wines for dinner, which can be served any time. I imagine you are exhausted after travelling so early and sitting in meetings all day. May I show you to your rooms?”

			“That would be perfect. I’m dying to have a shower and change,” Genevieve said, almost pleading.

			“That can be arranged,” Mrs. Proctor said, turning on her heel. “Right this way.”

			As they entered the living room, Genevieve’s jaw drop. The view stretched from where they stood just off the foyer, across the acres of thick camel carpet, out onto a wide slate terrace, and across Central Park. Sounds of a jazz piano filtering through ceiling speakers filled the apartment. She grabbed Philip’s hand and squeezed.

			“Mrs. Proctor, this is magnificent.” Genevieve breathed in the delicate fragrance of roses then spied a huge bouquet of vivid coral blossoms sitting on a carved credenza to the left.

			“Lord and Lady Crosswick, if there is anything you would like redecorated, changed in any way, you must let me know.” Mrs. Proctor stopped in front of a dynamic painting hanging over the fireplace. “I understand you two are art lovers.”

			“My God, is that a Motherwell?” Philip stared at a canvas dancing with burnt sienna, crimson, yellow and black. He leaned close to the signature and whistled under his breath. “It is. It’s a Robert Motherwell. Does this belong to the Earl?”

			“It does, my lord, it belongs to you.” Mrs. Proctor smiled and continued across the living room. “Shall we?”

			Speechless, Philip and Genevieve looked at each other, turned and followed Mrs. Proctor down a hall flanked on the right by a bank of French doors flung wide to the terrace, lined with pots overflowing with scarlet geraniums and periwinkle blue plumbago. At the end of the hall, double doors stood open to a large, sumptuous bedroom. The room reminded Genevieve of something out of a Kathryn Hepburn movie: understated old money. Every surface was polished to a sheen or luxuriously upholstered. Like the living room, soft grays, camels, and creamy whites worked together to create an irresistible retreat.

			Mrs. Proctor stood to the side and spread her arms, encouraging Philip and Genevieve to enter. “Your clothes have been put away in the closet and drawers, and your toiletries are in the bathroom. I hope we have anticipated your needs, but if we have overlooked anything, please let me know. We want you to be very comfortable. Would you like a cocktail or glass of wine while you change?”

			“I would love a glass of Champagne,” said Genevieve. “It seems appropriate, doesn’t it?”

			“It does,” Mrs. Proctor grinned. “And you, my lord?”

			“I’ll have the same, please. Is it necessary to call me ‘my lord,’ Mrs. Proctor?” Philip asked. “It makes me feel uncomfortable.”

			With a reserved smile and a twinkle in her eye, Mrs. Proctor said, “I’m sure you’ll get used to it soon enough. Is there anything else, my lord? My lady?”

			“No, thank you,” Philip and Genevieve said in unison.

			With that, Mrs. Proctor backed out of the doorway, pulling the double doors closed.

			Within the hour, the Warwicks were refreshed, relaxed, and seated at a small table on the terrace. The evening had evolved from a sultry late-summer day into a balmy twilight. Candles flickered, their soft glow bouncing off cut crystal goblets filled with a delicate pink Bordeaux rosé.

			Just as Mrs. Proctor brought plates of cold salmon with a peach coulis and crispy grilled vegetables, Philip raised his glass gesturing to his beautiful surroundings. Locking his eyes on Genevieve he said, “Here’s to a great adventure and the only woman with whom I would ever want to share it.” They clinked glasses and sipped the rosé.

			“Mrs. Proctor, this wine is magnificent!” Genevieve said. “I love it! Where is it from?

			“I’m so glad you like it, my lady. It’s from your vineyard in St. Emilion.”

			Philip and Genevieve looked at each other, then at Mrs. Proctor. They raised their glasses toward her. “This is going to be a lot of fun,” Philip said, and he took a rather large gulp.
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			FOUR

			Sitting at an eighteenth-century mahogany secretary, Genevieve tapped on her laptop, organizing, making lists, evaluating. Just as she thought how wonderful a cup of tea and a cookie would be, Mrs. Proctor walked through the study door carrying a silver tray laden with a china tea service.

			“You read my mind, Mrs. Proctor. How did you know I was longing for tea and treats?”

			“That’s my job, my lady, to anticipate your needs.”

			“Well, you do it brilliantly. If you have a minute, I’d love for you to join me. I have a million questions that only you can answer.”

			“Of course, my lady. It would be my pleasure to be of help any way I can.”

			Genevieve rose from her desk, moved to the sofa, and sat down, pulling her legs under her. She motioned for the housekeeper to sit.

			“My first question is does the staff from each of the Earl’s properties know each other?”

			“No, though I speak with Bertie MacIntosh often. She’s the head housekeeper at Wilmingrove Hall. She’s wonderful… and so very Scottish. I think you and Lord Crosswick will like her. She calls just to gossip now and then, or we chat about what’s going on in the village, about all the events they’re doing at Wilmingrove Hall.”

			“Events at Wilmingrove Hall?” Genevieve was surprised. “Why would they be doing events? No one lives there.”

			“Ah, of course. That must sound strange.”

			Genevieve detected a small note of condescension in Mrs. Proctor’s voice and, for the first time since they assumed the earldom, she felt slightly out of her depth.

			“Let me explain. As you know, Wilmingrove Hall is the manor house and family seat of the Earl of Crosswick. As such, there are many obligations the estate assumes regarding the county and the village of Wilmingrove, which grew, over the years, as a support village for the Hall. Year after year, the Lord of the Manor grants permission to hold certain events on the estate. Noblesse oblige, you understand.”

			Genevieve nodded, trying to grasp their future obligations. “So, what kind of events are we talking about?”

			“There are fetes, gymkhanas —”

			“What’s a gymkhana?” Genevieve interrupted.

			“A gymkhana is a local Pony Club event with competitive games on horseback. The Pony Club nurtures young riders, and their gymkhanas are always very well attended.” Mrs. Proctor nodded, smiled, and carried on. The Hall also hosts charity balls, flower shows and all manner of fundraising efforts for the village and county. In addition, there are shoots, and many, many, many country weekends for the partners of Holmes Fitch Smythson Morrow.” As she repeated ‘many,’ Mrs. Proctor’s voice dripped with disapproval. “Considering there has been no earl in residence at Wilmingrove Hall for well over sixty years, it’s been a very busy place indeed.” With that pronouncement, Mrs. Proctor tilted her head to one side and sat even more erect, waiting for Genevieve to reply.

			“Hmmm,” Genevieve said, not quite knowing what Mrs. Proctor wanted her to say. After a moment, she said, “Are you suggesting some people—the law firm or perhaps the village—have taken advantage of the fact there’s been no one in a position of authority at Wilmingrove Hall to say ‘No?’”

			“Well, I’m not one to gossip.”

			Genevieve tried to hide her amusement. “Of course not, Mrs. Proctor.” She leaned in, encouraging the housekeeper to continue.

			“I’m just suggesting that it will be a very welcome change to have you and Lord Crosswick managing the estate. That is, for some.” She left her final two words hanging in the air.

			“Needless to say, Philip—um, Lord Crosswick and I appreciate your clear-eyed perspective on all these matters.” Genevieve had no idea what ‘these matters’ might be, but whatever they were, she wanted Mrs. Proctor’s viewpoint, even if it were only tittle-tattle between two housekeepers. Genevieve was sure that, as she and Philip delved deeper and became more involved, they would learn many unsettling things about the estate and who was doing what to whom. If a few people had taken advantage of the opportunity to enjoy Wilmingrove Hall or use it for charity or events traditionally hosted by the Lord of the Manor, they would sort it out in time.

			Hearing the elevator door open, Mrs. Proctor said, “If there is nothing else, my lady, I need to check on lunch.”

			“Thank you, Mrs. Proctor. You’ve given me a lot to think about. Please don’t ever hesitate to share your concerns with me.” Genevieve looked over Mrs. Proctor’s retreating shoulder to see Philip, sweat plastering his running clothes to his lean frame.

			“Hi, you disgusting creature.” Genevieve wrinkled her nose and scrunched her face in a look of revulsion. “Eeeuuu! Stay away,” she giggled, as Philip strode towards her, holding out his arms for a massive hug.

			“Come here, my dahling,” Philip said in his best Bella Lugosi. “I vant to press my sweaty body against you.”

			Just in time, Genevieve stuck her foot into Philip’s firm abdomen, holding him at bay. They laughed like kids as Philip grabbed Genevieve’s foot in his two hands and proceeded to do “this little piggy.”

			Genevieve squealed, wrenching her foot from Philip’s hands. “Would you please go take a shower? You’re revolting!”

			“Come in with me?” Philip leered.

			Genevieve giggled as he leaned forward and licked the tip of her nose.

			“Is that a yes?” he asked.

			“Ugh! Absolutely not!” She pushed him away and grimaced as she touched his soaked t-shirt. “As tempting as it is, ‘No’ has to be my answer. Really, Philip. Go. Go take a shower and when you’re clean, I’ll tell you what I did while you loped around Central Park.” Admiring his lean frame, Genevieve watched as he dragged his dripping body toward the bedroom.

			Their apartment offered several wonderful places to dine, and Philip and Genevieve were having lunch in Genevieve’s current favorite: a small room just off the kitchen, where floor-to-ceiling paned windows overlooked the south end of Central Park. Across the park’s vast green expanse, one could see the upper floors of the Plaza Hotel. Though the apartment’s interior was perfection, the view beyond the windows was the real star.

			“Can you imagine sitting here in the winter during a snowstorm?” said Genevieve.

			“Hmm?” Philip looked up from a sheaf of papers he was reviewing. “Sorry, G. What did you say?”

			“I said, ‘Can you imagine sitting here during a snowstorm?’ What are you reading?”’

			“Just more legal papers. A courier brought them while I was running. David’s coming over this afternoon to talk about them.” He flapped the pages at her. “You need to look at these. It’s information about the foundation: its mission, finances, and the biographies of the people running it. It’s interesting.”

			“Does it look as if it’s well run?” Genevieve rose and walked to the sideboard where a bottle of white Bordeaux sat in a silver wine cooler.

			“I haven’t done a deep dive, but its endowments are growing at a respectable rate and the expenditures are pretty consistent from year to year. Why was that your first question?” Philip held up his glass for a refill.

			“Mrs. Proctor seems to think the law firm is using Wilmingrove Hall as its own personal playground! Maybe they’re diddling the foundation as well. So, what do you think of that, Lord Crosswick?” Looking smug, Genevieve plopped back into her chair.

			“When you say the law firm is enjoying the use of the Hall, I assume you really mean the partners.”

			Genevieve nodded.

			Philip picked up his glass and took a generous gulp.

			“I know, I know.” Genevieve rolled her eyes and bobbed her head side to side. “It probably was an arrangement Jonathon Laney made years ago with the firm and when I said it out loud, it sounded a tiny bit petty, but….”

			“But you’re new to this being-a-billionaire thing so you decided a few Londoners playing country squire, shooting a few of our squab and drinking a few bottles of our claret would put a dent in our finances. Is that about it?” Philip chuckled.

			“Honestly, Philip, the way Ms. Proctor told me, in such confidence…” Genevieve twisted the yellow linen napkin in her lap. She looked across the table at Philip. “So, you think this is nothing?”

			Still smiling, Philip put his elbows on the table, leaned forward and whispered, “I think, as lovely as she is, Mrs. Proctor wants to ingratiate herself. By offering juicy tidbits of insider information, she thinks she’ll gain value in your eyes.”

			“Whoa! Look at you, getting all psychological, Lord Fancy Pants! I think she has reservations about what’s going on across the pond and she doesn’t want us to be blindsided. So there!”

			“Okay. We’ll keep that in mind. In the meantime, David will be here any minute. I’m assuming we have some dessert we can offer him.” Philip began clearing the table.

			“Only what you made.” Genevieve smacked Philip’s butt as he walked by.

			Walking in on the conversation, Mrs. Proctor said, “Did I hear something about dessert? How about chocolate souffles with fresh raspberries?”

			With a dazzling smile Philip said, “Mrs. Proctor, you are, without a doubt, my favorite housekeeper!”
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			FIVE

			At 7:05 p.m. the Warwick’s plane was wheels up. It hadn’t taken long for Philip and Genevieve to decide they couldn’t live without their private jet. After drinks and a four-course dinner, there were still a few hours for sleep during the seven-and-a-half-hour flight from Teterboro to London City Airport.

			Quickly adjusting to their new life, Philip and Genevieve were unsurprised by the dark emerald Rolls Royce Phantom waiting on the tarmac to motor them through the Saturday morning traffic, into London, to their solicitors. Today’s meetings would deal with issues that must be addressed on English soil.

			As they passed the Tower of London, Genevieve watched rowers slide across the waters of the Thames in perfect rhythm. Across the river, the Eye gave visitors a bird’s-eye view of the city. She loved London and all things English and had since she was a child. She pinched her palm just to make sure she wasn’t dreaming. It was hard to believe she and Philip had abruptly become a part of English history. The Rolls threaded its way through the traffic until the Palace of Westminster loomed before them.

			“Philip.” Genevieve turned away from the window. “Do I remember correctly from our conversations with David that, because you’re foreign-born, you can’t vote in Parliament?”

			“Exactly. So, in essence, my peerage is all play, no work. Not a bad gig.” He beamed. “I think, however, from what we’ve learned so far, fulfilling my responsibilities as Earl of Crosswick is going to be a full-time job.”

			“There’s no question you have big shoes to fill to keep the estate on a sound financial course, but you know, my darling, you’re more than up to the task.”

			Philip touched Genevieve’s cheek then took her hand. “I’m counting on you to widen the influence of the Foundation. I know you’re excited about what we can accomplish with this new-found wealth and influence and you’re just the girl to do it. Granted, it’s not Bill Gates’ or Jeff Bezos’ money,” they both laughed, “but there’s plenty we can do with what we have. I can’t wait to develop a plan and get moving.”

			They had no idea how to proceed, but they had plenty of clever people at their disposal who could help them figure it out and they had confidence David Weatherington would be at the head of that team.

			An hour after they landed, the Rolls glided to the curb at 26 Upper Brook Street and stopped in front of an Edwardian building of white stone where window boxes overflowed with creeping jenny and wave petunias and fat pillars announced the entrance. Since 1864, the London offices of Holmes Fitch Smythson Morrow had been ensconced here.

			Less than a week ago, Philip and Genevieve walked into the firm’s offices in New York City unnerved by the mystery of what lay ahead. Today, they were collected and self-assured as they entered the elegant building. They were ready to assume their new roles. It was amazing what a difference a few days could make, and how quickly they had become comfortable in their new shoes.

			“Hi there, you two.” David Weatherington emerged from the elevator just as Philip and Genevieve entered the paneled lobby. “Have you got into any mischief since I left you in New York?”

			“We’ve hardly had time. This estate assumption thing has kept us too busy, David.” Genevieve beamed at their new friend. “And you’re not helping. Forms, forms, forms, sign, sign, sign, fly here, fly there on our private jet, visit our posh properties, make sure everyone bows and scrapes when we enter a room. I mean, David, it’s exhausting!” Genevieve flopped down on a sofa, flung out her arms, and threw back her head. “Simply exhausting! I don’t know how long we can keep up this pace without buckets of Champagne!”

			David rolled his eyes. A chuckle started in his throat, turning into a full-blown laugh. “My God! You’ve gone mad under the strain of becoming obscenely wealthy! Champagne, please, Mrs. Connley.” He nodded to the receptionist as he ushered Philip and Genevieve into the elevator car.

			“Are you ready for some fun?” David pressed the button for the fifth floor. “The partners who weren’t in New York are all here to make sure everything goes smoothly. You’re about to enjoy some major arse-kissing from some very pompous arses!”

			Philip’s eyebrows shot up, he said, “Isn’t that rather risky talk?” Though their relationship had grown quickly to an “old mate” closeness since their first telephone exchange less than a week ago, David’s cheeky candor was still a bit shocking.

			Noting Philip’s look of surprise, David quickly said, “Though some pompous men are waiting for you, a fine firm represents your interests. And you have some of the UK’s sharpest estate law minds protecting your inheritance and minimizing your tax liability. And, best of all, you have me as your loyal dogsbody! As you can tell, I’m comfortable with you both, and I already feel a strong loyalty to you. I suppose it’s because of all those months I spent chasing you down. I think of you two as friends. I hope the feeling is mutual and our relationship will last well into the years to come because, if that’s not the case, I’ve just flushed my professional future in the loo.”

			Philip patted David on the back. “Now that you’ve called the senior partners a bunch of arses, I’m pretty sure you have to do our bidding forever! What do you think, G?”

			“No question. Benedict Arnold had nothing on this guy. He’s very lucky we already consider him an asset. Otherwise, we’d turn him over to the redcoats in a heartbeat!” Genevieve snickered.

			“You two better be nice to me. I’m your inside man, your secret weapon.” David sobered the conversation. “If it’s still all right, I’m planning to come to Wilmingrove Hall this weekend. As I said in New York, I have a few things I need to discuss with you.”

			“We’re planning on it, David. We can send the helicopter back for you.” Philip scrunched his face into a crazy grin. “I can’t believe I just said that!”

			“Amazing how quickly you’re adjusting to having obscene wealth. Now remember. Don’t let on what I said about the other partners.”

			The elevator slowed to a stop, the doors opened and there stood Sir Mark, smiling like a Cheshire cat.
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			SIX

			“All I want is a long soak in a hot bath with bubbles up to my chin.” Genevieve lay her head back on the buttery leather of the Rolls’ headrest. She closed her eyes against the evening London traffic.

			“We’ll be at the townhouse in just a few minutes.” Philip covered Genevieve’s hand with his and squeezed. “I’m ready for a scotch by the fire and dinner. There’s no rush in the morning to get to Wilmingrove Hall.”

			Genevieve opened her eyes and looked at Philip. “You’re right. The helicopter isn’t going to leave without us, is it?”

			“And that’s why it’s good to be us.” Philip pulled Genevieve’s hand to his lips and kissed her palm.

			“After I get out of the tub, I want to wander through the house. From all the photos we’ve seen, it’s quite beautiful, don’t you think?”

			“If you like old money elegance, it’s alright I guess.” Philip’s smile was relaxed. “G, what would you expect after New York? Jonathon knew how to do it right.”

			The Rolls turned off Kensington Road onto Victoria Road. Two blocks down, their driver stopped in front of the white, stately townhouse.

			Walking through the black lacquered front door, they smelled the aroma of warm pastry and spices.

			“Oh my,” Genevieve sighed as she walked through the foyer into the quiet lounge. Sitting on the sideboard was an ice bucket chilling a bottle of something delicious, no doubt. On a silver tray, just begging to be eaten, were little pastry shells piled with cheese and bits of sausage still warm from the oven. Genevieve held out her hands, palms forward as she walked to the fire blazing on the hearth. She turned to warm her back and faced the living room. “Two weeks ago, we thought our lives were perfect,” she said to Philip who slouched in the doorway watching her. “Boy, was I wrong. I had no idea how wonderful it would be to have people anticipate our every need. Jeeze, Philip! How did we manage?”

			“Good evening, my lord, my lady. What a pleasure to have you here. I’m Mrs. Baker, your housekeeper.” Short and sturdy, Mrs. Baker looked every inch the part of an English housekeeper. From her fuzzy halo of hair to her white starched shirt, from her cable knit cardigan to her tweed skirt, right down to her sensible brogues she was a character straight out of a cozy crime novel. “Cook thought you might enjoy a drink and hearty dinner after your busy day.”

			Genevieve beamed. “Philip and I have been looking forward to meeting you. What a treat to come home to a cozy fire and dinner waiting.” Genevieve walked toward the chilling bottle.

			“Allow me, Lady Crosswick.” Mrs. Baker hastened across the room to the sideboard. “Lord Crosswick, would you care for a glass of wine, or can I get you something a bit
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