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A rediscovered masterpiece. A lethal legacy. A manipulated blockchain.

At the exclusive opening of an art exhibition, Doctor Genevieve Lenard notices something amiss with a masterpiece hailed as the rediscovery of the decade. Her life partner and the team’s art expert, Colin, confirms her suspicion, yet the documentation is flawless. Caught between indisputable proof of authenticity and her own piercing perception, Genevieve faces a cognitive dissonance that is more than just a puzzle to her neurodivergent mind—it is a source of profound distress.

What initially appears to be a simple case of confirming provenance quickly morphs into a high-tech nightmare. Navigating the uber-rich of Europe and digital subterfuge, Genevieve and her team walk a razor-thin line between truth and trust as they face an adversary who wields technology like a weapon, manipulating markets and evidence from the shadows.

With the line between authentic and fake blurring by the second, Genevieve must stop a hacker who threatens to shatter wealth across the globe and plunge the world economy into chaos—before the truth becomes impossible to prove.
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“What is a sanctuary?” Eight-year-old Bianca leaned closer to the placard next to the large painting before stepping back and tilting her head. “Is it like a hospital?”

“It’s a place of safety.” Phillip Rousseau rested his hand on her shoulder. “Where did you see that word?”

We were in the Strasbourg Museum of Fine Arts, attending the opening of an exhibition celebrating French female artists. Phillip owned one of the oldest and most prestigious insurance firms in the area and had received an invitation to this event from one of his clients. We were currently looking at the painting his client was loaning to the museum for this exhibition.

“The description says that Rosa Bonheur returned to her beloved Forest of Fontainebleau, which was a sanctuary for... I forget the word.” She stepped back to the placard. “Barbizon School painters. Unlike her more tu...mul..tu...” She pointed at the text. “What is this word?”

“Tumultuous.” My life partner, Colin, smiled. “That’s the perfect word to describe your brother.”

“A silly boy?” Bianca raised one eyebrow in a gesture far more mature for her age.

She and her twin brother were the adopted children of my best male friend, Vinnie, and his wife, Roxy. The two children might share many biological traits, but where Julian was a boisterous young boy, Bianca was serious, quiet, and studious. In the last year, she’d developed an immense interest in art.

Colin and I lived in one of four independent units attached to a main house on extensive grounds. Vinnie and Roxy shared the main house with Pink, Nikki, and their two children. Nikki, who declared herself my sister-bestie-daughter, had taken Bianca under her wing and had even taken her to work as an expert art restorer and conservator.

Phillip lived in another unit and loved being a grandfather to all four children. He’d grown especially close to Bianca, so when she’d heard Phillip invite Colin and me to this event, she’d begged to join us. He’d immediately agreed. 

“Tumultuous means wild and noisy.” A low laugh rumbled in Phillip’s chest and he squeezed her shoulder. “A bit like Julian, yes.”

“He’s very noisy.” Bianca’s top lip curled, and she looked back at the painting’s placard. “It makes sense now that they say here that this painting is a study in tranquillity and intersp...” She sighed heavily. “What is that word?”

“Interspecies.” Colin looked back at the painting. His knowledge of art and artists never ceased to impress me. “One of Bonheur’s most famous paintings is also here. We’ll look at it a bit later and you’ll see why they describe that one as tumultuous. This Shadows of the Fontainebleau Forest is very typical of her style. See how this big oak tree anchors the whole painting? The two women sitting under it look relaxed as they’re reading and drawing, the animals around them just as calm. But it’s the detail that she used.”

He leaned a bit closer, and an odd micro-expression tightened the small muscles around his eyes. “Hmm... Bonheur is known for her keen observation of flora and fauna—plants and animals. The detail in the horses, goats, sheep, and cows is exceptional.”

“Can you show me the other painting?” Bianca looked up at Colin. “The tumultish one?”

“Tumultuous.” Colin held out his hand. “I would be honoured to show you, M’lady.”

Bianca giggled and put her small hand in Colin’s. When my female best friend, Francine, had learned that Bianca was joining us tonight, she’d dragged Roxy and Bianca with her to go shopping for the gala event. Bianca had decided on the emerald-green dress with a sparkling sequined bodice, three-quarter sleeves, and a defined waistband that flowed into a soft pleated chiffon skirt ending just below her knees. Roxy had wisely insisted on matching tights and had jokingly suggested sparkly sneakers. Predictably, Francine had been outraged, and they’d compromised on ballet shoes.

Francine and her life-partner, Colonel Manfred Millard, lived in the third unit connected to the main house. Her love for fashion often clashed with Roxy’s love for sneakers and comfort. It had taken me half an hour to style my short hair, apply my usual minimal makeup, and get dressed in the burgundy floor-length gown. It had taken Nikki, Roxy, and Francine two hours to get Bianca ready for tonight. Her hair fell in soft curls around her face, and her lips glistened with pink lip gloss that smelled like strawberries.

I watched as she walked with Colin to another large painting. We were on the first floor of the Palais Rohan, a masterwork of French Baroque architecture designed by Robert de Cotte. The exhibition spanned three rooms arranged in a strict enfilade—a linear progression that theoretically allowed for a clear line of sight from one end to the other. In practice, the layout created acoustic tunnels. 

The walls, lined in damask and punctuated by Corinthian pilasters, were crowded with frames that competed with the gilded stucco of the high ceilings. Beneath our feet, the intricate parquet flooring creaked in specific spots—a variable I had already mapped to avoid unnecessary noise. The lighting was a calculated compromise; modern spotlights focused on the canvases, cutting through the warmer, diffused glow from the crystal chandeliers overhead.

“Shall we join them?” Phillip leaned closer, his voice barely audible above the din. “Or do you prefer to stay here?”

I released a breath. “It’s crowded everywhere.”

Phillip chuckled. “I would not call this a crowd, Genevieve.”

He was right. Approximately eighty individuals circulated through the rooms, a density that I calculated as manageable yet draining. The mixture of expensive perfumes, the faint metallic tang of hairspray, and the dry dustiness of the old building irritated my sinuses. Men in dark tuxedos and women in colourful evening gowns clotted in small groups, obstructing the sightlines to the artwork. Their conversations created a cacophony of low-frequency sound that made it difficult to isolate specific audio inputs. Despite these variables, there was ample space to move around and enjoy the collection.

I nodded. “Let’s join them.”

Colin had been excited to see two of Rosa Bonheur’s most famous works. The Horse Fair was one of them. Four other people were looking at the painting that covered an entire wall. Colin had told me it measured more than five metres by almost two and a half. Fortunately, the ceiling in this room was tall enough to accommodate this massive work of art.

Colin and Bianca were standing in the centre of the room, facing the painting that depicted a thundering procession of large draft horses surging across the canvas. Their muscular white and bay coats gleamed as they reared against the straining grip of their handlers, who looked small next to them. Swirling dust and turbulent skies framed the chaos, capturing the raw kinetic power of the animals in a scene that felt indeed tumultuous—wild and loud.

“To study the anatomy and movement of these Percherons and other draft horses accurately, Bonheur attended the market twice a week for a year and a half.” Colin looked down at Bianca. “That was the kind of dedication she had to her work. Because it was such a male-dominated space, she had to get the police’s permission to wear trousers so she could blend in and sketch undisturbed.”

“This is the painting that brought her her first major success.” Phillip stepped closer to Bianca. “It took her four years to paint.”

“Four years?” Bianca’s eyebrows shot up high on her forehead. “That’s half my life.”

“Indeed.” Phillip laughed softly. “If you look closely, you can see the Boulevard de l’Hôpital in the background.”

“All I see is out-of-control horses.” Bianca looked up at Colin. “Do you think that is what she wanted? To draw the eye of the viewer to the horses’ power and movement?”

Colin blinked. “I don’t know why I’m still surprised by your insight. You are one hundred per cent correct.” He pointed to a man sitting on a white horse to the right of the painting. “See how that man’s arm muscles are straining to control the horse? Everything in the painting is to capture the raw power of these animals.”

Bianca stood quietly for a moment, then she looked at Phillip. “Why did she need permission to wear trousers?”

“In those years, women were not allowed to wear trousers.”

“Pah.” She rolled her eyes in an exact imitation of Nikki. “That’s ludicrous.”

The men laughed.

“And who is this wise young lady?” A man in his sixties walked up to us, his smile genuine as he looked at Bianca. “Might you be the much-talked-about granddaughter of my good friend Phillip?”

Bianca’s spine straightened, and she looked proudly at Phillip. “Yes, he’s my grandfather.”

Phillip swallowed and turned to the newcomer. “Tristan, thank you for the invitation.”

Tristan had the confidence of a successful individual, someone used to having power and getting things done. Yet there was a gentleness about him that one did not often observe in decision makers. He was slightly taller than Phillip, moved with the grace of a long-distance runner, and kept his grey hair neatly trimmed.

“Oh, it’s absolutely my pleasure.” He shook Phillip’s hand, his expression warm. “I couldn’t imagine not sharing this great joy with you.” He held out his hand to Bianca. “Tristan De Ligne.”

“Bianca Cortini-Ferreira.” She shook his hand once. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, sir.”

Tristan’s expression softened even more. “I’m deeply honoured to meet you, young lady.”

Bianca narrowed her eyes. “Is it true that you found Shadows of the Fontainebleau Forest?”

“Oh, I wish.” He huffed a soft laugh. “I can only imagine the absolute excitement of discovering a room full of masterpieces that no one knew about.” He shook his head. “I didn’t discover it, but I was lucky enough to buy it.”

“And we are lucky enough to see it.” Phillip gestured at Colin. “This is Colin Frey and—”

“Doctor Genevieve Lenard.” Tristan’s smile was genuine as he looked at me. “I’m so glad you could join us tonight.” He turned to Colin and held out his hand. “And I’ve heard a lot about your expertise.”

A young woman in her late twenties entered the room, clearly looking for someone. Her gaze fell on Tristan as he shook Colin’s hand, and her expression relaxed. It didn’t require much observation to see the resemblance between her and Tristan. She was the same height and had the same athletic build. Her elegant, turquoise floor-length gown featured a high, gathered neckline and dramatic, split cape-style sleeves, creating a regal, sophisticated silhouette. Her long blond hair hung in waves down her back and her makeup was minimal, only her lips a bright red.

“Is my dad boasting about his paintings again?” Her smile lifted her cheeks, and she came to a dramatic stop in front of Bianca. “Oh, my goodness. Dad? You didn’t tell me you invited a princess?”

“I’m not a princess.” Bianca stared wide-eyed at the young woman. “Are you one? You’re so pretty.”

The shock on the young woman’s face was genuine. As was the affection that replaced her initial reaction.

“Thank you so much.” She held out her hand to shake Bianca’s. “My name is Elana.”

Bianca sighed and shook Elana’s hand. “Even your name is pretty.”

Elana blinked a few times in an obvious effort to control her emotions. “And you are the sweetest young lady I’ve ever met.”

“My name is Bianca.” She realised she was still shaking Elana’s hand and pulled back with a giggle. “I’m here with my grandpa, Uncle Colin, and Angie.”

“Angie?” Tristan frowned. “Did I get your name wrong?”

“It’s our special name,” Bianca said before I could answer. “My brothers and I decided to give Auntie Genevieve a name that’s only ours. It took us many bad names to finally decide on Angie.”

Bianca had started calling Eric her other brother and Vivi her sister. It had brought tears to their parents’ eyes and had brought a warm softness to my mind when Bianca had announced it one night over dinner in her usual serious tone.

“I love that you gave her a special name. Just for you.” Elana turned to me. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Doctor Lenard.”

“Genevieve.” I smiled at Bianca. “Thank you for explaining.”

The eight-year-old’s smile brought a soft warmth to my emotions as she looked at me.

“Julian was the one who came up with the name.” She sighed and looked at Elana. “But only after he suggested Genie, Juju, and even Jam-Sandwich.”

Everyone laughed.

“Julian is her twin brother,”—Phillip raised one eyebrow—“who described visiting a museum as interesting as watching his toenails grow.”

Again, everyone chuckled.

“I don’t want to talk about silly boys.” Bianca raised her chin and sniffed. “I want to know more about the discovered painting.” She leaned a bit closer to Tristan. “Was it discovered during an adventure? With lanterns and rolled-up maps?”

“That’s a good question, young lady.” Tristan looked at Phillip, then back at Bianca. “I really don’t know.”

“Oh.” Bianca’s shoulders fell. “It would be really cool if it were discovered during such an adventure.”

“Hmm...” Colin narrowed his eyes as he turned his attention to Elana. “You said your dad was boasting about paintings. Plural.” He turned to Tristan. “Did you acquire more than just Shadows of the Fontainebleau Forest?”

“I did. My advisors know about my love for art and when they were informed about this cache of discovered artworks, they knew I would be interested.” He grinned at Elana. “I was.”

“As long as I can remember, Dad never cared about yachts or sports cars or anything like that. It was always art.” Elana’s smile was soft as she looked at the painting behind us. “He took me with him to see this one before he bought it. That was when I saw the other two paintings and convinced him to buy those too.”

“Also Bonheur paintings?”

Colin was exceptional at deception, but I’d known him for thirteen years, and he was my life partner. His tone and the slight contraction of the muscles around his mouth alerted me to a problem.

“Yes.” Excitement pulled at Tristan’s features. “I couldn’t believe how lucky I was.” He looked at Phillip. “After we made sure all the documents, the provenance, everything was in place, it really felt like I won a trip around the world on a cloud.”

Bianca giggled. “That’s silly. No one can travel on a cloud.” She turned to Phillip. “Or is it possible, Grandpa?”

Phillip smiled. “Only in our dreams, sweetheart. This is why Uncle Tristan said that. He was so happy about the paintings that it felt like a dream to him.”

Elana’s smartwatch pinged, and she glanced at it. “Oh, goodness. Dad, we’re needed in the main room.” She turned to us. “It was such a pleasure to meet you.” Her gaze softened as she looked at Phillip. “It’s always good to see you, Phillip.”

“And you, Elana.”

“Please stay as long as you like.” Tristan turned towards the door. “Phillip, I’ll catch up with you soon.”

“My door is always open for you and Elana.”

Phillip watched as the father and daughter made their way to the next room, then he turned to Colin. “Is something wrong?”

Colin chuckled. “My poker face used to be really good.”

“It still is.” Phillip smiled. “But I’ve known you long enough to pay attention when you ask certain questions. Why did you ask if the other discovered paintings were also by Rosa Bonheur?”

Colin grew serious. “I don’t know yet.” He turned around to look at the painting we’d admired earlier. “At a first glance, it is undoubtedly a Bonheur. Hell, even at a second and third glance.”

“But?” Phillip narrowed his eyes as he also studied the painting.

“But I don’t know.” Colin shrugged and took a step closer. “Something feels off.”

Phillip inhaled deeply and held his breath for three seconds before exhaling heavily. “Tristan’s team made sure this painting and the others’ documentation, provenance, everything is in order. Dammit, Colin. I insured these paintings.”

Colin turned to face Phillip. “Do you need me to follow my gut and look into this?”

“Please do.” He pulled his shoulders back and looked around the room. “I don’t know about you, but I’ve lost my appetite for this event.”

Bianca put her hand in Phillip’s. “We can go home if you don’t want to eat those small sandwiches on the table in the other room, Grandpa.”

Most of the tension left Phillip’s face as he looked down at Bianca. “I think it’s a good idea, sweetheart. We can make big sandwiches at home with your favourite—”

“Banana.” Her eyes widened in pleasure. “Yes, let’s go home now.” She looked at me. “Do you also want a banana sandwich, Angie?”

“No, thank you.” On their own, I enjoyed bread and bananas, but combining the two textures caused my brain great distress.

“I’m sorry, Phillip.” Contrition pulled on Colin’s features. “I didn’t mean to spoil your evening.”

“You didn’t. Not really.” Phillip glanced at the pastoral painting. “You know, I would always rather have the truth than placations.”
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Chapter TWO
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My routines kept my mind at an even keel. I woke up at exactly six o’clock every day. I wasn’t one to lie in bed and waste time, so I got up as soon as I turned off my alarm.

My slippers were next to my bed, and I always put my left foot in its slipper before my right. After a quick visit to the bathroom, I took my bathrobe from its hanger behind the bathroom door. Again, my left arm went into the sleeve before the right.

As I re-entered our bedroom, I checked on Colin. He preferred to snooze for a few more minutes after the alarm woke me, so I usually went downstairs and started preparing coffee. In summer, I preferred to enjoy my first cup of coffee in our extensive gardens. But it was winter, so I sat on our sofa, sipping my coffee and waiting until Colin joined me.

This morning, nothing was as it should be. The moment I turned off my alarm, I realised Colin wasn’t in bed.

I jerked upright and searched the room, but he wasn’t here.

I was just about to put my left foot in my slipper when he walked into the bedroom carrying two coffee mugs.

“No.” I shook my head and couldn’t stop. “No, no, no.”

“Hey.” Colin put the mugs down on the dresser and rushed over to me. “Do you need me to get back into bed?”

“No.” The word came out stronger than I intended, and I cleared my throat. “It’s the coffee.”

“Okay.” He sat down next to me and kissed my cheek, resting his hand on my forearm. “Good morning.”

“It’s not.” I sighed and looked at him. “I’ll come downstairs in a few minutes with a better mindset.”

“I’ll be waiting.” He kissed my cheek again and got up.

I watched him as he took the two mugs and left the room. The contraction of the orbicularis oculi muscles around his eyes told me he was worried. Not about me, but about something else. The dark circles under his eyes told me he hadn’t slept much last night. If at all.

I rolled my shoulders, put my left foot in my slipper and started my routine.

A few minutes later, I walked past the second bedroom that we’d converted into our reading room and made my way downstairs. We’d been living here for one year and twenty-eight days, which surprised me. Previously, it had taken me years to truly feel at home in a new residence. It had taken less than three months for me to feel like this was my home. Colin was convinced it had to do with the people we’d shared this property with, not the property itself. He might be correct.

Our cottage’s layout was identical to the other three that were connected to the main house. Upstairs were two bedrooms, both with ensuite bathrooms. Downstairs was a spacious living area and a kitchenette in the corner. None of us cooked meals in our cottages since we all ate in the main house. Our kitchenette was mainly used to make hot beverages and to prepare snacks on odd occasions.

I entered the living area to find Colin sitting on the sofa, his tablet in front of him.

He looked up and smiled. “Want to make fresh coffee?”

I nodded. Even though some parts of my routine were not in place this morning, it helped that I could follow my daily rituals as closely as possible.

While I waited for the coffee machine to produce two steaming mugs made with freshly ground beans, I leaned against the kitchenette counter and studied Colin. He’d turned his attention back to his tablet and was scrolling, zooming in, zooming out, and tapping, all while his corrugator supercilii muscles pulled his brow down into a deep frown.

Finally, the coffee machine finished, and I joined Colin on the sofa. I handed him his mug and studied him. “Is it a good morning for you?”

His attention focused entirely on me. “Now that you’re next to me, it’s a beautiful morning.”

I raised one eyebrow. “And the real answer?”

Colin mimicked my expression and waited.

I closed my eyes and sighed. “That was a sweet thing to say, but I’m worried about you and need to know how I can help.”

His expression softened. “You also say the sweetest things, Jenny. Thank you for worrying about me.”

“I don’t like it.”

He laughed. “I know and that’s why I’m happy to tell you that you don’t have to worry about me. I’m not distressed. Just perplexed.”

“Perplexed?” I crossed my legs under me and settled deeper into the sofa. “Is this about the Bonheur painting?”

“Paintings.” He drew out the ‘s’. “Plural.”

I took a sip of my coffee and waited.

Colin put his mug on the wooden coffee table and swiped his tablet screen. “I managed about three hours’ sleep before I just couldn’t anymore. That painting is bugging the living daylights out of me.”

When Colin became absorbed with art or a mystery involving art, he tended to use much more nuanced language. Fortunately, I’d learned most of his expressions and, even though I thought they were often banal, I no longer required clarification.

“Is it a specific painting or more than one? And why are they, or it, causing you such exasperation? Or is it irritation?”

“Both.” He looked up from his tablet. “I’m talking specifically about Shadows of the Fontainebleau Forest—the discovered painting owned by Tristan De Ligne. And I’m also talking about the other two paintings that he bought.”

He tilted the tablet so I could see the screen. “See, this is Shadows of the Fontainebleau Forest.”

He swiped the screen to show a landscape painting of a young girl leading a horse through a pasture. He pointed at the screen. “This is The Morning Task. The second Bonheur painting that Tristan bought.”

Again, he swiped the screen, then turned it to show a young boy in front of a flock of sheep. “This is Guardian of the Flock. The third painting.”

“What is wrong with them?” I knew Colin wouldn’t fret over something that wasn’t a real possibility.

“You tell me.” He handed me his tablet. “If you swipe to the right, you’ll see ten of Bonheur’s paintings. Look at them, then go back to these three and tell me what you see.”

“A challenge?” I took his tablet, knowing that he was fastidious about the cleanliness of his devices. “While I have my first coffee of the day. Thank you.”

He chuckled. “You’re welcome, love.”

I hadn’t been humorous. This truly made up for the disruption to my routine.

I took my time swiping through the paintings while sipping my coffee. Ploughing in the Nivernais appeared first, the sombre earth tones broken by the bright, pale coats of the Charolais oxen, their breath visible in the cool air. Next was The Highland Shepherd, where the texture of the damp, heavy wool on the sheep contrasted sharply with the jagged, grey rocks of the Scottish landscape. I paused on Gathering for the Hunt, noting how the tension in the hounds’ muscles was communicated not just through shape, but through the precise play of light on their short coats.

I narrowed my eyes as I studied these works. After twelve years with Colin and numerous cases involving art, I’d learned a lot.

Rosa Bonheur’s style was exquisite. She favoured a naturalistic palette—ochres, burnt siennas, and muted greens—avoiding the overly romanticised pastels common in her era. Her brushwork was disciplined; she built up layers to create the depth of animal fur or the roughness of tree bark, rather than using broad, suggestive strokes. Every anatomical detail, from the hock of a horse to the curvature of a sheep’s horn, was rendered with scientific accuracy.

Colin took my cold and empty coffee mug from my hands as I swiped back to the three paintings Tristan had bought. I was familiar with Shadows of the Fontainebleau Forest after spending quite a bit of time looking at it last night. The Morning Task depicted a young girl in a faded blue apron leading a massive dapple-grey draft horse across a sunlit meadow, her small hand loosely holding the rope. The painting emphasised the sheer scale of the animal—its heavy hooves and rippling shoulders towering over the child—yet captured a sense of absolute trust and synchronised movement between them.

I turned the tablet to look at The Guardian of the Flock. Unlike most of the other paintings, this was in portrait orientation and showed a young shepherd boy, leaning on a rough-hewn staff, standing in front of a flock of sheep.

Colin gestured at the screen. “The vertical composition of this painting draws the eye upward from the dense, oily wool of the animals to the boy’s face.”

I nodded and studied this child’s expression as he gazed from under a felt hat with a solemn maturity that belied his age.

Colin waited while I swiped back and forth, making a few more noises as I picked up some irregularities.

He smiled when I put the tablet down and faced him. “So?”

“Do you think these three paintings are forgeries?”

“Yes.” He glanced at the tablet. “What did you see?”

“The difference is so marginal that it’s easy to miss.” I looked at the young shepherd boy. “Even though the boy, the girl, and the two women in these paintings show exceptional emotional detail on their faces, it is depicted differently from the other paintings by Rosa Bonheur. There is also a very slight difference in the detail shown in the animals’ musculature.”

A soft knock on our front door startled me, and I exhaled loudly when Colin got up.

He looked through the peephole and smiled as he opened the door. “Good morning, Phillip.”

“Good morning.” Phillip walked in and toed off his snow-covered shoes, his expression concerned. “I hope I’m not disrupting your routine. I saw your light on an—”

“You know you’re always welcome.” Colin gestured to the sofa. “Make yourself at home and I’ll make coffee.”

“Thank you, Colin.” Phillip took off his thick winter coat and scarf and hung them on the coat tree by the door.

It had started snowing just as we arrived home last night. The kids would be delighted to wake up to a snowy garden this morning. They’d been most disappointed that this year hadn’t been a white Christmas. If the temperature stayed as it was at the moment, this snow might remain on the ground until New Year’s Eve. The kids would love that.

Phillip walked to our sectional sofa and sat down on the other end. He was wearing tailored blue trousers, a dress shirt and an elegant cardigan. His lips tightened briefly when he noticed the tablet on my lap. “You’ve been busy.”

“There are anomalies.” I showed Phillip the barely noticeable differences between the three discovered paintings owned by his client and the other Rosa Bonheur paintings. “She was exceptional in showing the animals’ muscle movement as they walked or ran. See here?” I pointed at one of Bonheur’s paintings. “Then compare it to this one.”

I swiped to show the girl walking the workhorse. “I triple checked and none of the other horses Rosa Bonheur painted showed the horses’ chest and shoulder muscles like in this one. There is a consistency in the other paintings that isn’t here. The same with the sheep and the cows in the painting in the museum.”

Colin brought three mugs of coffee and handed one to Phillip before sitting next to me and giving me a second coffee. My routine was now completely ruined. I always had my second coffee at breakfast with the rest of the house. I sighed and took a sip.

“There is also a matter of the brushstrokes and the clouds.” Colin winced. “Bonheur’s attention to detail is something that made her famous, so the clouds in these three paintings are just too similar to each other and too different to Bonheur’s other works to not wave a red flag at me.”

“I went over all the forensic proof last night.” Phillip took a last sip from his mug and put it on the coffee table. “Tristan’s art advisor insisted on advanced spectroscopy and micro-photography. Absolutely no anachronistic materials were found. The paper’s ageing, the charcoal’s composition, the binder,... everything perfectly matched the 1890s. The technical mastery is absolute.”
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