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VICTORIA WENTWORTH SAT alone at the table where Wellington had dined with sixteen of his field officers the night before he set out for Waterloo.


General Sir Harry Wentworth sat at the right hand of the Iron Duke that night, and was commanding his left flank when a defeated Napoleon rode off the battlefield and into exile. A grateful monarch bestowed on the general the title Earl of Wentworth, which the family had borne proudly since 1815.


These thoughts were running through Victoria’s mind as she read Dr Petrescu’s report for a second time. When she turned the last page, she let out a sigh of relief. A solution to all her problems had been found, quite literally at the eleventh hour.


The dining-room door opened noiselessly and Andrews, who from second footman to butler had served three generations of Wentworths, deftly removed her ladyship’s dessert plate.


‘Thank you,’ Victoria said, and waited until he had reached the door before she added, ‘and has everything been arranged for the removal of the painting?’ She couldn’t bring herself to mention the artist’s name.


‘Yes, m’lady,’ Andrews replied, turning back to face his mistress. ‘The picture will have been dispatched before you come down for breakfast.’


‘And has everything been prepared for Dr Petrescu’s visit?’


‘Yes, m’lady,’ repeated Andrews. ‘Dr Petrescu is expected around midday on Wednesday, and I have already informed cook that she will be joining you for lunch in the conservatory.’


‘Thank you, Andrews,’ said Victoria. The butler gave a slight bow and quietly closed the heavy oak door behind him.


By the time Dr Petrescu arrived, one of the family’s most treasured heirlooms would be on its way to America, and although the masterpiece would never be seen at Wentworth Hall again, no one outside the immediate family need be any the wiser.


Victoria folded her napkin and rose from the table. She picked up Dr Petrescu’s report and walked out of the dining room and into the hall. The sound of her shoes echoed in the marble hallway. She paused at the foot of the staircase to admire Gainsborough’s full-length portrait of Catherine, Lady Wentworth, who was dressed in a magnificent long silk and taffeta gown, set off by a diamond necklace and matching earrings. Victoria touched her ear and smiled at the thought that such an extravagant bauble must have been considered quite risqué at the time.


Victoria looked steadfastly ahead as she climbed the wide marble staircase to her bedroom on the first floor. She felt unable to look into the eyes of her ancestors, brought to life by Romney, Lawrence, Reynolds, Lely and Kneller, conscious of having let them all down. Victoria accepted that before she retired to bed she must finally write to her sister and let her know the decision she had come to.


Arabella was so wise and sensible. If only her beloved twin had been born a few minutes earlier rather than a few minutes later, then she would have inherited the estate, and undoubtedly handled the problem with considerably more panache. And worse, when Arabella learned the news, she would neither complain nor remonstrate, just continue to display the family’s stiff upper lip.


Victoria closed the bedroom door, walked across the room and placed Dr Petrescu’s report on her desk. She undid her bun, allowing the hair to cascade onto her shoulders. She spent the next few minutes brushing her hair, before taking off her clothes and slipping on a silk nightgown, which a maid had laid out on the end of the bed. Finally she stepped into her bedroom slippers. Unable to avoid the responsibility any longer, she sat down at her writing desk and picked up her fountain pen.


WENTWORTH HALL


September 10th, 2001


My dearest Arabella,


I have put off writing this letter for far too long, as you are the last person who deserves to learn such distressing news.


When dear Papa died and I inherited the estate, it was some time before I appreciated the full extent of the debts he had run up. I fear my lack of business experience, coupled with crippling death duties, only exacerbated the problem.


I thought the answer was to borrow even more, but that has simply made matters worse. At one point I feared that because of my naivety we might even end up having to sell our family’s estate. But I am pleased to tell you that a solution has been found.


On Wednesday, I will be seeing—


Victoria thought she heard the bedroom door open. She wondered which of her servants would have considered entering the room without knocking.


By the time Victoria had turned to find out who it was, she was already standing by her side.


Victoria stared up at a woman she had never seen before. She was young, slim, and even shorter than Victoria. She smiled sweetly, which made her appear vulnerable. Victoria returned her smile, and then noticed she was carrying a kitchen knife in her right hand.


‘Who—’ began Victoria as a hand shot out, grabbed her by the hair and snapped her head back against the chair. Victoria felt the thin, razor-sharp blade as it touched the skin of her neck. In one swift movement the knife sliced open her throat as if she were a lamb being sent to slaughter.


Moments before Victoria died, the young woman cut off her left ear.
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ANNA PETRESCU TOUCHED the button on the top of her bedside clock. It glowed 5.56am. Another four minutes and it would have woken her with the early morning news. But not today. Her mind had been racing all through the night, only allowing her intermittent patches of sleep. By the time she finally woke, Anna had decided exactly what she must do if the chairman was unwilling to go along with her recommendations. She switched off the automatic alarm, avoiding any news that might distract her, jumped out of bed and headed straight for the bathroom. Anna remained under the cold shower a little longer than usual, hoping it would fully wake her. Her last lover – heaven knows how long ago that must have been – thought it amusing that she always showered before going out for her morning run.


Once she had dried herself, Anna slipped on a white T-shirt and blue running shorts. Although the sun had not yet risen, she didn’t need to open the bedroom curtains of her little room to know that it was going to be another clear, sunny day. She zipped up her tracksuit top, which still displayed a faded ‘P’ where the bold blue letter had been unstitched. Anna didn’t want to advertise the fact that she had once been a member of the University of Pennsylvania track team. After all, that was nine years ago. Anna finally pulled on her Nike training shoes and tied the laces very tight. Nothing annoyed her more than having to stop in the middle of her morning run to retie her laces. The only other thing she wore that morning was her front-door key, attached to a thin silver chain that hung around her neck.


Anna double-locked the front door of her four-room apartment, walked across the corridor and pressed the elevator button. While she waited for the little cubicle to travel grudgingly up to the tenth floor, she began a series of stretching exercises that would be completed before the elevator returned to the ground floor.


Anna stepped out into the lobby and smiled at her favourite doorman, who quickly opened the front door so that she didn’t have to stop in her tracks.


‘Morning, Sam,’ Anna said, as she jogged out of Thornton House onto East 54th Street and headed towards Central Park.


Every weekday she ran the Southern Loop. On the weekends she would tackle the longer six-mile loop, when it didn’t matter if she was a few minutes late. It mattered today.


[image: Paragraph break image]


Bryce Fenston also rose before six o’clock that morning, as he too had an early appointment. While he showered, Fenston listened to the morning news: a suicide bomber who had blown himself up on the West Bank – an event that had become as commonplace as the weather forecast, or the latest currency fluctuation – didn’t cause him to raise the volume.


‘Another clear, sunny day, with a gentle breeze heading south-east, highs of 77, lows of 65,’ announced a chirpy weather girl as Fenston stepped out of the shower. A more serious voice replaced hers, to inform him that the Nikkei in Tokyo was up fourteen points, and Hong Kong’s Hang Seng down one. London’s FTSE hadn’t yet made up its mind in which direction to go. He considered that Fenston Finance shares were unlikely to move dramatically either way, as only two other people were aware of his little coup. Fenston was having breakfast with one of them at seven, and he would fire the other at eight.


By 6.40am, Fenston had showered and dressed. He glanced at his reflection in the mirror; he would like to have been a couple of inches taller, and a couple of inches thinner. Nothing that a good tailor and a pair of Cuban shoes with specially designed insoles couldn’t rectify. He would also like to have grown his hair again, but not while there were so many exiles from his country who might still recognize him.


Although his father had been a tram conductor in Bucharest, anyone who gave the immaculately dressed man a second glance as he stepped out of his brownstone on East 79th Street and into his chauffeur-driven limousine would have assumed that he had been born into the upper eastside establishment. Only those who looked more closely would have spotted the small diamond in his left ear – an affectation that he believed singled him out from his more conservative colleagues. None of his staff dared to tell him otherwise.


Fenston settled down in the back of his limousine. ‘The office,’ he barked before touching a button in the armrest. A smoked grey screen purred up, cutting off any unnecessary conversation between him and the driver. Fenston picked up a copy of the New York Times from the seat beside him. He flicked through the pages to see if any particular headline grabbed his attention. Mayor Giuliani seemed to have lost the plot. Having installed his mistress in Gracie Mansion, he’d left the first lady only too happy to voice her opinion on the subject to anyone who cared to listen. This morning it was the New York Times. Fenston was poring over the financial pages when his driver swung onto FDR Drive, and he had reached the obituaries by the time the limousine came to a halt outside the North Tower. No one would be printing the only obituary he was interested in until tomorrow, but, to be fair, no one in America realized she was dead.


‘I have an appointment on Wall Street at eight thirty,’ Fenston informed his driver as he opened the back door for him. ‘So pick me up at eight fifteen.’ The driver nodded, as Fenston marched off in the direction of the lobby. Although there were ninety-nine elevators in the building, only one went directly to the restaurant on the 107th floor.


As Fenston stepped out of the elevator a minute later – he had once calculated that he would spend a week of his life in elevators – the maître d’ spotted his regular customer, bowed his head slightly and escorted him to a table in the corner, overlooking the Statue of Liberty. On the one occasion Fenston had turned up to find his usual table occupied, he’d turned round and stepped straight back into the elevator. Since then, the corner table had remained empty every morning – just in case.


Fenston was not surprised to find Karl Leapman waiting for him. Leapman had never once been late in the ten years he had worked for Fenston Finance. Fenston wondered how long he had been sitting there, just to be certain that the chairman didn’t turn up before him. Fenston looked down at a man who had proved, time and time again, that there was no sewer he wasn’t willing to swim in for his master. But then Fenston was the only person who had been willing to offer Leapman a job after he’d been released from jail. Disbarred lawyers with a prison sentence for fraud don’t expect to make partner.


Even before he took his seat, Fenston began speaking. ‘Now we are in possession of the Van Gogh,’ he said, ‘we only have one matter to discuss this morning. How do we rid ourselves of Anna Petrescu without her becoming suspicious?’


Leapman opened a file in front of him, and smiled.
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NOTHING HAD GONE to plan that morning.


Andrews had instructed cook that he would be taking up her ladyship’s breakfast tray just as soon as the painting had been dispatched. Cook had developed a migraine, so her number two, not a reliable girl, had been put in charge of her ladyship’s breakfast. The security van turned up forty minutes late, with a cheeky young driver who refused to leave until he’d been given coffee and biscuits. Cook would never have stood for such nonsense, but her number two caved in. Half an hour later, Andrews found them sitting at the kitchen table, chatting.


Andrews was only relieved that her ladyship hadn’t stirred before the driver finally departed. He checked the tray, refolded the napkin and left the kitchen to take breakfast up to his mistress.


Andrews held the tray on the palm of one hand and knocked quietly on the bedroom door before opening it with the other. When he saw her ladyship lying on the floor in a pool of blood, he let out a gasp, dropped the tray and rushed over to the body.


Although it was clear Lady Victoria had been dead for several hours, Andrews did not consider contacting the police until the next in line to the Wentworth estate had been informed of the tragedy. He quickly left the bedroom, locked the door and ran downstairs for the first time in his life.


[image: Paragraph break image]


Arabella Wentworth was serving someone when Andrews called.


She put the phone down and apologized to her customer, explaining that she had to leave immediately. She switched the OPEN sign to CLOSED and locked the door of her little antiques shop only moments after Andrews had uttered the word emergency, not an opinion she’d heard him express in the past forty-nine years.


Fifteen minutes later, Arabella brought her mini to a halt on the gravel outside Wentworth Hall. Andrews was standing on the top step, waiting for her.


‘I’m so very sorry, m’lady,’ was all he said, before he led his new mistress into the house and up the wide marble staircase. When Andrews touched the banister to steady himself, Arabella knew her sister was dead.


Arabella had often wondered how she would react in a crisis. She was relieved to find that, although she was violently sick when she first saw her sister’s body, she didn’t faint. However, it was a close thing. After a second glance, she grabbed the bedpost to help steady herself before turning away.


Blood had spurted everywhere, congealing on the carpet, the walls, the writing desk and even the ceiling. With a Herculean effort, Arabella let go of the bedpost and staggered towards the phone on the bedside table. She collapsed onto the bed, picked up the receiver and dialled 999. When the phone was answered with the words, ‘Emergency, which service?’ she replied, ‘Police.’


Arabella replaced the receiver. She was determined to reach the bedroom door without looking back at her sister’s body. She failed. Only a glance, and this time her eyes settled on the letter addressed ‘My dearest Arabella’. She grabbed the sheet of paper, unwilling to share her sister’s last thoughts with the local constabulary, stuffed it into her pocket and walked unsteadily out of the room.
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ANNA JOGGED WEST along East 54th Street, past the Museum of Modern Art, crossing 6th Avenue before taking a right on 7th. She barely glanced at the familiar landmarks of the massive [image: Love] sculpture that dominated the corner of East 55th Street, or Carnegie Hall as she crossed 57th. Most of her energy and concentration was taken up with trying to avoid the early morning commuters as they hurried towards her or blocked her progress. Anna considered the jog to Central Park nothing more than a warm-up and didn’t start the stopwatch on her left wrist until she passed through Artisans’ Gate and ran into the park.


Once Anna had settled into her regular rhythm, she tried to focus on the meeting scheduled with the chairman for eight o’clock that morning.


Anna had been both surprised and somewhat relieved when Bryce Fenston had offered her a job at Fenston Finance only days after she’d left her position as the number two in Sotheby’s Impressionist department.


Her immediate boss had made it only too clear that any thought of progress would be blocked for some time after she’d admitted to being responsible for losing the sale of a major collection to their main rival, Christie’s. Anna had spent months nurturing, flattering and cajoling this particular customer into selecting Sotheby’s for the disposal of their family’s estate, and had naively assumed when she shared the secret with her lover that he would be discreet. After all, he was a lawyer.


When the name of the client was revealed in the arts section of the New York Times, Anna lost both her lover and her job. It didn’t help when, a few days later, the same paper reported that Dr Anna Petrescu had left Sotheby’s ‘under a cloud’ – a euphemism for fired – and the columnist helpfully added that she needn’t bother to apply for a job at Christie’s.


Bryce Fenston was a regular attendee at all the major Impressionist sales, and he couldn’t have missed Anna standing by the side of the auctioneer’s podium, taking notes and acting as a spotter. She resented any suggestion that her striking good looks and athletic figure were the reason Sotheby’s regularly placed her in so prominent a position, rather than at the side of the auction room along with the other spotters.


Anna checked her watch as she ran across Playmates Arch: 2 minutes 18 seconds. She always aimed to complete the loop in twelve minutes. She knew that wasn’t fast, but it still annoyed her whenever she was overtaken, and it made her particularly mad if it was by a woman. Anna had come ninety-seventh in last year’s New York marathon, so on her morning jog in Central Park she was rarely passed by anything on two legs.


Her thoughts returned to Bryce Fenston. It had been known for some time by those closely involved in the art world – auction houses, leading galleries and private dealers – that Fenston was amassing one of the great Impressionist collections. He, along with Steve Wynn, Leonard Lauder, Anne Dias and Takashi Nakamura, was regularly among the final bidders for any major new acquisition. For such collectors, what often begins as an innocent hobby can quickly become an addiction, every bit as demanding as any drug. For Fenston, who owned an example of all the major Impressionists and post-Impressionists except Van Gogh, even the thought of possessing a work by the Dutch master was an injection of pure heroin, and once purchased he quickly craved another fix, like a shaking addict in search of a dealer. His dealer was Anna Petrescu.


When Fenston read in the New York Times that Anna was leaving Sotheby’s, he immediately offered her a place on his board with a salary that reflected how serious he was about continuing to build his collection. What tipped the balance for Anna was the discovery that Fenston also originated from Romania. He continually reminded Anna that, like her, he had escaped the oppressive Ceauşescu regime to find refuge in America.


Within days of her joining the bank, Fenston quickly put Anna’s expertise to the test. Most of the questions he asked her at their first meeting, over lunch, concerned Anna’s knowledge of any large collections still in the hands of second- or third-generation families. After six years at Sotheby’s, there was barely a major Impressionist work that came under the hammer that hadn’t passed through Anna’s hands, or at least been viewed by her and then added to her database.


One of the first lessons Anna learned after joining Sotheby’s was that old money was more likely to be the seller and new money the buyer, which was how she originally came into contact with Lady Victoria Wentworth, elder daughter of the seventh earl of Wentworth – old, old money – on behalf of Bryce Fenston – nouveau, nouveau riche.


Anna was puzzled by Fenston’s obsession with other people’s collections, until she discovered that it was company policy to advance large loans against works of art. Few banks are willing to consider ‘art’, no matter what form, as collateral. Property, shares, bonds, land, even jewellery, but rarely art. Bankers do not understand the market, and are reluctant to reclaim the assets from their customers, not least because storing the works, insuring them and often ending up having to sell them is not only time-consuming but impractical. Fenston Finance was the rare exception. It didn’t take Anna long to discover that Fenston had no real love, or particular knowledge, of art. He fulfilled Oscar Wilde’s dictum: A man who knows the price of everything and the value of nothing. But it was some time before Anna discovered his real motive.
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One of Anna’s first assignments was to take a trip to England and value the estate of Lady Victoria Wentworth, a potential customer, who had applied for a large loan from Fenston Finance. The Wentworth collection turned out to be a typically English one, built up by the second earl, an eccentric aristocrat with a great deal of money, considerable taste and a good enough eye for later generations to describe him as a gifted amateur. From his own countrymen he acquired Romney, West, Constable, Stubbs and Morland, as well as a magnificent example of a Turner, Sunset over Plymouth.


The third earl showed no interest in anything artistic, so the collection gathered dust until his son, the fourth earl, inherited the estate, and with it his grandfather’s discriminating eye.


Jamie Wentworth spent nearly a year exiled from his native land taking what used to be known as the Grand Tour. He visited Paris, Amsterdam, Rome, Florence, Venice and St Petersburg before returning to Wentworth Hall in possession of a Raphael, Tintoretto, Titian, Rubens, Holbein and Van Dyck, not to mention an Italian wife. However, it was Charles, the fifth earl, who, for all the wrong reasons, trumped his ancestors. Charlie was also a collector, not of paintings, but of mistresses. After an energetic weekend spent in Paris – mainly on the racecourse at Longchamp, but partly in a bedroom at the Crillon – his latest filly convinced him to purchase from her doctor a painting by an unknown artist. Charlie Wentworth returned to England having discarded his paramour but stuck with a painting that he relegated to a guest bedroom, although many aficionados now consider Self-portrait with Bandaged Ear to be among Van Gogh’s finest works.


Anna had already warned Fenston to be wary when it came to purchasing a Van Gogh, because attributions were often more dubious than Wall Street bankers – a simile Fenston didn’t care for. She told him that there were several fakes hanging in private collections, and even one or two in major museums, including the national museum of Oslo. However, after Anna had studied the paperwork that accompanied the Van Gogh Self-portrait, which included a reference to Charles Wentworth in one of Dr Gachet’s letters, a receipt for eight hundred francs from the original sale and a certificate of authentication from Louis van Tilborgh, Curator of Paintings at the Van Gogh Museum in Amsterdam, she felt confident enough to advise the chairman that the magnificent portrait was indeed by the hand of the master.


For Van Gogh addicts, Self-portrait with Bandaged Ear was the ultimate high. Although the maestro painted thirty-five self-portraits during his lifetime, he attempted only two after cutting off his left ear. What made this particular work so desirable for any serious collector was that the other one was on display at the Courtauld Institute in London. Anna was becoming more and more anxious about just how far Fenston would be willing to go in order to possess the only other example.


Anna spent a pleasant ten days at Wentworth Hall cataloguing and valuing the family’s collection. When she returned to New York, she advised the board – mainly made up of Fenston’s cronies or politicians who were only too happy to accept a handout – that should a sale ever prove necessary, the assets would more than cover the bank’s loan of thirty million dollars.


Although Anna had no interest in Victoria Wentworth’s reasons for needing such a large sum of money, she often heard Victoria speak of the sadness of ‘dear Papa’s’ premature death, the retirement of their trusted estates manager and the iniquity of 40 per cent death duties during her stay at Wentworth Hall. ‘If only Arabella had been born a few moments earlier . . .’ was one of Victoria’s favourite mantras.


Once she was back in New York, Anna could recall every painting and sculpture in Victoria’s collection without having to refer to any paperwork. The one gift that set her apart from her contemporaries at Penn, and her colleagues at Sotheby’s, was a photographic memory. Once Anna had seen a painting, she would never forget the image, its provenance or its location. Every Sunday she would idly put her skill to the test, by visiting a new gallery, a room at the Met, or simply studying the latest catalogue raisonné. On returning to her apartment, she would write down the name of every painting she had seen, before checking it against the different catalogues. Since leaving university, Anna had added the Louvre, the Prado and the Uffizi, as well as the National Gallery of Washington, the Phillips Collection and the Getty Museum, to her memory bank. Thirty-seven private collections and countless catalogues were also stored in the database of her brain, an asset Fenston had proved willing to pay over the odds for.


Anna’s responsibility did not go beyond valuing the collections of potential clients and then submitting written reports for the board’s consideration. She never became involved in the drawing up of any contract. That was exclusively in the hands of the bank’s in-house lawyer, Karl Leapman. However, Victoria did let slip on one occasion that the bank was charging her 16 per cent compound interest. Anna had quickly become aware that debt, naivety and a lack of any financial expertise were the ingredients on which Fenston Finance thrived. This was a bank that seemed to relish its customers’ inability to repay their debts.


Anna lengthened her stride as she passed by the carousel. She checked her watch – off twelve seconds. She frowned, but at least no one had overtaken her. Her thoughts returned to the Wentworth collection, and the recommendation she would be making to Fenston that morning. Anna had decided she would have to resign if the chairman felt unable to accept her advice, despite the fact that she had worked for the company for less than a year and was painfully aware that she still couldn’t hope to get a job at Sotheby’s or Christie’s.


During the past year, she had learnt to live with Fenston’s vanity, and even tolerate the occasional outburst when he didn’t get his own way, but she could not condone misleading a client, especially one as naive as Victoria Wentworth. Leaving Fenston Finance after such a short time might not look good on her résumé, but an ongoing fraud investigation would look a lot worse.
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‘WHEN WILL WE find out if she’s dead?’ asked Leapman, as he sipped his coffee.


‘I’m expecting confirmation this morning,’ Fenston replied.


‘Good, because I’ll need to be in touch with her lawyer to remind him –’ he paused – ‘that in the case of a suspicious death –’ he paused a second time – ‘any settlement reverts to the jurisdiction of the New York State Bar.’


‘Strange that none of them ever query that clause in the contract,’ said Fenston, buttering another muffin.


‘Why should they?’ asked Leapman. ‘After all, they have no way of knowing that they’re about to die.’


‘And is there any reason for the police to become suspicious about our involvement?’


‘No,’ replied Leapman. ‘You’ve never met Victoria Wentworth, you didn’t sign the original contract, and you haven’t even seen the painting.’


‘No one has outside the Wentworth family and Petrescu,’ Fenston reminded him. ‘But what I still need to know is how much time before I can safely—’


‘Hard to say, but it could be years before the police are willing to admit they don’t even have a suspect, especially in such a high-profile case.’


‘A couple of years will be quite enough,’ said Fenston. ‘By then, the interest on the loan will be more than enough to ensure that I can hold on to the Van Gogh and sell off the rest of the collection without losing any of my original investment.’


‘Then it’s a good thing that I read Petrescu’s report when I did,’ said Leapman, ‘because if she’d gone along with Petrescu’s recommendation, there would have been nothing we could do about it.’


‘Agreed,’ said Fenston, ‘but now we have to find some way of losing Petrescu.’


A thin smile appeared on Leapman’s lips. ‘That’s easy enough,’ he said, ‘we play on her one weakness.’


‘And that is?’ asked Fenston.


‘Her honesty.’


[image: Paragraph break image]


Arabella sat alone in the drawing room, unable to take in what was happening all around her. A cup of Earl Grey tea on the table beside her had gone cold, but she hadn’t noticed. The loudest noise in the room was the tick of the clock on the mantelpiece. Time had stopped for Arabella.


Several police cars and an ambulance were parked on the gravel outside. People going about their business, dressed in uniforms, white coats, dark suits and even face masks, came and went without bothering her.


There was a gentle tap on the door. Arabella looked up to see an old friend standing in the doorway. The chief superintendent removed a peaked cap covered in silver braid as he entered the room. Arabella rose from the sofa, her face ashen, her eyes red from crying. The tall man bent down and kissed her gently on both cheeks, and then waited for her to sit back down before he took his place in the leather wing chair opposite her. Stephen Renton offered his condolences, which were genuine; he’d known Victoria for many years.


Arabella thanked him, sat up straight and asked quietly, ‘Who could have done such a terrible thing, especially to someone as innocent as Victoria?’


‘There doesn’t seem to be a simple or logical answer to that question,’ the chief superintendent replied. ‘And it doesn’t help that it was several hours before her body was discovered, allowing the assailant more than enough time to get clean away.’ He paused. ‘Do you feel up to answering some questions, my dear?’


Arabella gave a nod. ‘I’ll do anything I can to help you track down the assailant.’ She repeated the word with venom.


‘Normally, the first question I would ask in any murder enquiry is do you know if your sister had any enemies, but I confess that knowing her as I did that doesn’t seem possible. However, I must ask if you were aware of any problems Victoria might have been facing, because –’ he hesitated – ‘there have been rumours in the village for some time that, following your father’s death, your sister was left with considerable debts.’


‘I don’t know, is the truth,’ Arabella admitted. ‘After I married Angus, we only came down from Scotland for a couple of weeks in the summer, and every other Christmas. It wasn’t until my husband died that I returned to live in Surrey’ – the chief superintendent nodded, but didn’t interrupt – ‘and heard the same rumours. Local gossips were even letting it be known that some of the furniture in my shop had come from the estate, in order that Victoria could still pay the staff.’


‘And was there any truth in those rumours?’ asked Stephen.


‘None at all,’ replied Arabella. ‘When Angus died and I sold our farm in Perthshire, there was more than enough to allow me to return to Wentworth, open my little shop and turn a life-long hobby into a worthwhile enterprise. But I did ask my sister on several occasions if the rumours of Father’s financial position were true. Victoria denied there was any problem, always claiming that everything was under control. But then she adored Father, and in her eyes he could do no wrong.’


‘Can you think of anything that might give some clue as to why . . .’


Arabella rose from the sofa and, without explanation, walked across to a writing desk on the far side of the room. She picked up the blood-spattered letter that she had found on her sister’s table, walked back and handed it across to him.


Stephen read the unfinished missive twice before asking, ‘Do you have any idea what Victoria could have meant by “a solution has been found”?’


‘No,’ admitted Arabella, ‘but it’s possible that I’ll be able to answer that question once I’ve had a word with Arnold Simpson.’


‘That doesn’t fill me with confidence,’ said Stephen.


Arabella noted his comment, but didn’t respond. She knew that the chief superintendent’s natural instinct was to mistrust all solicitors, who appeared unable to disguise a belief that they were superior to any police officer.


The chief superintendent rose from his place, walked across and sat next to Arabella. He took her hand. ‘Call me whenever you want to,’ he said gently, ‘and try not to keep too many secrets from me, Arabella, because I’ll need to know everything, and I mean everything, if we’re to find who murdered your sister.’


Arabella didn’t reply.


[image: Paragraph break image]


‘Damn,’ muttered Anna to herself when an athletic, dark-haired man jogged casually past her, just as he’d done several times during the last few weeks. He didn’t glance back – serious runners never did. Anna knew that it would be pointless to try and keep up with him, as she would be ‘legless’ within a hundred yards. She had once caught a sideways glimpse of the mystery man, but he then strode away and all she had seen was the back of his emerald-green T-shirt as he continued towards Strawberry Fields. Anna tried to put him out of her mind and focus once again on her meeting with Fenston.


Anna had already sent a copy of her report to the chairman’s office, recommending that the bank sell the self-portrait as quickly as possible. She knew a collector in Tokyo who was obsessed with Van Gogh and still had the yen to prove it. And with this particular painting there was another weakness she would be able to play on, which she had highlighted in her report. Van Gogh had always admired Japanese art, and on the wall behind the self-portrait he had reproduced a print of Geishas in a Landscape, which Anna felt would make the painting even more irresistible to Takashi Nakamura.


Nakamura was chairman of the largest steel company in Japan, but lately he’d been spending more and more time building up his art collection, which he’d let it be known was to form part of a foundation that would eventually be left to the nation. Anna also considered it an advantage that Nakamura was an intensely secretive individual, who guarded the details of his private collection with typical Japanese inscrutability. Such a sale would allow Victoria Wentworth to save face – something the Japanese fully understood. Anna had once acquired a Degas for Nakamura, Dancing Class with Mme Minette, which the seller had wished to dispose of privately, a service the great auction houses offer to those who want to avoid the prying eyes of journalists who hang around the sale rooms. She was confident that Nakamura would offer at least sixty million dollars for the rare Dutch masterpiece. So if Fenston accepted her proposal – and why shouldn’t he? – everyone would be satisfied with the outcome.


When Anna passed the Tavern on the Green, she once again checked her watch. She would need to pick up her pace if she still hoped to be back at Artisans’ Gate in under twelve minutes. As she sprinted down the hill, she reflected on the fact that she shouldn’t allow her personal feelings for a client to cloud her judgement, but frankly Victoria needed all the help she could get. When Anna passed through Artisans’ Gate, she pressed the stop button on her watch: twelve minutes and four seconds. Damn.


Anna jogged slowly off in the direction of her apartment, unaware that she was being closely watched by the man in the emerald-green T-shirt.
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JACK DELANEY STILL wasn’t sure if Anna Petrescu was a criminal.


The FBI agent watched her as she disappeared into the crowd on her way back to Thornton House. Once she was out of sight, Jack resumed jogging through Sheep Meadow towards the lake. He thought about the woman he’d been investigating for the past six weeks. An enquiry that was hampered by the fact that he didn’t need Anna to find out that the bureau were also investigating her boss, who Jack had no doubt was a criminal.


It was nearly a year since Richard W. Macy, Jack’s Supervising Special Agent, had called him into his office and allocated him a team of eight agents to cover a new assignment. Jack was to investigate three vicious murders on three different continents which had one thing in common: each of the victims had been killed at a time when they also had large outstanding loans with Fenston Finance. Jack quickly concluded that the murders had been planned and were the work of a professional killer.


Jack cut through Shakespeare Garden as he headed back towards his small apartment on the West Side. He had just about completed his file on Fenston’s most recent recruit, although he still couldn’t make up his mind if she was a willing accomplice or a naive innocent.


Jack had begun with Anna’s upbringing and discovered that her uncle, George Petrescu, had emigrated from Romania in 1968, to settle in Danville, Illinois. Within weeks of Ceauşescu appointing himself president, George had written to his brother imploring him to come to America. When Ceauşescu declared Romania a socialist republic and made his wife Elena his deputy, George wrote to his brother renewing his invitation, which included his young niece, Anna.


Although Anna’s parents refused to leave their homeland, they did allow their seventeen-year-old daughter to be smuggled out of Bucharest in 1987 and shipped off to America to stay with her uncle, promising her that she could return the moment Ceauşescu had been overthrown. Anna never returned. She wrote home regularly, begging her parents to join them in the States, but she rarely received a response. Two years later she learned that her father had been killed in a border skirmish while attempting to oust the dictator. Her mother repeated that she would never leave her native land, her excuse now being, ‘Who would tend to your father’s grave?’


That much, one of Jack’s squad members had been able to discover from an essay Anna had written for her high school magazine. One of her classmates had also written about the gentle girl with long fair plaits and blue eyes, who came from somewhere called Bucharest and knew so few words of English that she couldn’t even recite the Pledge of Allegiance at morning assembly. By the end of her second year, Anna was editing the magazine, from where Jack had gathered so much of his information.


From high school, Anna won a scholarship to Williams University in Massachusetts to study art history. A local newspaper recorded that she also won the inter-varsity mile against Cornell in a time of 4 minutes 48 seconds. Jack followed Anna’s progress to the University of Pennsylvania, where she continued her studies for a PhD, her chosen thesis subject the Fauve Movement. Jack had to look up the word in Webster’s. It referred to a group of artists led by Matisse, Derain and Vlaminck who wished to break away from the influence of Impressionism and move towards the use of bright and dissonant colour. He also learned how the young Picasso had left Spain to join the group in Paris, where he shocked the public with paintings that Paris Match described as ‘of no lasting importance’; ‘sanity will return,’ they assured their readers. It only made Jack want to read more about Vuillard, Luce and Camoin – artists he’d never heard of. But that would have to wait for an off-duty moment, unless it became evidence that would nail Fenston.


After Penn, Dr Petrescu joined Sotheby’s as a graduate trainee. Here Jack’s information became somewhat sketchy as he could allow his agents only limited contact with her former colleagues. However, he did learn of her photographic memory, her rigorous scholarship and the fact that she was liked by everyone from the porters to the chairman. But no one would discuss in detail what ‘under a cloud’ meant, although he did discover that she would not be welcome back at Sotheby’s under the present management. And Jack couldn’t fathom out why, despite her dismissal, she considered joining Fenston Finance. For that part of his enquiry he had to rely on speculation, because he couldn’t risk approaching anyone she worked with at the bank, although it was clear that Tina Forster, the chairman’s secretary, had become a close friend.


In the short time Anna had worked at Fenston Finance, she had visited several new clients who had recently taken out large loans, all of whom were in possession of major art collections. Jack feared that it could only be a matter of time before one of them suffered the same fate as Fenston’s three previous victims.


Jack ran onto West 86th Street. Three questions still needed answering. One, how long had Fenston known Petrescu before she joined the bank? Two, had they, or their families, known each other in Romania? And three, was she the hired assassin?


[image: Paragraph break image]


Fenston scrawled his signature across the breakfast bill, rose from his place and, without waiting for Leapman to finish his coffee, marched out of the restaurant. He stepped into an open elevator, but waited for Leapman to press the button for the eighty-third floor. A group of Japanese men in dark blue suits and plain silk ties joined them, having also had breakfast at Windows on the World. Fenston never discussed business matters while in an elevator, well aware that several of his rivals occupied the floors above and below him.


When the elevator opened on the eighty-third floor, Leapman followed his master out, but then turned the other way and headed straight for Petrescu’s office. He opened her door without knocking to find Anna’s assistant, Rebecca, preparing the files Anna would need for her meeting with the chairman. Leapman barked out a set of instructions that didn’t invite questions. Rebecca immediately placed the files on Anna’s desk and went in search of a large cardboard box.


Leapman walked back down the corridor and joined the chairman in his office. They began to go over tactics for their showdown with Petrescu. Although they had been through the same procedure three times in the past eight years, Leapman warned the chairman that it could be different this time.


‘What do you mean?’ demanded Fenston.


‘I don’t think Petrescu will leave without putting up a fight,’ he said. ‘After all, she isn’t going to find it easy to get another job.’


‘She certainly won’t if I have anything to do with it,’ said Fenston, rubbing his hands.


‘But perhaps in the circumstances, chairman, it might be wise if I—’


A knock on the door interrupted their exchange. Fenston looked up to see Barry Steadman, the bank’s head of security, standing in the doorway.


‘Sorry to bother you, chairman, but there’s a FedEx courier out here, says he has a package for you and no one else can sign for it.’


Fenston waved the courier in and, without a word, penned his signature in the little oblong box opposite his name. Leapman looked on, but neither of them spoke until the courier had departed and Barry had closed the door behind him.


‘Is that what I think it is?’ asked Leapman quietly.


‘We’re about to find out,’ said Fenston as he ripped open the package and emptied its contents onto the desk.


They both stared down at Victoria Wentworth’s left ear.


‘See that Krantz is paid the other half million,’ said Fenston. Leapman nodded. ‘And she’s even sent a bonus,’ said Fenston, staring down at the antique diamond earring.


[image: Paragraph break image]


Anna finished packing just after seven. She left her suitcase in the hall, intending to return and pick it up on the way to the airport straight after work. Her flight to London was scheduled for 5.40pm that afternoon, touching down at Heathrow just before sunrise the following day. Anna much preferred taking the overnight flight, when she could sleep and still have enough time to prepare herself before joining Victoria for lunch at Wentworth Hall. She only hoped that Victoria had read her report and would agree that selling the Van Gogh privately was a simple solution to all her problems.


Anna left her apartment building for the second time that morning, just after 7.20am. She hailed a taxi – an extravagance, but one she justified by wanting to look her best for her meeting with the chairman. She sat in the back of the cab and checked her appearance in her compact mirror. Her recently acquired Anand Jon suit and white silk blouse would surely make heads turn. Although some might be puzzled by her black sneakers.


The cab took a right on FDR Drive and speeded up a little as Anna checked her cellphone. There were three messages, all of which she would deal with after the meeting: one from her secretary, Rebecca, needing to speak to her urgently, which was surprising given they were going to see each other in a few minutes’ time; confirmation of her flight from BA, and an invitation to dinner with Robert Brooks, the new chairman of Bonhams.


Her cab drew up outside the entrance to the North Tower twenty minutes later. She paid the driver and jumped out to join a sea of workers as they filed towards the entrance and through the bank of turnstiles. She took the shuttle express elevator, and less than a minute later stepped out onto the dark green carpet of the executive floor. Anna had once overheard in the elevator that each floor was an acre in size, and some fifty thousand people worked in a building that never closed – more than double the population of her adopted home town of Danville, Illinois.


Anna went straight to her office and was surprised to find that Rebecca wasn’t waiting for her, especially as she knew how important her eight o’clock meeting was. But she was relieved to see that all the relevant files had been piled neatly on her desk. She double-checked that they were in the order she had requested. Anna still had a few minutes to spare, so she once again turned to the Wentworth file and began reading her report. ‘The value of the Wentworth Estate falls into several categories. My department’s only interest is in . . .’


[image: Paragraph break image]


Tina Forster didn’t rise until just after seven. Her appointment with the dentist wasn’t until eight thirty and Fenston had made it clear that she needn’t be on time this morning. That usually meant he had an out-of-town appointment, or was going to fire someone. If it was the latter, he wouldn’t want her hanging around the office, sympathizing with the person who had just lost their job. Tina knew that it couldn’t be Leapman, because Fenston wouldn’t be able to survive without the man, and although she would have liked it to be Barry Steadman, she could dream on, because he never missed an opportunity to praise the chairman, who absorbed flattery like a beached sea sponge waiting for the next wave.


Tina lay soaking in the bath – a luxury she usually only allowed herself at weekends – wondering when it would be her turn to be fired. She’d been Fenston’s personal assistant for over a year, and although she despised the man and all he stood for, she’d still tried to make herself indispensable. Tina knew that she couldn’t consider resigning until . . .


The phone rang in her bedroom, but she made no attempt to answer it. She assumed it would be Fenston demanding to know where a particular file was, a phone number, even his diary. ‘On the desk in front of you’ was usually the answer. She wondered for a moment if it might be Anna, the only real friend she’d made since moving from the West Coast. Unlikely, she concluded, as Anna would be presenting her report to the chairman at eight o’clock, and was probably, even now, going over the finer details for the twentieth time.


Tina smiled as she climbed out of the bath and wrapped a towel round her body. She strolled across the corridor and into her bedroom. Whenever a guest spent the night in her cramped apartment they had to share her bed or sleep on the sofa. They had little choice, as she only had one bedroom. Not many takers lately, and not because of any shortage of offers. But after what she’d been through with Fenston, Tina no longer trusted anyone. Recently she’d wanted to confide in Anna, but this remained the one secret she couldn’t risk sharing.


Tina pulled open the curtains and, despite its being September, the clear, sparkling morning convinced her that she should wear a summer dress. It might even make her relax when she stared up at the dentist’s drill.


Once she was dressed and had checked her appearance in the mirror, Tina went off to the kitchen and made herself a cup of coffee. She wasn’t allowed to have anything else for breakfast, not even toast – instructions from the ferocious dental assistant – so she flicked on the television to catch the early morning news. There wasn’t any. A suicide bomber on the West Bank was followed by a 320-pound woman who was suing McDonald’s for ruining her sex life. Tina was just about to turn off Good Morning America when the quarterback for the 49ers appeared on the screen.


It made Tina think of her father.
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JACK DELANEY ARRIVED at his office at 26 Federal Plaza just after seven that morning. He felt depressed as he stared down at the countless files that littered his desk. Every one of them connected with his investigation of Bryce Fenston, and a year later he was no nearer to presenting his boss with enough evidence to ask a judge to issue an arrest warrant.


Jack opened Fenston’s personal file in the vain hope that he might stumble across some tiny clue, some personal trait, or just a mistake that would finally link Fenston directly to the three vicious murders that had taken place in Marseille, Los Angeles and Rio de Janeiro.


In 1984, the 32-year-old Nicu Munteanu had presented himself at the American Embassy in Bucharest, claiming that he could identify two spies working in the heart of Washington, information he was willing to trade in exchange for an American passport. A dozen such claims were handled by the embassy every week and almost all proved groundless, but in Munteanu’s case the information stood up. Within a month, two well-placed officials found themselves on a flight back to Moscow, and Munteanu was issued with an American passport.


Nicu Munteanu landed in New York on February 17, 1985. Jack had been able to find little intelligence on Munteanu’s activities during the following year, but he suddenly re-emerged with enough money to take over Fenston Finance, a small, ailing bank in Manhattan. Nicu Munteanu changed his name to Bryce Fenston – not a crime in itself – but no one could identify his backers, despite the fact that during the next few years the bank began to accept large deposits from unlisted companies across Eastern Europe. Then in 1989 the cash flow suddenly dried up, the same year as Ceauşescu and his wife Elena fled from Bucharest following the uprising. Within days they were captured, tried and executed.


Jack looked out of his window over lower Manhattan, and recalled the FBI maxim: never believe in coincidences, but never dismiss them.


Following Ceauşescu’s death, the bank appeared to go through a couple of lean years until Fenston met up with Karl Leapman, a disbarred lawyer, who had recently been released from prison for fraud. It was not too long before the bank resumed its profitable ways.


Jack stared down at several photographs of Bryce Fenston, who regularly appeared in the gossip columns with one of New York’s most fashionable women on his arm. He was variously described as a brilliant banker, a leading financier, even a generous benefactor, and with almost every mention of his name there was a reference to his magnificent art collection. Jack pushed the photographs to one side. He hadn’t yet come to terms with a man who wore an earring, and he was even more puzzled why someone who had a full head of hair when he first came to America would choose to shave himself bald. Who was he hiding from?


Jack closed the Munteanu/Fenston personal file, and turned his attention to Pierre de Rochelle, the first of the victims.


Rochelle required seventy million francs to pay for his share in a vineyard. His only previous experience of the wine industry seemed to have come from draining the bottles on a regular basis. Even a cursory inspection would have revealed that his investment plan didn’t appear to fulfil the banking maxim of being ‘sound’. However, what caught Fenston’s attention when he perused the application was that the young man had recently inherited a chateau in the Dordogne, in which every wall was graced with fine Impressionist paintings, including a Degas, two Pissarros and a Monet of Argenteuil.


The vineyard failed to show a return for four fruitless years, during which time the chateau began to render up its assets, leaving only outline shapes where the pictures had once hung. By the time Fenston had shipped the last painting back to New York to join his private collection, Pierre’s original loan had, with accumulated interest, more than doubled. When his chateau was finally placed on the market, Pierre took up residence in a small flat in Marseille, where each night he would drink himself into a senseless stupor. That was until a bright young lady, just out of law school, suggested to Pierre, in one of his sober moments, that were Fenston Finance to sell his Degas, the Monet and the two Pissarros, he could not only pay off his debt, but take the chateau off the market and reclaim the rest of his collection. This suggestion did not fit in with Fenston’s long-term plans.


A week later, the drunken body of Pierre de Rochelle was found slumped in a Marseille alley, his throat sliced open.


Four years later, the Marseille police closed the file, with the words ‘NON RESOLU’ stamped on the cover.


When the estate was finally settled, Fenston had sold off all the works, with the exception of the Degas, the Monet and the two Pissarros, and after compound interest, bank charges and lawyers’ fees, Pierre’s younger brother, Simon de Rochelle, inherited the flat in Marseille.


Jack rose from behind his desk, stretched his cramped limbs and yawned wearily, before he considered tackling Chris Adams Jr. Although he knew Adams’s case history almost by heart.


Chris Adams Senior had operated a highly successful fine art gallery on Melrose Avenue in Los Angeles. He specialized in the American School, so admired by the Hollywood glitterati. His untimely death in a car crash left his son Chris Jr with a collection of Rothkos, Pollocks, Jasper Johnses, Rauschenbergs and several Warhol acrylics, including a Black Marilyn.


An old school friend advised Chris that the way to double his money would be to invest in the dot.com revolution. Chris Jr pointed out that he didn’t have any ready cash, just the gallery, the paintings and Christina, his father’s old yacht – and even that was half owned by his younger sister. Fenston Finance stepped in and advanced him a loan of twelve million dollars, on their usual terms. As in so many revolutions, several bodies ended up on the battlefield: among them, Chris Jr’s.


Fenston Finance allowed the debt to continue mounting without ever troubling their client. That was until Chris Jr read in the Los Angeles Times that Warhol’s Shot Red Marilyn had recently sold for over four million dollars. He immediately contacted Christie’s in LA, who assured him that he could expect an equally good return for his Rothkos, Pollocks and Jasper Johnses. Three months later, Leapman rushed into the chairman’s office bearing the latest copy of a Christie’s sale catalogue. He had placed yellow Post-it notes against seven different lots that were due to come under the hammer. Fenston made one phone call, then booked himself on the next flight to Rome.


Three days later, Chris Jr was discovered in the lavatory of a gay bar with his throat cut.


Fenston was on holiday in Italy at the time, and Jack had a copy of his hotel bill, plane tickets, and even his credit-card purchases from several shops and restaurants.


The paintings were immediately withdrawn from the Christie’s sale while the LA police carried out their investigations. After eighteen months of no new evidence and dead ends, the file joined the other LAPD cold cases stored in the basement. All Chris’s sister ended up with was a model of Christina, her father’s much-loved yacht.


Jack tossed Chris Jr’s file to one side, and stared down at the name of Maria Vasconcellos, a Brazilian widow who had inherited a house and a lawn full of statues – and not of the garden-centre variety. Moore, Giacometti, Remington, Botero and Calder were among Señora Vasconcellos’s husband’s bequest. Unfortunately, she fell in love with a gigolo, and when he suggested—The phone rang on Jack’s desk.


‘Our London embassy is on line two,’ his secretary informed him.


‘Thanks, Sally,’ said Jack, knowing it could only be his friend Tom Crasanti, who had joined the FBI on the same day as he had.


‘Hi, Tom, how are you?’ he asked even before he heard a voice.


‘In good shape,’ Tom replied. ‘Still running every day, even if I’m not as fit as you.’


‘And my godson?’


‘He’s learning to play cricket.’


‘The traitor. Got any good news?’


‘No,’ said Tom, ‘that’s why I’m calling. You’re going to have to open another file.’


Jack felt a cold shiver run through his body. ‘Who is it this time?’ he asked quietly.


‘The lady’s name, and Lady she was, is Victoria Wentworth.’


‘How did she die?’


‘In exactly the same manner as the other three, throat cut, almost certainly with a kitchen knife.’


‘What makes you think Fenston was involved?’


‘She owed the bank over thirty million.’


‘And what was he after this time?’


‘A Van Gogh self-portrait.’


‘Value?’


‘Sixty, possibly seventy million dollars.’


‘I’ll be on the next plane to London.’
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AT 7.56, ANNA closed the Wentworth file and bent down to open the bottom drawer of her desk. She slipped off her sneakers and replaced them with a pair of black high-heeled shoes. She rose from her chair, gathered up the files and glanced in the mirror – not a hair out of place.


Anna stepped out of her office and walked down the corridor towards the large corner suite. Two or three members of staff greeted her with ‘Good morning, Anna’, which she acknowledged with a smile. A gentle knock on the chairman’s door – she knew Fenston would already be seated at his desk. Had she been even a minute late, he would have pointedly stared at his watch. Anna waited for an invitation to enter, and was surprised when the door was immediately pulled open and she came face to face with Karl Leapman. He was wearing an almost identical suit to the one Fenston had on, even if it wasn’t of the same vintage.


‘Good morning, Karl,’ she said brightly, but didn’t receive a response.


The chairman looked up from behind his desk and motioned Anna to take the seat opposite him. He also didn’t offer any salutation, but then he rarely did. Leapman took his place on the right of the chairman and slightly behind him, like a cardinal in attendance on the Pope. Status clearly defined. Anna assumed that Tina would appear at any moment with a cup of black coffee, but the secretary’s door remained resolutely shut.


Anna glanced up at the Monet of Argenteuil that hung on the wall behind the chairman’s desk. Although Monet had painted the peaceful riverbank scene on several occasions, this was one of the finest examples. Anna had once asked Fenston where he’d acquired the painting, but he’d been evasive, and she couldn’t find any reference to the sale among past transactions.


She looked across at Leapman, whose lean and hungry look reminded her of Cassius. It didn’t seem to matter what time of day it was, he always looked as if he needed a shave. She turned her attention to Fenston, who was certainly no Brutus, and shifted uneasily in her chair, trying not to appear fazed by the silence, which was suddenly broken, on Fenston’s nod.


‘Dr Petrescu, some distressing information has been brought to the attention of the chairman,’ Leapman began. ‘It would appear,’ he continued, ‘that you sent one of the bank’s private and confidential documents to a client, before the chairman had been given the chance to consider its implications.’


For a moment Anna was taken by surprise, but she quickly recovered and decided to respond in kind. ‘If, Mr Leapman, you are referring to my report concerning the loan to the Wentworth Estate, you are correct. I did send a copy to Lady Victoria Wentworth.’


‘But the chairman was not given enough time to read that report and make a considered judgement before you forwarded it to the client,’ said Leapman, looking down at some notes.


‘That is not the case, Mr Leapman. Both you and the chairman were sent copies of my report on September first, with a recommendation that Lady Victoria should be advised of her position before the next quarterly payment was due.’


‘I never received the report,’ said Fenston brusquely.


‘And indeed,’ said Anna, still looking at Leapman, ‘the chairman acknowledged such, when his office returned the form I attached to that report.’
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