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ARTHUR BELL MYSTERY SERIES (BOOK ONE)


AN ARTHUR BELL MYSTERY

Welcome to the beginning of the Arthur Bell Mysteries — a historical crime series set in postwar London, where fog hides more than the streets and power rarely leaves fingerprints.

Each novel stands alone, but the deeper story unfolds across the series.

Murder Under Gaslight is the first novel in the Arthur Bell Mystery series.
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Prologue

[image: ]




Before the Fog

The first time, no one noticed.

The street was louder then — post-war noise spilling from pubs, laughter echoing off brick, music fighting to be heard through open doors. She thought that would protect her. Noise felt like company.

She was wrong.

The fog came early that night, sliding in low and quiet, thinning the crowd without anyone realizing it. By the time she turned into the alley, the sounds of Soho had already softened, as though the city had stepped back to give them privacy.

He waited beneath the gas lamp.

Not pacing. Not hiding. Just standing, hat low, coat neat, hands still. Men like him were never remembered correctly — too ordinary, too careful. She smiled when he spoke to her, because that was what women did when they wanted the moment to pass without trouble.

He apologized first.

That surprised her.

She never felt the blade. Only the sudden absence of warmth, the way the world tilted, the gaslight stretching into a long yellow line above her. She tried to speak, but the fog was already moving in, folding around her like a curtain being drawn.

By morning, the alley would be empty again.

And the pattern would begin.

In this city, some streets remember everything.

Ohers remember nothing at all.
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Chapter One
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Rosewood Alley

The fog had rolled in hours earlier, thick as wool and heavy with coal smoke, turning Soho into a place without edges. Gas lamps flickered in quiet protest, their light bending and stretching as if the city itself were trying to warn someone. Rosewood Alley lay ahead, narrow, and deliberate, the kind of darkness that didn’t happen by accident .Rosewood Alley lay drowned in shadow.

Arthur Bell stood at its mouth, collar turned up, hat pulled low, watching the fog move like a living thing between the brick walls. The alley had always been narrowed, but tonight it felt deliberate — a slit cut into the city where light went to die. The sign hung crooked on the left-hand wall, ROSEWOOD ALLEY, the paint peeling, the letters fading like a name no one bothered to remember anymore.
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