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            ABOUT MURDER ON HARLEY STREET

          

        

      

    

    
      When a patient is electrocuted by a medical therapy device, the manufacturer proves it was tampered with. Who killed her? And what grudge did they hold against her doctor, whose reputation now lies in tatters?

      The medical profession’s faith in electric shock therapies for treating female nervous conditions is shaken after a patient dies while connected to one such device. Harry Armitage is hired by the doctor arrested for her murder, and he invites Cleo to help him uncover the truth. After all, the doctor is the same one who tried—and failed—to treat Cleo’s aunt. As they dig deeper, it becomes apparent the doctor has failed other patients, too, and those patients’ loved ones want revenge.

      Did that desire for revenge lead to the death of an innocent patient? Or did the victim have enemies of her own? As Cleo and Harry unravel the multi-layered mystery, they realize not everyone is who they seem. Suspects are hiding secrets that, if exposed, could shatter reputations and relationships.

      Meanwhile, the manufacturer of a popular but highly addictive medicine has booked the Mayfair Hotel for a major presentation to important clients. As the day of the event looms, Cleo and Harry learn of a plot to sabotage it.

      Can they solve the mystery and save the presentation? Or will it be ruined? And will someone get away with murder?
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          LONDON, OCTOBER 1900

        

      

    

    
      Just when I thought my cousin Floyd had matured, he did something to remind me he was still a feckless youth who’d rather risk his father’s wrath than do any actual work. He’d stumbled home at first light on the day he was supposed to begin organizing an important event. The Mayfair Hotel had been hired as the venue for a presentation by a member of the Pharmaceutical Society. Usually presentations were held at the society’s offices in Bloomsbury Square, but a last-minute change had become necessary after a burst pipe caused considerable damage. The presentation was scheduled for Saturday, leaving very little time to prepare. Tasked with overseeing the organization by his father—my Uncle Ronald—Floyd ought to be spending as much time as possible making sure it was a success, but instead he was sleeping the day away.

      I shouldn’t have been surprised. It wasn’t long ago that a wayward Floyd had needed rescuing from a ruthless fellow after getting himself into debt. What surprised me more than Floyd’s lackadaisical attitude to work was that his assistant, Harmony Cotton, would rather he stay in bed.

      “He’s more useful when he’s asleep,” she told me outside my uncle’s office on the hotel’s fourth floor. I’d just left my suite further along the corridor when she’d emerged after a meeting with my uncle and the hotel’s senior staff. I’d waited for them to disperse before signaling to her that I wanted a word.

      “How can he be useful while asleep?” I asked.

      “Fewer interruptions allow me to get on with it.” Harmony’s smile may have been a mere wisp of a curve of her lips, but it reassured me that she was indeed satisfied with this arrangement. As one of the hotel maids, Harmony had proved to be an excellent assistant to Floyd when an important guest’s wedding had been held at the hotel two months ago. This medical presentation wasn’t quite on the same scale, but it was still imperative that it ran smoothly. It was Uncle Ronald’s hope that the Mayfair would be the chosen venue for larger conferences if word spread about the success of Mr. Lombardi’s event. For Harmony, it was a step closer to a new career that would hopefully see her permanently move away from being a maid.

      I indicated my uncle’s office door. “Was he upset that Floyd wasn’t there for the meeting?”

      “I informed Sir Ronald that Mr. Bainbridge was feeling unwell and that I would update him with everything he needed to know when he felt better.” She leaned a little closer and lowered her voice. “I’m not sure Sir Ronald believed me, but he didn’t seem angry.”

      “You’re too good to Floyd.”

      Harmony’s dark eyes flashed. “Making him eternally grateful to me.”

      “You run the risk of my uncle finding out that you’re covering for Floyd. He could direct some of his anger at you.”

      “Or he’ll be grateful that someone capable is assisting his son and heir.”

      “I’m not sure I understand.”

      “Mr. Bainbridge will inherit all this one day, whether he deserves it or not. I intend to make myself indispensable to him by ensuring the events he’s tasked with managing are a success. He already realizes how helpful I am, but I plan to make him see how necessary I am, so when the time comes for him to step into Sir Ronald’s shoes, he’ll employ me as his permanent assistant. In the meantime, Sir Ronald will be grateful that someone capable is making his son look good to stakeholders, so he’ll not be too concerned that I do more than an assistant should while his son sleeps off the effects of a full social calendar.”

      Not only did she look like a businesswoman in her sensible navy-blue skirt and matching waistcoat over a crisp white blouse, with her black hair scraped into a tight arrangement, she was sounding like one, too. “Have you become more devious, or am I simply just noticing it now?”

      “I prefer to think of it as clever.” She jutted her chin at the closed door to Floyd’s suite, her smile no longer in evidence. “Should you check to see if he’s all right?”

      “It’s too early. He’ll sleep well into the afternoon.”

      She tucked the clipboard she’d been holding under her arm and removed the watch Floyd had loaned her from her waistcoat pocket. “It’s a quarter to eleven. The day is half over for some.”

      “Perhaps we should rouse him. There are things he needs to do. I have a few minutes before collecting Aunt Lilian for her appointment.”

      Harmony pocketed the watch. “Not ‘we’, Cleo. You check on him alone. I’m merely an employee. He wouldn’t want me seeing him in a state of…” She wrinkled her nose in the direction of Floyd’s door. “Whatever state he’s currently in.”

      “Floyd wouldn’t care.”

      “Besides, I’m busy.”

      “As his future permanent assistant, I’m quite sure you’ll have to drag him out of bed from time to time to perform his duties.”

      “Until that time comes, I’ll let his favorite cousin deal with him.” Her gaze drilled into me. “Unless that cousin plans to move out of the hotel soon.”

      “I told you I have no such plans, Harmony.”

      “Plans change.”

      “Not in two weeks they don’t. Well, not in this instance anyway. Harry and I are content the way things are.”

      Her lips flattened into a firm line, letting me know that she thought I was deluded if I expected Harry to be content to keep our relationship a secret from my family for much longer. Ever since I’d given in to my feelings for him, Harry Armitage and I had decided it was best to wait to make an announcement. As a former employee of the hotel, my family considered him beneath me. Introducing him as the man I wanted a future with would require delicate diplomacy and careful timing. Harmony was convinced that I alone had made the decision to wait, despite me telling her numerous times that Harry wanted it, too.

      “As you and Victor are also content with your relationship,” I added with more glee in my tone than was polite.

      Harmony’s face softened at the mention of her beau, one of the hotel’s cooks. “Point taken.” She shifted the clipboard to her other hand. “Good luck with Lady Bainbridge’s appointment. I hope this new doctor proves better than the last one.”

      “As do I.” I glanced at Floyd’s door again. “Perhaps your Pharmaceutical Society presenter can advise Floyd on a cure for over-imbibing.”

      “The best cure for that is to drink less in the first place, but I think the Bella Vita Company do manufacture a restorative tonic.”

      “Bella Vita!” I grabbed her wrist and lowered the clipboard to read the document. Across the top in neat, bold lettering, Harmony had written Bella Vita Company Presentation.

      She frowned at me. “It means The Good Life Company in Italian. It’s Mr. Lombardi’s company.”

      I blinked at her. “I think that’s the manufacturer of Aunt Lilian’s tonic.”

      She gasped. “The one…?”

      I nodded. “The one she no longer uses.” Neither of us mentioned the word addiction out loud, but I’m sure she was thinking it.

      My aunt had become addicted to the cocaine in the tonic prescribed by one of London’s eminent physicians. At first, it gave her a vitality she felt she lacked. She took it before social engagements or when she felt low, but after regular use it became clear to all those who knew her that she was becoming more and more dependent on it to lift her mood. Not only that, it changed her character. She went from a kind-hearted, gentle soul to someone who was easily irritated and sometimes even angry, interspersed with moments of deep melancholy, the very thing the tonic was supposed to cure. Those changes were accompanied by excruciating headaches, restlessness and fatigue.

      After months of suffering, Aunt Lilian finally realized she needed to stop. She’d thrown out her bottle of tonic, so I couldn’t now check the label to find out who manufactured it.

      “We can’t allow Mr. Lombardi to have his presentation here,” I said. “His tonic is doing more harm than good. He’s no better than a quack who peddles so-called remedies on the street corner. I can’t believe Boots and other chemists still sell it, let alone eminent doctors recommend it to their patients. Given Aunt Lilian’s situation, it would be hypocritical of us to host Mr. Lombardi’s event, not to mention unethical.”

      Harmony chewed her lower lip.

      “I know the presentation is important to the hotel,” I went on, “but I’m sure Uncle Ronald will cancel the contract once he realizes.” We both looked at his office door.

      “Are you sure the Bella Vita Company is the manufacturer of that tonic?” Harmony asked. “The factory is in Italy.”

      “I’m quite sure, but you’re right. I need to be absolutely positive. Uncle Ronald will want proof before he cancels the contract. I’ll purchase a bottle while I’m out. I remember the name and what it looked like, as will my uncle.” I clasped Harmony’s arm and squeezed. “I’m sorry. I know how much hosting this event means to you.”

      She gave me a reassuring smile. “It’s kind of you to think of me, Cleo, but there’s no need to worry. I’ll have other opportunities to assist Mr. Bainbridge and, like you, I don’t want to play any part in helping Mr. Lombardi advertise his medicines to the medical and pharmaceutical professions if he is the producer of that tonic. You’re aware he’s already staying at the hotel, aren’t you?”

      I wasn’t. It was good to know, however, so I could avoid him.

      We parted ways, Harmony heading to the lift while I went to collect my aunt for her appointment. I decided not to check on Floyd. If he was still asleep when I returned, I’d look in on him then.

      I was about to knock on the door of my aunt’s suite when Flossy emerged from her room.

      “Hello, Cleo.”

      Wearing a soft pink gown that fit snugly across her chest, she was a picture of Rubenesque beauty. Not that I would use that word to her face. Once when a gentleman had innocently described her as such, she hadn’t eaten for three days. The fashionably miniscule waistline was simply unattainable for my cousin, unless she starved herself. I wished she saw how naturally beautiful she was, but unfortunately she’d inherited some of her mother’s lack of self-confidence.

      “Are you going in to see Mother?” she went on. “Perhaps I’ll join you, since I have nothing else to do. It’s so boring at the moment, isn’t it?”

      “What is?”

      “London. Everyone’s somewhere else at this time of year.”

      “It won’t be long before they’re back again.” I knocked on Aunt Lilian’s door. “We’re going out, as it happens. I’m accompanying her to an appointment with a new doctor.”

      Flossy pulled a face. “On second thoughts, I’ll find something to do.” She hurried back to her suite before her mother saw her.
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        * * *

      

      Aunt Lilian’s new doctor didn’t have rooms on Harley Street where all the so-called best physicians were located. His practice was located near St. Pancras railway station in a nondescript brick building set in a row of other nondescript brick buildings. He’d been recommended by Dr. Garside, an eminent medical scientist based at St. Mary’s Hospital. Dr. Garside assisted the police on occasion, which was how I’d come to meet him when investigating a death by poisoning. As Dr. Garside was an expert at the leading edge of a rapidly changing profession, Harry suggested we ask him for the name of a doctor who could treat Aunt Lilian’s addiction. With many doctors prescribing cocaine, opium, and other highly addictive substances for treating all manner of ailments, Dr. Garside sometimes came under fire from colleagues unwilling to admit they were wrong, but that was precisely why Harry and I sought his advice. Dr. Garside didn’t have consulting rooms himself, but he’d given us the name of a friend who did.

      Aunt Lilian emerged from the consulting room with an air of hope. When she instructed Cobbit, the hotel’s coachman, to stop at a chemist on the way home, I waited until we were seated inside the carriage to ask why.

      Aunt Lilian told me the doctor had not only given her a written plan of medication to take, but he’d spoken with her at length, unearthing the root cause of her addiction—her lack of self-worth. I suspected it was the unburdening of her mind rather than the medicinal plan that lifted her spirits most. She handed me the written plan. “The doctor wants me to take a powder, but in decreasing amounts over time. It will help with the headaches and other symptoms. He suggested someone else keeps it hidden from me and is the one to measure out the doses.”

      I supposed that was to stop her replacing her addiction to one medicine with an addiction to another. I looked over the plan as we drove. It stipulated precise measurements of the powder be mixed with a cup of water, the doses to decrease a little each week until the content of the cup was mostly water. The idea was to slowly wean Aunt Lilian off her cocaine dependency.

      “It’s beginning to rain,” I said, peering out of the window as we pulled up in front of a Boots chemist. “You stay in here and keep dry.”

      “Thank you, dearest.” She reached forward and clasped my hand. I could feel her bones through the soft kid leather of her glove. “You are good coming with me today, Cleopatra. Your Uncle Ronald offered, but I didn’t want him there. Some things should not be seen or heard by one’s husband.”

      Her relationship with Uncle Ronald was different to the one I wanted with Harry. I wanted to share everything with him—the good and the bad. Not that he’d formally proposed, but there was an understanding between us.

      The fact that I was even thinking such thoughts after years of convincing myself I would never marry left me feeling lightheaded as I entered the pharmacy. It wasn’t a terrible feeling. Quite the opposite. I looked forward to seeing Harry again, to wrap my arms around him and feel his arms around me, too. Although we wanted to see each other every day, it wasn’t always possible. He was very busy with his investigations, and I couldn’t get away in the evenings without raising the suspicions of my family.

      I purchased a packet of the powder prescribed by Aunt Lilian’s new doctor and a bottle of Nerve Elixir, the tonic she used to take. The small print on the bottom of the Nerve Elixir label did indeed sport the Bella Vita Company’s name. I buried it in my handbag so she wouldn’t see it.

      Once back at the hotel, Frank the doorman held an umbrella over my aunt’s head as she traversed the short distance between the carriage and hotel door. I waited for him to return and offer me the same protection, but he simply stood by the open door. I waited some more. With a sigh, he released the door and joined me, umbrella raised high.

      I stepped down from the carriage. “I like that you consider me your equal and a friend, Frank, but it would be nice to be afforded the same privileges you give the Bainbridge family when it’s raining.”

      The grumpy middle-aged doorman was all smiles and “how do you do” for the guests and my family, but I usually received little more than a grunt in greeting. I knew it wasn’t unfriendly—he treated the other staff the same way—and I wasn’t lying when I said I liked that he was comfortable enough with me to be himself.

      “You’re always correcting folk who call you a Bainbridge, reminding them you’re a Fox,” he pointed out as he held the umbrella over the both of us as we walked.

      “Yes, but⁠—”

      “And it’s not far, the rain is light, and you have an enormous hat to protect your hair and face.”

      I touched the brim of my straw hat. “Yes, but the flowers and ribbons are silk.”

      He opened the hotel door. “Seems to me you’re becoming more Bainbridge and less Fox the longer you live here.”

      “What does that mean?”

      He cleared his throat. “Sir Ronald wants a word with you.” He nodded at my uncle, standing in the foyer under the blazing light of the crystal chandelier where he was trying to catch my attention. A guest with a spectacular thick, black moustache with upward pointing ends stood beside him.

      I joined them, smiling my best niece-of-the-owner smile. “Good morning, Uncle.”

      “Cleopatra, may I introduce a guest at the hotel, Mr. Lombardi. Or should I say Signor Lombardi?” Uncle Ronald’s chuckle made his jowls tremble.

      My smile froze.

      In a cultured Italian accent, the guest said, “Mister Lombardi, please. When in England, do as the English do. Is that not what they say, Sir Ronald?”

      The variation to the common idiom had both men’s moustaches twitching with mirth.

      “Well then, Mr. Lombardi, may I present my niece, Miss Fox.”

      Mr. Lombardi took my limp hand and kissed the back of it. “A pleasure to meet you, Miss Fox.”

      What did one say to the man who manufactured a medicine that made their aunt ill? And in front of my uninformed uncle, no less? He would expect me to be charmingly polite. I could manage the politeness but not the charm. “Good morning, Mr. Lombardi. How do you find the Mayfair Hotel so far?”

      “It is a fine establishment. My room has a balcony with a very nice view over the park. What is it called?”

      “Green Park.”

      “If all parks were named for their color then all of England’s would be called Green Park.” He laughed lightly.

      It was difficult to gauge his age. Both his moustache and hair were thick and black without a hint of gray, but the wrinkles fanning the outer edges of his eyes and across his forehead would suggest he was at least fifty. I suspected he used hair dye.

      “Mr. Lombardi was just telling me how he has thirty-five pharmacists and another twenty-three doctors coming to his presentation next week,” Uncle Ronald said proudly. “Some of those are from outside London and will be staying here in the hotel. Isn’t that marvelous, Cleopatra?”

      It was indeed, particularly with the hotel being rather quiet in October. The best thing to say at that point would be to praise the number of attendees, or ask Mr. Lombardi if he regularly showcased his products to that many, and perhaps whether he was looking forward to the event. But I found I couldn’t pretend enthusiasm. I simply murmured agreement.

      Uncle Ronald frowned at me, but if Mr. Lombardi noticed my reticence, he gave no indication. He checked the time on his watch and made his excuses.

      Once he was out of earshot, Uncle Ronald asked if everything was all right.

      “We need to talk,” I said.

      “Is it your aunt? I was with Mr. Lombardi when she entered the hotel and couldn’t ask how the appointment with the new doctor went, but she didn’t seem unhappy.” He gazed in the direction of the lift where John the operator bade two departing occupants a good day.

      “The appointment went well. I’m sure she’ll tell you all about it when you have a moment.” I pulled out the bottle of tonic from my handbag, checked the vicinity to make sure no one was watching, and showed him the label.

      “He prescribed the same stuff that made her ill?” he whispered loudly.

      “No. He prescribed a powder. I purchased this to show you something. Look at the manufacturer name.”

      Uncle Ronald snatched the bottle off me and squinted at the label. His face drained of color. “Lombardi makes this?”

      I nodded.

      “That bloody scoundrel. I ought to chase after him and tell him what I think of his blasted tonic.” He didn’t move, however.

      “Or you could cancel the presentation.”

      “I could…”

      I waited for more, but he stopped there. “Uncle?”

      “Damn and blast. We need the presentation to be held here.”

      “We need for Aunt Lilian to get well.”

      “Hosting the presentation won’t make her ill again. She’s on the mend and will be back to her old self in no time.” I wasn’t sure if he was truly optimistic about the outlook for her health or if he was trying to convince himself. His outlook may be heartening, but it wasn’t the point.

      “Uncle, you can’t let him present here. It would be condoning the manufacture of this…” I took the bottle of tonic back and dropped it into my bag. “…this quackery.”

      “It’s not as simple as that, Cleopatra. There are other considerations.”

      “Such as?”

      “Mr. Lombardi’s presentation is the only important event on the horizon. We need more.”

      “Isn’t October typically quiet anyway?”

      “October is, but the rest of the year is looking lean, too.” He tugged on his shirt cuffs as he peered around. “I don’t want to trouble you with the details, but suffice it to say, I expected the ballroom we created from the old restaurant to be more in demand after the Hessing-Liddicoat wedding.”

      “I am sorry it’s not, but even so⁠—"

      “Even so, I won’t make a rash decision about something so important. Hobart!” he called out. “Do you wish to speak to me?”

      The hotel manager had been hovering nearby. He now approached and greeted us both warmly. “Actually, I wanted to speak to Miss Fox.”

      Uncle Ronald looked relieved. “Good, good. I’ll leave you to it. I have to see Lady Bainbridge.” He went to walk off, only to stop. “Have either of you spoken to Harry Armitage about my proposal?”

      Mr. Hobart glanced at me. “Um…”

      “He won’t be interested, Uncle,” I said.

      “You don’t know if you don’t ask.” Before I could respond, he strode in the direction of the lift.

      Mr. Hobart blew out a breath. “He asked you to ask Harry to return to his former position here, too?”

      “Not quite the same position, but yes he did. I keep forgetting to mention it to Harry.”

      “I did ask him, and you’re right. He wasn’t interested. I just don’t know how to tell Sir Ronald in a way that will cause the least offence.”

      “I’m quite sure that whatever you say will be less offensive than what I say. You’re diplomatic, whereas I can be too blunt, particularly when speaking to my uncle.”

      He watched as John welcomed Uncle Ronald into the lift. “Sometimes bluntness is best. Sir Ronald appreciates forthrightness.”

      “We’ll think of a way to manage him,” I said. “Has Harry telephoned asking for me? Is that why you needed to speak to me?” Sometimes Harry would place a call to his uncle’s office directly from his own office, although he kept such calls to a minimum. They were rarely necessary anyway, since Harry and I saw each other quite a lot lately and were able to say what we needed to say in person.

      Mr. Hobart looked worried. “He asked me to ask you to meet him at the medical rooms of Lady Bainbridge’s former doctor as soon as possible, if you have the time.”

      “I do, but why does he want to meet me there?”

      “Apparently he needs your expertise as both an investigator and as someone who knows that particular doctor. He hired Harry today, and Harry wants your opinion on the doctor’s trustworthiness.”

      As far as I knew, Mr. Hobart didn’t know Aunt Lilian was addicted to the cocaine in the tonic that doctor prescribed, but he did know that her health had not improved while she was his patient. “I’ll go now. What has he hired Harry to investigate?”

      “He wants Harry to prove him innocent of the murder of a patient.”
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      I was rather glad the victim’s body had been removed from the crime scene by the time I arrived. Despite solving several murder cases, I’d not seen many of the bodies, and apparently the effects of electrocution were more gruesome than most people expected. Discovering the patient died by electrocution in a doctor’s consulting room was somewhat of a surprise at first, until Harry explained that she’d been receiving electric shocks from the Electro Therapy Machine. The device was supposed to send mild currents through her system, but something had gone wrong in that morning’s session, and a much stronger current had been given.

      We stood in the room with Detective Sergeant Forrester, a man I’d worked alongside on previous occasions. He was relatively young and good at his job, but, most importantly, he had an open mind. Like us, he was keen to uncover the truth. He’d recently taken to calling me Cleo and insisted I call him Monty, something that had been noted by several friends, including Harry. While it wasn’t unusual for men and women to call one another by their first names, it sometimes signaled they were more than friends. I suspected in D.S. Forrester’s case, that was his hope.

      Apparently he’d planned to leave the scene some time ago, but stayed when Harry said he’d telephoned me. In the meantime, Dr. Iverson had been taken to Scotland Yard for questioning, while the two other staff working at the consulting suite—his nurse and receptionist—had been sent home. D.S. Forrester had already questioned them, collected enough evidence to satisfy himself that Dr. Iverson needed further interrogation, and was merely extending Harry the professional courtesy of letting him look around before locking up the crime scene. As a friend and former colleague of Harry’s father, a retired detective inspector, D.S. Forrester was willing to make such a concession.

      I studied the contents of the wooden box positioned beside a daybed. The industrial-looking device with its wires, brass cylinders and knobs seemed out of place in the otherwise calming room with its tall potted palm in the corner, daybed covered with luxurious maroon velvet and soft leather armchairs.

      “Don’t touch it,” Harry said. “While it should be safe now, I’d prefer you not to test it.”

      “What does it cure?” I asked, straightening.

      I’d addressed my question to Harry, but it was D.S. Forrester who answered. “It improves circulation of the blood and the function of the organs.”

      “Apparently,” Harry added.

      “You don’t believe it works?” I asked him.

      “I telephoned Dr. Garside after learning the victim had died while using this contraption, and he doesn’t think it’s effective. Although some medical professionals swear electro-therapeutic shocks can help cure all manner of conditions, there’s little evidence to support their claims. Dr. Garside says he wouldn’t personally recommend their use.”

      D.S. Forrester cleared his throat. “Aren’t you on Dr. Iverson’s side, Armitage?”

      “I was hired to prove him innocent, not to prove the efficacy of his treatments.”

      D.S. Forrester removed his notebook from his jacket pocket and began to flip pages. “You’re wasting your time. He had means, motive and opportunity. He’s probably guilty.”

      “Then our investigation will prove it, and I’ll not receive a penny from my client.”

      At the mention of ‘our’ investigation, D.S. Forrester looked up from his notebook. His gaze flicked between Harry and me and his lips thinned before he returned to reading his notes.

      Harry continued. “The fact that Iverson hired me would suggest he’s innocent.”

      “Or it could be a ruse to make himself appear that way.” D.S. Forrester sounded a little terse.

      While Harry agreed that was a possibility, I did not. “If Dr. Iverson hired a private detective purely as a ruse, he wouldn’t have chosen Harry. He’s been in the newspaper quite a lot these last few months thanks to solving several cases, some of them rather high profile.”

      D.S. Forrester pointed his notebook at me. “Thanks to you, you mean, Cleo. We know you solved them.”

      “I couldn’t have done it without Harry. We’re a team.”

      D.S. Forrester once again glanced at each of us in turn before frowning at his notes.

      Harry handed me a brochure from the device manufacturer, his lips tilting with his wry smirk. If he was offended that D.S. Forrester gave him no credit for helping solve the cases, he didn’t show it. Indeed, he was more interested in flirting with me in front of the detective sergeant. As he passed the brochure, his thumb caressed my fingers before letting go.

      Even though D.S. Forrester appeared to be concentrating on his notes, I suspected he’d seen the exchange.

      I lifted my gaze to Harry’s and smiled. He smiled back before dropping his hand to his side. It was good to see him, despite the circumstances, and I hoped my lingering gaze told him so.

      When D.S. Forrester cleared his throat, I broke the connection and read the brochure from the manufacturer of the Electro Therapy Machine. The device was purported to cure backache, headache, rheumatism, dyspepsia, kidney troubles, heart irregularities, sleeplessness, piles, weakness, nervous disorders, hernias and ladies’ ailments. The brochure was a piece of art, with winged cherubs holding scrolls upon which were written the chief claims of ‘Cures Debility’ and ‘Cures Hysteria’. A smiling woman and a strongman with bulging muscles stood below the cherubs, alongside a large building radiating bolts of electricity from its rooftop. According to the print underneath, it was the office for the manufacturer, the Medical Electrical Company, with an address on Oxford Street.

      “That’s quite a varied array of ailments,” I said. “If it worked, it would be a wonder cure.”

      “A lot of people claim it does work,” Harry said. “Turn it over and you can read the testimonials of some.”

      According to the quotes on the reverse of the brochure, several well-known actresses, sportsmen, and a number of medical professionals based in England, Europe and America thought the device a miracle of modern medicine. Even Dr. Iverson was noted as having called it ‘an exhilarating health-giving current to the whole system.’

      “I presume you’ve ruled out a fault with the machine?” I asked D.S. Forrester.

      “The device had been tampered with, according to the engineer from the manufacturer who inspected it this morning.” He scratched his sideburns with the corner of the small notebook. “I don’t really understand the science, but apparently one or more of the wires were disconnected. He has put them back the way it should be to make it safe.”

      Harry pointed to the offending wire. “I think it’s a little more complicated than that, but essentially this connects to a transformer, here. When the handle is turned, a safe low voltage current is emitted along these other wires, into the zinc discs which are placed against the patient’s skin. When that wire isn’t connected, instead of a small electrical shock, the patient receives enough volts to kill her. Isabel Kempsey’s death wouldn’t have been painless, I’m afraid.”

      “How awful,” I murmured. “It’s a terribly dangerous machine.”

      “It is, but the killer had to know what they were doing. I have some knowledge of how electricity works, but I’m not sure if my explanation is correct. I’m not an electrician.”

      He may not be, but he had a keen scientific mind. His interests were in architecture and the engineering of buildings and structures, but his clever mind was capable of understanding many scientific theories. I wasn’t surprised he had already grasped how the machine worked. Having Harry involved in the case would be a great help, but D.S. Forrester didn’t look inclined to ask him for assistance. Indeed, he seemed satisfied that he already had the right man in custody. That wasn’t like him. I’d always found him to be willing to accept possibilities other than the obvious. He must know something that we didn’t.

      Harry pointed to the cupboard where the machine was usually housed. “There are extra components, including a corset with these discs sewn into it, as well as a wide belt, and what appears to be trousers. They can all be connected to the machine and the patient will receive mild electric shocks while wearing them as they recline on the bed.”

      D.S. Forrester pulled out the accessories from the cupboard and held them up for me to see. As he held up the trousers, he pulled a face. “A fellow would need to be desperate to wear this.” He suddenly flushed and quickly returned the items to the cupboard. “Isabel Kempsey wasn’t wearing any of these, however. Only those discs in the box you see there were connected to her face, chest, and arms.”

      “When was the device last used safely?” I asked him.

      “Friday. The patient walked out perfectly well, according to Dr. Iverson, the nurse and receptionist. Mrs. Kempsey was the first patient to use it today. Dr. Iverson didn’t notice the wire had been disconnected from the transformer until too late. The device is stored in that cupboard when not in use. He is supposed to lock the cupboard, but thinks it possible he forgot on Friday.”

      “You sound like you don’t believe him,” I said.

      “Hence why I want to interrogate him further at the Yard. He’s the only one with a key to that cupboard.”

      “If he planned to murder Mrs. Kempsey, why do it in his own clinic? He could have poisoned her with a tonic or powder.” I indicated a display cabinet full of medicines in amber, green and blue glass bottles. “He could claim someone added poison to the bottle. It’s more convincing. So, if we discount him, who else would have been able to get into this room without drawing attention to themselves?”

      “You’re suggesting one of his staff used their key to enter the premises over the weekend and tampered with the device?” The sergeant flipped back through his pages of notes. “Mrs. Iverson must be added, too. She could have stolen her husband’s key while he slept beside her then returned it before he awoke.”

      While D.S. Forrester responded to all my questions with patience, Harry had begun to search the outer office. Clearly my questions weren’t new. He and the sergeant must have already covered this ground.

      D.S. Forrester watched Harry open the top drawer of the desk. “Armitage wanted to involve you, Cleo, because of your personal knowledge of Dr. Iverson. What can you tell us about him?”

      “Not a great deal. I’ve never met him.”

      D.S. Forrester paused. “I see.”

      “My aunt was a patient of Dr. Iverson’s until recently. She decided to see a different physician after Dr. Iverson repeatedly prescribed a tonic to her, even though it was making her more ill. He wasn’t interested in trying a new treatment, nor did he believe the claims of leading scientists who theorize that a particular substance in that tonic can be addictive and harmful. So you see, my opinion of Dr. Iverson as a medical professional isn’t a favorable one.” I waved at the Electro Therapy Machine. “I wouldn’t be surprised if he was taken in by the manufacturer’s claims, just as he has been taken in by the manufacturer of the tonic.”

      D.S. Forrester closed his notebook with a snap. “Thank you for your insights.” He glanced at Harry, rifling through the contents of the desk drawers, then stepped closer to me. “The exchange between the two of you just now… Am I to believe that you and Armitage are…more than friends?”

      “You miss nothing, detective sergeant.”

      As if he sensed we were discussing him, Harry suddenly looked up. His gaze softened as he cast me a fleeting smile before returning to the task of searching the desk drawers.

      D.S. Forrester cleared his throat. “Found anything, Armitage?”

      “Nothing of note.” Harry picked up a framed photograph from the corner of the desk. “Mrs. Iverson, I presume.” He turned it around to show us the couple standing side by side in the picture, neither smiling. Dr. Iverson was a middle-aged man, but his wife looked considerably younger. She was quite striking with strong features, and rather tall for a woman, unless Dr. Iverson was very short.

      “Does she know her husband has been arrested on the suspicion of murdering one of his patients?” I asked.

      “Not arrested,” D.S. Forrester said. “Merely taken in for further questioning. And yes, she has been informed. She lives close by. She was here all day on Friday, acting as the front desk receptionist. Apparently the usual girl was sent home first thing when she arrived to work sick.”

      “We’ll question Mrs. Iverson ourselves,” Harry said. “And the nurse and regular receptionist. Could I trouble you for their addresses, Forrester?”

      D.S. Forrester hesitated then reopened his notebook. He picked up a pencil from the desk and wrote. He tore off the page and handed it to me. “Please keep me informed of anything that may be relevant, Miss Fox.”

      Miss Fox again, not Cleo? It would seem we were returning to formalities. It was probably more appropriate, given my relationship with Harry, and for the best. Following his lead, I said, “Thank you, Sergeant. You’re a good man. I knew you’d do the right thing and cooperate to ensure the right person is arrested.”

      D.S. Forrester gave me a flat-lipped smile and nodded. He seemed a little sad, but I meant every word. He was a good man, and he would one day find a good woman who was right for him.

      Harry didn’t seem to have noticed the second meaning in our exchange. He attempted to open the window, only to give up when it wouldn’t budge. “Locked,” he announced.

      “With the key in Dr. Iverson’s possession,” D.S. Forrester added. “Hence why he is my main suspect. Are you finished here? I need to get back to the Yard and question him.”

      Harry indicated I should walk ahead into the waiting room, where a constable stood near the door clutching a large leather wallet. Like the consulting suite, the waiting room was simply but expensively furnished. The chairs positioned against the wall were antiques that had been reupholstered with the same maroon velvet as the daybed. The desk and occasional tables were also fine-looking pieces that wouldn’t have looked out of place in a Regency-era drawing room. A separate filing cabinet behind the desk was more functional and modern.

      Seeing it sparked another question. “May I see Mrs. Kempsey’s file?”

      D.S. Forrester held out his hand to the constable who passed him the leather wallet, then pulled out some documents. “She was suffering from a nervous condition, but was otherwise healthy. She came twice a week for a session on the Electro Therapy Machine.”

      Aunt Lilian had been originally diagnosed with a nervous condition by Dr. Iverson, before being treated with the Nerve Elixir tonic, so I didn’t have much confidence in his diagnoses. Others certainly did, however. He had a well-appointed practice on Harley Street, the location of all the prestigious London physicians.

      I looked over the documents, noting Isabel Kempsey’s address and the name of her next of kin, before handing it back to D.S. Forrester who gave it to the constable.

      Harry and I left the medical practice, bypassing another constable standing at the base of the steps. Something was bothering me about the length of time it took for death to occur, but before I could discuss it with Harry, he said something that proved he wasn’t thinking about the murder at all.

      “So it’s back to D.S. Forrester now, not Monty.”

      I regarded him from beneath my hat brim, but I didn’t need to be quite so sly about it. His gaze was fixed firmly on the pavement ahead. “I knew you were pretending not to notice.”

      “I’m quite a good detective, even though you are the one who apparently solved all of the cases alone.”

      I tilted my head up to regard him fully. “Are you jealous of Forrester’s personal regard for me or his professional one?”

      “Neither.” His lips twitched with a mischievous smile. “But I am contemplating whether to kiss you here in full view of the constable so he can report it to his superior.”

      “Don’t you dare. But when we’re somewhere private, I’ll kiss you so thoroughly that you’ll be left in no doubt that I’m very happy I chose you over him.”

      He removed his hat and flapped it at his face. “You make me blush, Cleo.”

      I laughed softly. “Seriously though, Harry, it doesn’t bother you?”

      “Not at all. I got the girl.”

      “I meant about him giving me all the credit for solving the cases.”

      “You have solved them.”

      “With your help.”

      He placed his hat back on his head. “Don’t worry. I’m quite sure Forrester knows. He only made that comment because his masculine pride is a little bruised after you didn’t choose him. It was his way of scoring a point against me.”

      “Why do men think everything is a competition?”

      “I suppose it’s not a healthy trait.”

      “I’m glad to hear you say that.”

      “Even so, I won.”

      I rolled my eyes.

      Harry veered off course and looked both ways to cross the street.

      “Mrs. Iverson’s house is this way,” I said before he stepped off the curb.

      “I know.”

      “Then where are you going?”

      “Somewhere private so you can kiss me thoroughly.” He took my hand and led me across the street, flipping a coin to the lad who cleared away the horse muck in our path as we passed him.

      I laughed as I held onto my hat. “You’re incorrigible.”

      “It’s been two days since I kissed you, Cleo. I need to do this if I want to focus my whole mind on the case, otherwise I’ll be too distracted.”

      We entered a quiet lane then, after a glance back toward the lane entrance to check that we were alone, he removed my hat pin, took off my hat, and kissed me. I never ceased to be amazed at the effect his kisses had on me. It was as if a sort of impenetrable bubble enveloped us and we became the only two people in the world. I sank against Harry’s chest, wrapped my arms around his neck, and savored the moment of utter bliss.

      When we finally drew apart, he returned my hat to my head and slotted the hat pin back into place. He adjusted its angle then settled his warm gaze on me. “I’ve missed you, Cleo.”

      “It’s only been two days.”

      “Too long.”

      I stood on my toes and pecked him lightly on the mouth before taking his hand and leading him back out of the lane. “Unfortunately, we can’t stay here all day. We have work to do.”

      “Cruel employer.”

      “You’re the employer this time. I’m your assistant.”

      “Ha!”

      I released his hand as we returned to the busier street. The sweeping lad leaned on his broom, watching us with a grin. He knew what we’d been up to. “Are you implying that I’m incapable of following instructions?” I asked Harry.

      “Not at all. I’m implying that you’re no one’s assistant. You’ll be the one with all the good theories and I’ll be scrambling to keep up with your quick mind.”

      “You are sweet for saying it, but we both know what I said to D.S. Forrester is true. You and I are a team.”

      “We are,” he said, his voice matching the tenderness in his gaze. “And a good one.”

      “Yet only one half of this team is humble.”

      He laughed and I couldn’t help grinning, too.

      We headed in the direction of Dr. and Mrs. Iverson’s address, discussing the particulars of the case along the way. By the time we reached the handsome four-level redbrick townhouse, we’d decided that Dr. Iverson was almost certainly innocent. He’d be a fool to tamper with his own device, in his own clinic, and not change it back again to the way it was before the police arrived. He certainly had the opportunity to do so, and it would have given D.S. Forrester reason to believe the machine was faulty. Suspicion would have fallen on the manufacturer, not the doctor.

      Being quite sure the doctor who hired Harry was innocent, we felt confident that we were looking for someone who wanted Isabel Kempsey dead and Dr. Iverson blamed for her murder. The most obvious culprit was a jealous wife, but I was reluctant to accuse Mrs. Iverson without evidence that her husband was having an affair with the victim.

      Harry had no such qualms, but ever the gentleman, he managed to broach the subject delicately. “I’m afraid I have to ask you some sensitive questions, for your husband’s sake. Firstly, was he a particularly attentive doctor?”

      Margaret Iverson folded one bare hand over the other in her lap and leveled her gaze with his. She was just as she appeared in the photograph on her husband’s desk. She was extraordinarily tall, but slender to the point of angular. She had strikingly chiseled cheekbones and jaw, and chestnut brown hair without a hint of gray. She was aged about forty, making her considerably younger than her husband. Framed photographs of a son at varying stages of his life, and no other children, would suggest they were a family of three. In one photograph, he was a young man standing in front of King’s College Chapel at Cambridge University, a building I knew well as my father had taught mathematics on campus and I’d grown up nearby. Mrs. Iverson must have been quite young when her son was born.

      “It’s all right, Mr. Armitage. You can be direct with me. I appreciate candor, particularly now. I believe candor will get my husband out of this situation and help you find the killer of poor Mrs. Kempsey as quickly as possible.” Her tone was direct but not unfriendly. She seemed keen to get on with it and resolve this situation. “You want to know if my husband and Mrs. Kempsey were having an affair, is that correct?”

      “It is,” Harry said.

      “If they were, I was unaware of it, and I believe I would have noticed. I’m quite observant.”

      “Are you able to make that judgment, considering you wouldn’t have seen them together very often?”

      “I’ve seen her in the waiting room from time to time, when I’ve also been there. She hasn’t shown any sign of guilt, or that they are—were—lovers. No little glances or flushed cheeks, that sort of thing.” She suddenly turned to me, catching me unawares. “You know what I mean, Miss Fox.”

      My face heated. Did she detect there was something between Harry and me? Had I given it away? Had he? “I, uh, yes. I believe I do know what you mean. You were working there on Friday, weren’t you, Mrs. Iverson?”

      She nodded. “My husband telephoned me first thing, after he sent the regular girl home. I used to be a receptionist at his first practice, years ago. That’s how we met. I know what to do and have helped him occasionally. Miss Wainsmith has been with him almost a year and is an adequate receptionist, but my husband sent her home on Friday when she arrived sick.”

      “She was there today.”

      “Of all days, yes.” Mrs. Iverson sighed. “She’s a good girl, but apparently she became quite hysterical when it was clear what had happened.”

      “D.S. Forrester told you that?”

      “Sister Dearden did, my husband’s nursing assistant. She stopped by after the detective sent her home. A constable had already informed me about the death and my husband’s predicament, but she was able to give me the particulars. She knew I’d want to know, you see, so came here directly.”

      “Has Sister Dearden worked for your husband long?”

      “About five years.” Mrs. Iverson twisted the gold band on her ring finger. “It’s good that you’ve taken on my husband’s case, Mr. Armitage. I know how it looks, and that’s why D.S. Forrester believes my husband is guilty, but I can assure you he is not. He’s not the murdering type. If he was, he’d hardly do it in his own consulting rooms, would he? He’s no fool. Someone must have staged it to make it look as though he’s guilty.”

      “Do you know of anyone who’d want to see your husband hanged for murder?” Harry asked.

      She seemed ready for the question, neither shocked by it nor hesitant in answering. “Last week a man caused a scene at my husband’s rooms, accusing him of medical malpractice. His late wife was a former patient, you see. He was upset and looking for someone to blame. Her doctor is an obvious choice.”

      “How did she die?” Harry asked.

      “She had a nervous condition that caused her to stop eating. She wasted away.” Mrs. Iverson gave a little shrug of her shoulders. “Clearly that’s not my husband’s fault. He can’t make someone eat when they don’t want to. The patient’s husband couldn’t accept the truth, though.”

      “The truth?” I asked.

      “His wife had a weak mind that allowed dark thoughts to creep in. It’s those dark thoughts that upset her to the point of seeking medical help. But a doctor and medicine can only do so much. In such cases, the patient must want to get better. It seems this particular patient did not want to get better, and her husband can’t accept that.”

      I blinked at her, not quite believing that someone could be so unsympathetic. I’d expected a doctor’s wife to be caring and compassionate, but Mrs. Iverson was unfeeling, to the point of being mechanical. “Perhaps she had good reason for her dark thoughts,” I said.

      “We all have good reasons for our dark thoughts, Miss Fox. However, some of us just get on with it.” Getting on with it seemed to be Mrs. Iverson’s mantra. “I wasn’t there the day that man came in. I heard about the incident secondhand, from both my husband and Sister Dearden. Apparently, Sister Dearden was the one who got him to leave.”

      “How?” Harry asked.

      “She talked to him. I don’t know what she said, but he saw reason and left without the police needing to be called. We thought that was the end of it, but perhaps it wasn’t. Perhaps he plotted this revenge on my husband.”

      “By murdering an innocent woman?” Harry asked.

      “Perhaps Mrs. Kempsey wasn’t all that innocent, but that is something for you to find out, Mr. Armitage.” Mrs. Iverson turned to me, her sharp features softening a little. “And you too, Miss Fox. I can already tell you are clever and forthright, so I feel sure you’ll get to the bottom of this and prove my husband is innocent.”

      Her compliment threw me off, and I took a moment to respond. “Harry and I make a good team.” I’d been so thrown off that I called Harry by his first name. I wasn’t usually so unprofessional in front of a client.

      Mrs. Iverson’s shrewd gaze flicked to him then back to me.

      “Do you know the name of the angry man?” Harry asked.

      She shook her head. “I don’t, but Sister Dearden and Miss Wainsmith will.”

      “We have an address for Sister Dearden, but not Miss Wainsmith. Do you know where we can find her?”

      “They live at the same boarding house. That’s how Miss Wainsmith came to work for my husband. She’d just moved into a room there when she first came to London last year, and my husband was looking for a new receptionist after the last one got married. Sister Dearden told her about the vacancy and suggested she apply after she learned Miss Wainsmith could type. She has a friendly manner but isn’t particularly bright. Sister Dearden and my husband don’t seem to mind, though.”

      We thanked her for her assistance, and she showed us to the front door. Once it was closed behind us and we were out of earshot, I asked Harry for his thoughts.

      “She was somewhat direct, but I don’t mind that,” he said. “She seems to have unsettled you though. Do you think she lied?”

      “It’s not that. It was her manner. I can’t really explain it, but she was almost too direct.”

      “Her answers were prepared, but I put that down to her expecting us or the police to ask them, so she’d already thought of her answers.”

      We walked on, but my mind wasn’t as made up as Harry’s. The unsettling feeling wouldn’t go away.
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