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   About the Author

   
   Amy Myers was born in Kent. After taking a degree in English Literature, she was director of a London publishing company and
     is now a writer and a freelance editor. She is married to an American and they live in a Kentish village on the North Downs.
     As well as writing the hugely popular Auguste Didier crime series, Amy Myers has also written five Kentish sagas, under the
     name Harriet Hudson, that are also available in ebook from Headline.
   

   
   Praise for Amy Myers’ previous Victorian crime novels featuring Auguste Didier, also available in ebook from Headline:

   
   ‘Wittily written and intricately plotted with some fine characterisation. Perfection’ Best

   
   ‘Reading like a cross between Hercule Poirot and Mrs Beeton . . . this feast of entertainment is packed with splendid late-Victorian
     detail’ Evening Standard

   
   ‘What a marvellous tale of Victorian mores and murders this is – an entertaining whodunnit that whets the appetite of mystery
     lovers and foodies alike’ Kent Today

   
   ‘Delightfully written, light, amusing and witty. I look forward to Auguste Didier’s next banquet of delights’ Eastern Daily Press

   
   ‘Plenty of fun, along with murder and mystery . . . as brilliantly coloured as a picture postcard’ Dartmouth Chronicle

   
   ‘Classically murderous’ Woman’s Own

   
   ‘An amusing Victorian whodunnit’ Netta Martin, Annabel

   
   ‘Impossible to put down’ Kent Messenger

   
   ‘An intriguing Victorian whodunnit’ Daily Examiner

  



   
   


   Also by Amy Myers and available in ebook from Headline

   Victorian crime series featuring Auguste Didier

   
   1. Murder in Pug’s Parlour
2. Murder in the Limelight
3. Murder at Plum’s
4. Murder at the Masque
5. Murder makes an Entrée
6. Murder under the Kissing Bough
7. Murder in the Smokehouse
8. Murder at the Music Hall
9. Murder in the Motor Stable

   
   And Kentish sagas written under the name Harriet Hudson
also available in ebook from Headline

   
   Look for Me by Moonlight
When Nightingales Sang
The Sun in Glory
The Wooing of Katie May
The Girl from Gadsby’s

  



   
   
   About the Book

   
   Murder was not on the agenda when the Ladies’ Motoring Club committee decided to organise a run of their 1904 motor cars from
     London to Canterbury under the patronage of His Majesty King Edward VII. It is to be the occasion of the official Motor Club
     of Great Britain road trials for the electrically powered Dolly Dobbs, which its inventor claims has overcome the need for
     constant recharging of batteries – and this is its first public outing, after months of secrecy.
   

   
   Trouble is on the way, however, for the Dolly Dobbs sparks off mighty passions: from rival inventor Thomas Bailey determined
     to beat it; from the Duchess of Dewbury who hopes to drive it; from Hester Hart, the famous lady traveller recently returned
     to England; from Lady Bullinger, leader of the club’s ‘racers’; from Hortensia Millward, leader of the Horse Against Motor
     Car Society and, indeed, it seems, from many others who frequent the club’s London headquarters and motor stable.
   

   
   In the club’s kitchens, Auguste Didier presents the members with a cuisine worthy of his position as master chef. But when
     hidden passions explode into hideous murder and Inspector Egbert Rose of Scotland Yard is called in, Auguste’s other skills
     as sleuth are put to the test once more, as he battles to help solve the case.
   

  



   
   
   

   
   For James

   car buff extraordinaire

with love

   
  



   
   
   
   Author’s Note

   
   Murder at the Motor Stable would never have chugged out on to the road without the support of my publishers, especially Jane Morpeth and Andi Blackwell
     of Headline, and my agent Dorothy Lumley of the Dorian Literary Agency, and to them my great thanks.
   

   
   I am also very grateful to Fred Ferrier and my husband James Myers, car buffs both, for their help and suggestions, and to
     Bernard Pfrunder.
   

   
   Lastly, I owe an apology to His Late Majesty King Edward VII for having forced him to accept an engagement in Kent on a day
     when in fact he was beginning a three-day tour of Liverpool, Swansea and Birmingham.
   

   
  



   
   
   
   Prologue

   
   Hester Hart hailed the White Cliffs of Dover from the top deck of the Belgian mail steamer with an enthusiasm worthy of William
     the Conqueror leaping on to Pevensey Beach. A new kingdom lay before her, the land of her birth. The newly dubbed Queen of
     the Desert, daughter of Sir Herbert Hart, button manufacturer to royalty, was about to begin her next and most important conquest.
   

   
   Below, on Admiralty Pier, as the ship docked, she could see porters and seamen swarming like ants, with several English policemen
     stolidly in their midst. You could find ants the world over, dragomen, muleteers, labourers of all sorts; a few shekels and
     they were happy. If only English society conformed to such simple standards, she would never have embarked on her travels;
     services rendered were repaid by disservices, unless you were among the élite. She smouldered as memories flooded back. Settlement
     of old scores required planning and thought, and she had had a long time to devote to them. Fifteen years ago, in 1889 she
     had set out to march in the steps of Jane Digby and Hester Stanhope. Now it was 1904, a new century, and unlike her predecessors
     she was coming back to force society to clasp her to its so tightly corseted bosom.
   

   
   As the gangplank went down and porters swarmed up on to the decks, she indicated her small baggage to a rough-looking Dovorian, comparing him unfavourably with the Arab dragomen
     who had enlivened her travels. Her corded trunks had been despatched in advance with the precious burdens on which her entire
     plan was based, and this fellow could wreak little harm on the possessions she had with her.
   

   
   ‘London,’ she told him curtly.

   
   ‘First class, madam?’

   
   Hester was annoyed. Couldn’t the fellow tell? Naturally she was travelling first class. This was England, not Syria.

   
   Inferior to dragomen the Dovorian might appear, but he knew when his 3d charge was at risk, and once past His Majesty’s Customs
     led the way straight to a Ladies Only carriage.
   

   
   The keen April wind strained at the hatpin moorings of her peacock-feathered large-brimmed hat as Hester paid the fellow off,
     now well pleased. Ladies Only. Yes, at last she would be awarded her rightful place in society, after all the snubs and rejections. She would storm
     its portals; not only would she ruffle the pretty feathers of those who had once barred her way, she would pick those pretty
     chickens off one by one.
   

   
   And she had decided just where to start: the newly formed Ladies’ Motoring Club, run by some tinpot Russian princess . . .
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