
[image: A picture containing text, black and white, font, poster

Description automatically generated]

[image: A picture containing human face, text, oval, black and white

Description automatically generated]




Copyright © 2023 C.J. Baty 



Not Again (E.M. Ferguson, Detective Book 1)

First Edition May 27, 2023 

Published in the United States  



Cover Art KRDesigns




Cover content is used for illustrative purposes only, and any person depicted is a model. 



This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to an actual person, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales, is entirely coincidental. The Author will make known specifics in Author Notes. 

The following story is set in the USA and therefore has been written in US English. The spelling and usage reflect that. 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the Owner, except where permitted by law. To request permission and for all other inquiries, contact cjbaty27@gmail.com by email.



About the Author


C.J. loves a good mystery, hot sexy guys, the mountains, and a happily ever after. When she decided to try her hand in the book world, it only made sense to combine those things. She firmly believes that love is love in all of its shapes and forms. Her books contain broken spirits that need to be mended and a mystery, often a murder, which needs to be solved, so those spirits can find love. She calls southwest Ohio home, but her heart lives in the hills of Tennessee.


www.cjbaty.com

Facebook

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

DEDICATION

[image: ]
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“Breakfast is ready, you two,” Lizzie called up the stairs.

The housekeeper, Mrs. Poole, was bringing the breakfast items to the table when Stiles Long and Michael O’Leary came into the dining room.

“Good morning Mrs. Poole,” Michael said as he entered the room.

Her silver hair glistened in the morning sun streaming through the dining-room window. The woman said little but went about her duties at a steady pace. Lizzie adored her.

“It is about time. Sit down. I will be back after I pick up the morning paper,” Lizzie said.

At Lizzie’s request, Stiles and Michael had left England a week earlier than planned. They had arrived in New York yesterday morning, April 14th, 1912. Lizzie was relieved at the sight of them on the dock. She’d had an awful feeling for weeks about them returning on their original ship.

Picking up the newspaper lying on the front porch, she gasped loudly. She ran back into the house, waving the paper about her head.

“I knew it!”

“I knew there was a reason for you two to come home earlier than planned,” she said, still waving the newspaper.

“What on earth are you going on about?” Stiles said as he filled his coffee cup.

“This!”

Lizzie threw the newspaper down on the table between Michael and Stiles. The headlines in the New York Times read... NEW LINER TITANIC HITS AN ICEBERG; SINKING BY THE BOW AT MIDNIGHT; WOMEN PUT OFF IN LIFEBOATS; LAST WIRELESS AT 12:27 A.M. BLURRED.

Michael’s face paled from shock. 

“My god!” Stiles exclaimed.

Lizzie tumbled into a seat beside Stiles. Tears formed in her eyes, and she tried to hide behind her handkerchief. The thought that she could have lost the two most important people in her life was stifling. A shiver raced up her spine.

“The feeling I had was overpowering. It wouldn’t let me go. That’s why I sent a telegraph asking you to come home early. I feared I’d lose you both,” she said.

Michael came to sit on her other side and wrapped his arm around her shoulders, pulling her in close. He hugged her and tried his best to console her.

“It’s awful. All those lives lost to such a horrible death. I can’t imagine the pain their families are going through,” Michael said.

“Thank you,” Stiles added. “Without you, we might have been in that number at the bottom of the sea.”

She dried her tears and looked at the two men who meant so much to her. 

“Whatever will I do without you two when you return to St. Louis?” she asked. “I’m going to miss you so much.”

“We’re only a telephone call away,” Michael assured her.

“If you need us for anything, we’ll board the next train to New York. You know that,” Stiles said. “Even if it’s another case of a monkey gone missing, or jewels stolen.”

“You silly twit. The police shot that poor monkey in Central Park. It wasn’t his fault, the maid tired of being bitten had turned him loose. His owner wasn’t very happy about it. And that poor woman had to find out her husband had a mistress. Her jewels weren’t stolen. The cad had given them to the other woman.”

It was true most of the cases she had gotten had trivial things that a male detective wouldn’t touch. She didn’t mind helping the ones who came into her office. Still, a truly interesting case had not walked in through the door, as yet.

“Maybe your cases will become more intense,” Michael offered.

“Either way, call on us any time,” Stiles added.

“I’ll hold you to that. Both of you,” she answered.

Stiles and Michael stayed a week in New York, so they could visit some of the fine restaurants and theater performances. Lizzie accompanied them to the rail station the day they left for home. She wouldn’t allow herself to cry in front of them. That could wait until she was in her own bedroom alone. She allowed no one to see her at a weak moment.

Both men waved as the train moved out of the station and her sight. Tomorrow she would go back to her office. Her life as a detective would truly begin, and she hoped her cases did get a bit more interesting.

E. M. Ferguson, Detective was the name over the door. Lizzie had opened her detective agency in New York City. The initials stood for Elizabeth Marie, though no one had ever called her that. It was a bold endeavor for a woman to do in 1912. That didn’t stop her. Though she was excited to have her own business, her clientele had not been up to her previous Pinkerton Agency assignments.

Her rented office space sat between an art studio on the left. A man, Lazlo Bertolli ran it. Lizzie thought he was probably in his mid-forties, and he took good care of himself. He appeared to be athletic under the tailored suit with a splash of color at his throat. It was a cravat which was totally out of style.

On the right was August Accounting and Finance. Mylord August was younger than Lazlo but older than Lizzie. He was also quite a snob. His family came from one of the affluent neighborhoods in New York City. Skinny, with an overly pale complexion, he seldom spoke to Lizzie or her assistant when they came into contact.

There were two apartments above Lizzie’s office, whose entrances were in the alley behind the buildings. She’d heard them but had never seen either tenant. 

Just as she was unlocking the door, Officer George walked by and tipped his hat with a “Good morning, ma’am”. He was the usual day shift beat cop. Always polite, always keeping an eye on the businesses under his watch. Lizzie didn’t know if George was his first or last name. He tended to run off any young men who approached the businesses from the park entrance across the street. Lizzie wasn’t sure why that was. Someday she’d have to ask him. 

The day Mrs. Abigale Strongworth entered her office, everything changed. Mrs. Strongworth’s son was missing. She couldn’t go to the authorities because her husband forbade her. Other detectives in the city she had tried turned her away.

“I have nowhere else to turn. You are my last hope,” Mrs. Strongworth cried into her handkerchief. “It’s been weeks now and I don’t believe Adam just vanished. My husband cut our son off sometime ago. He doesn’t care what happens to him.”

“Why would your husband do that?” Lizzie asked.

“He... he,” she stumbled over her words. “He isn’t like most men. He frequents businesses in the East Row. My husband doesn’t know that I know that. He’s turned a blind eye to our son, even refusing to say his name.”

Lizzie knew about the East Row; you couldn’t live in New York City without hearing the rumors. The area was well known for the male prostitution that went on there. Several businesses had a front as a gentleman’s club and none more notorious than the Den of Delights. The local police force had tried to shut the businesses down repeatedly, but they would just reappear under another name. Sometimes even in the same building. 

She made a note to contact the head of the Pinkerton Agency in New York and see what he had to say about East Row. It would be difficult to face Martin after the way she had ended things with him, however if anyone had information, he would. They hadn’t spoken in over three years. He might shed some light on any other missing persons as well.

Mrs. Strongworth pulled a newspaper from the large purse she was carrying. She said, “I saw this in today’s paper, and I wondered if it might have something to do with Adam’s disappearance.” She handed the paper to Lizzie.

Byline—Walton Crew

What is going on in the East Row? Though the police are saying nothing. This reporter has discovered that at least three young men were found dead in the last six weeks. Why is no information coming forward about these deaths? Even the bodies aren’t being claimed. 

None of them appeared to be workers in the area. Clients maybe? It doesn’t matter. No one deserves to be killed then tossed aside as garbage.

They buried the article at the bottom of the third page, where it was unlikely to be seen. It appeared that the newspaper didn’t even want to print it. Lizzie made another note to contact this Walton Crew, as well.

“I saw those young men. Adam wasn’t among them,” Mrs. Strongworth said quietly.

“That was very brave of you.”

“It wasn’t brave, but I wanted to be sure my son had not met the same fate. I realize it isn’t acceptable for a woman to do these things. Please don’t think harshly of me. Adam is my only child and no matter what my husband thinks or says, I will do everything in my power to find my son.”

Lizzie didn’t think harshly of this woman. She thought she was a strong woman who had one mission: to find her son. It was certain Lizzie would do the same if she were in the same situation.

“What if I find he is no longer alive?” Lizzie asked carefully.

Mrs. Strongworth straightened her back and said, “Then I’ll bring my son home for a proper burial, and you find who murdered him and make him pay.”

Lizzie walked Mrs. Strongworth to the door and shook her hand. She assured the woman she would do everything she could to find her son. 

Her secretary, Julia Straton, was waiting at her desk for Lizzie to speak. 

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“We have a case, and it doesn’t have a monkey in it,” Lizzie exclaimed.
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Chapter Two
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Lizzie called Julia into her office after Mrs. Strongworth left the building. She was eager to discuss the case with her new assistant. Julia Straton was five years Lizzie’s junior. She had graduated from Lizzie’s alma mater, Wellesley College, at the top of her class. She would be a true asset to Lizzie and her business. 

The younger woman was slender and winsome. Lizzie was drawn to her, but knew it wouldn’t be possible as they worked together. She hadn’t been this attracted to a woman since Sarah.

A memory came into focus, Lizzie, and Sarah in younger days. Laying in the sun on the banks of a pond on Sarah’s family land. The kisses they shared. Where the embrace led them. All was well until Sarah’s father discovered them. He sent Lizzie packing and had disinherited Sarah, leaving her no choice but a life of prostitution. Lizzie had found her living in squalor, ill, with her child, Billie. It was difficult because Sarah was so stubborn, but eventually, Lizzie got her the medical help she so desperately needed. And after Lizzie’s father passed away, well actually, he was murdered; she took Sarah and Billie to a farm she had inherited from her father. They’d been living there ever since. My goodness, she thought, that was five years ago.

In all that time, Lizzie had been attracted to one other woman. Who was actually a brief fling on one of her trips abroad before meeting Stiles. There had been many men as well. Brief lovers for a fleeting time. No one she ever wanted to settle down with, as was the norm for women in 1912. That she’d never conceived a child herself led her to believe she couldn’t have children. Not that she wouldn’t have liked to have a child of her own, but not if it meant being tied to a man who thought of her as property. Women in the 1900’s were only desired for the financial influence they could bring to a marriage. Her father had proved that to her when he tried to marry her off five years back. She liked her life just fine. No attachments. No wifely duties. No man to tell her what she could and couldn’t do. She could pick a lover when and where she wanted to take one. On her terms, without the marriage vows. 

“Miss Ferguson? Ma’am?” Julia interrupted her rambling thoughts.

“I’m so sorry. My mind was wandering.”

“That’s all right. I was asking where you wanted to begin. Should I contact Mr. Crew or the Pinkerton Agency office head?” she asked. 

Julia smiled at Lizzie. She noticed how the sunlight streaming through the window in her office lit sparkles in her blond hair. How Julia’s blue eyes twinkled. She was a beautiful woman.

“Contact Mr. Crew for an appointment first, sometime tomorrow if possible at La Rue’s. The coffee is wonderful there, and the seating is a little more personal. The conversation is less likely to be overheard. And I don’t know that I want to conduct that interview here,” Lizzie said.

“Is there anything I can do?” Julia asked.

“Yes, check the newspapers at the library for any articles that might relate to the case. Make notes of where a body was found and the date. I doubt you’ll find much, but go back a month or two,” Lizzie said. “You can start there in the morning. It will probably take you most of the day. We’ll meet here on Wednesday morning to go over what we’ve discovered.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Julia said as she rose from her seat.

“I think we can do away with the ‘Miss Ferguson’ or Ma’am. Lizzie will do fine,” Lizzie said before Julia disappeared through the office door. 

“Thank you, Lizzie.”

––––––––
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La Rue’s was one of Lizzie’s favorite places to have lunch. The staff recognized her when she came through the lobby doors. Renaldo led her to her favorite table in the far east corner of the room. 

“Your guest is waiting for you,” he said.

Walton Crew rose from his seat as she approached. He was a striking figure of a man. Several inches taller than Lizzie, dressed in a pale gray suit with a bright white shirt and a navy-blue tie. His hair was hard to describe. The closest Lizzie could think of was teak, like wood. Brown with glorious golden-brown streaks through the wavy hair. It touched his collar, not the current style, but still Lizzie thought it looked good on him. His eyes were amber and showed intelligence. Lizzie liked him... until he spoke.

“You’re a woman.”

Renaldo coughed as he seated Lizzie at the table. 

“Why my goodness, I am. Is that a problem for you, Mr. Crew?” she asked, then turned to Renaldo.

“I’ll have my usual with an extra drop of rum today. I think I’m going to need it.”

Renaldo blushed to his hairline, nodded, and hurried away to get her coffee.

“Rum for lunch. Just what kind of woman are you, Miss Ferguson? It is Miss, isn’t it?” Walton Crew was getting on her nerves quickly.

“That doesn’t have anything to do with this interview. It is Miss,” Lizzie answered. Then added, “You’re not what I expected either.”

“What did you expect, Miss Ferguson?” he said with a smirk on his face.

“I expected someone mature and businesslike.”

Renaldo sat her coffee on the table by her elbow. She lifted the hot brew to her lips and noticed the intoxicating aroma of the rum as she took the first sip. It tasted heavenly. Letting the tension continue to brew between herself and this insufferable man, she sipped at her coffee again.

“What am I doing here?” he eventually asked. 

“I’m investigating the disappearance of a young man. He frequented some establishments in the East Row.” She let her words settle on him. He couldn’t hide his surprise.

“You!” His voice was a little too gruff for this café.

“Lower your voice,” she demanded.

“You shouldn’t even know of the East Row, much less investigating the area. It’s a dangerous place. But a woman there would be so out of place they’d all go running for cover.” He clearly thought Lizzie was out of her mind.

“Mr. Crew, if it matters, I was a Pinkerton Agent for four years before I opened my agency. I am well aware of dangers in the world and how to manage myself in those areas,” Lizzie said flatly. “The Agency was forward thinking in realizing that a woman is just as capable as a man doing this job. What you think of a woman doesn’t matter to me at all. What I need is your cooperation and answers to questions that I have. If that is going to be a problem for you, then this meeting is over.”

Lizzie signaled to Renaldo and grabbed several bills from inside her purse. She left it open on the table so that Mr. Crew could see the revolver she carried with her at all times.

His eyebrows shot up, though he said nothing when he noticed the gun.

Renaldo took the money and thanked her before he slipped away.

Rising from her seat, Mr. Crew did the same. Stepping around the table, he pulled her chair out as she stood. Looking up into those amber eyes, she again thought how handsome the man was. Too bad, he was insufferable.

He walked beside Lizzie as they exited the café, opening the door for her as well.

“I’m sorry this meeting got off to a poor start,” he said. “Clearly I’ve misjudged you.”

“Indeed,” was the only word Lizzie offered.

“Might I suggest dinner as my way of making it up to you,” he said.

Lizzie had to give him credit for the apology and the invitation. What she wouldn’t do is accept either. 

“I’m afraid I’m busy this evening. You may call at the office Thursday afternoon if you have any information about the articles you wrote on the deaths in East Row. Good day Mr. Crew.”

It gave her immense pleasure to toss her skirts at the man and head back to her office. And she gave him credit for not following after her.

––––––––
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Wednesday morning Julia beat her into the office. She was excited and hurried Lizzie in when she arrived. Julia brought in a carafe with coffee and a cup for Lizzie. She didn’t care for the brew and preferred Earl Grey tea in the morning but didn’t have the heart to tell Julia. Carrying in her notebook and a stack of papers, she dumped the whole mess on Lizzie’s desk before she sat in the chair across from her.

“Whatever is going on in East Row, someone is trying to bury any news coming out of there, buried really deep. You were correct in telling me it would take all day. I didn’t leave the library until they closed at eight last night,” Julia said stopping to take a breath. “I borrowed these from the library, and I must return them, so we must be careful not to tear them.”

“How far back did you go,” Lizzie asked. She added cream and sugar to her coffee. It wouldn’t be lady-like to keep rum in her office, so cream and sugar it was.

“Believe it or not, four months. I found fourteen articles, all reporting deaths in the area. Ten of the articles were written by Walton Crew,” Julia said.

Lizzie’s thoughts immediately returned to the handsome indignant man. She absolutely hated the type of man he was and yet, something about him caused her skin to sizzle. 

“Anything else,” Lizzie asked.

“The first four articles were written in December of 1911 by Harris Gault. After that, Walton Crew wrote the rest. Starting January 2nd until the article Mrs. Strongworth showed you. But she didn’t show you the entire article,” Julia looked pleased with herself and her investigative work.

“What do you mean?”

“Mr. Crew’s articles detailed the bodies and how they were found. All were found to be strangled with rope burns on their wrists... and sodomy had been performed on them.”

Julia sat back in her seat
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