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Synopsis

Billiwack, California, 1884. When translator Rosetta
Stein comes across her rival, Bartholomew Vincent, under attack by
weird, raven-headed man-beasts behind the infamous Puckered Rosebud
Gentleman’s Club, she senses opportunity. She rescues him in
exchange for a crack at the commission he stole from under her
nose—a strangely inscribed artifact found by Big Sur bigwig George
Taylor Granville in the Santa Lucia mountains. Misfortune has
stalked Vincent from the moment he took on the project, and he’s
only too happy to share it. In the meantime, a lady marshal has
come to Billiwack, investigating rumors of strange, unlicensed
weapons, and she can’t seem to decide if she’d rather kiss Rosetta
or arrest her. And Vincent is suffering romantic complications of
his own, in the forms of Rosetta’s charming layabout brother, and
an amorous professor who won’t take God, no! for an answer.
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“With characters who are layered with charm and
complexity, settings that play out visually like a full color
series of daguerreotypes on the mind, a mystery that reveals how
far apart Ira and Goddard have grown since Ira walked out two years
before, and a fluid prose that draws the reader into the lives of
the characters and the time of the story, Turnbull House is
as flawless a historical novel as I’ve ever read.”—The Novel
Approach

 


“Turnbull House was special. So addicting. I
needed to read more. The characters were distinct, sexy, and
believable.”—Books A to Z
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“The Affair of the Porcelain Dog is an
excellent mystery. The characters are complex and in general not
what they seem on first sight. Many unexpected twists and turns
keep the novel intriguing right up to the end. The historical
setting of late Victorian London is portrayed accurately. It is
recommended for mystery collections at public libraries, especially
those in gay- and lesbian-friendly areas, and college and
university collections.”—Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual, and Transgender
Round Table of the American Library Association

 


“Jess Faraday takes you into a very bleak, dangerous,
and inhuman realm. A world without mercy. But despite all this,
she’s able to deliver a beautiful and romantic story....This clever
multi-layered mystery skillfully combined with some very strong
characters will definitely keep you in suspense until the very
end.”—Booked Up Reviews

 


“The author builds a credible plot through the
actions of diverse, fully-nuanced characters, which keeps the
reader interested...Excellent first novel by a promising new
author, which I give five stars out of five.”—Bob Lind, Echo
Magazine

 


“Sherlock Holmes Meets Oscar Wilde. Faraday has
written a brilliant Victorian mystery. …The careful plot is
arranged like a set of nesting boxes. With Faraday’s smashing
writing and research, Victorian London comes alive through the eyes
of a 19th century outlier.”—The Bright List

 


 


The Left Hand of Justice

 


“[The Left Hand of Justice] is an exciting
book with drama, romance, and mystery. The characters were
interesting and strong. Once you get into the story, it is hard to
put the book down.”—Curve Magazine
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By the Author

The Affair of the Porcelain Dog
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Turnbull House

 


Fool’s Gold


 


Benefactor: from late Latin bene
facere, from bene “well” + facere “to do”.

(1) In English: one who confers a benefit, gift, or
request.

 


(2) In French: the same. Also, bienfaiteur—a
dildo.


Chapter One

Billiwack, California

January 1894

 


Rainwater glittered orange between the cobblestones
on Thresher Street, reflecting the warm gaslight that pushed back
the night chill. The wind that had howled through town all
afternoon had mellowed to a breeze that now carried the clean,
salty smell of the Pacific up the rocky cliff side to the town. An
unusually heavy and long-lasting rain had cleared the impurities
from the atmosphere—the dirt and grime and lingering smell of horse
manure—and now, with the eleventh bell still vibrating through the
windows and the wood-framed buildings, the air was crisp and cold
and an excellent conduit for sound.

Which was, perhaps, why, despite the wax plugs she’d
carefully fitted into her ears, Rosetta Stein heard the footsteps.
They’d been following her for some time, she realized, though only
now had she recognized them for what they were.

Sweat broke across her back. This section of town was
almost always deserted at night—windows broken or boarded over,
doors nailed shut. There was a reason the Rosebud—the infamous,
unmarked men’s club on the opposite corner of the intersection—had
made its home there, though its members came from the upper ranks
of Billiwack society. She had chosen that part of town for her
experiment for the same reason, but now she could think only of the
many warnings she’d heard and ignored regarding walking out alone
at night. How the town’s isolation made it a haven for cranks and
misfits. How in the space of a wink, a man could turn predator and
a woman prey.

The footsteps picked up their pace to match hers.
When she stopped at the corner, pulling deep breaths to calm her
racing heart, the footsteps stopped as well.

“What do you want?” she asked. Her voice was a
squeak, a whisper, a puff of air in the icy night. She whirled,
gripping her weapon in cold fingers. But no one stood in the alley
behind her, or anywhere that she could see on the dimly lit
streets. She tightened her fingers around the stock of her
weapon.

The weapon’s name was Ruby, and Ruby was an
infrasound rifle of Rosetta’s own design. She’d used the walnut
stock and trigger mechanism from a Winchester 1890—one of
Browning’s new sliding-action repeating rifles. It had almost hurt
to dismantle such a beautiful firearm, but the nature of the
payload—pulses of ultra-low-frequency sound—required a special
flared muzzle with the approximate diameter of a dinner plate,
which she had painstakingly hammered, shaped, and attached to the
octagonal barrel. It now looked, she fancied, like a giraffe-necked
blunderbuss interpreted through the lens of a Jules Verne
novel.

Previous experiments had suggested the weapon would
prove effective. But that didn’t mean she was comfortable wielding
it. For Rosetta Stein, weapons were a hobby, a fancy, an
intellectual exercise. She never figured on actually having to use
it against someone.

A thump and a cry shattered her thoughts.

She saw a fight behind the Rosebud. At least she
thought it was one—two men holding a third by the arms, while a
fourth grappled around beneath the third man’s clothes. Their
intimate posture—the threaded arms and twining legs—made her wonder
for a moment if it really was an attack. But of course it was.
Nobody could be enjoying that degree of violence.

Fear fell away and outrage bubbled up in her chest,
filling her, buzzing and crackling through her limbs. As one of the
only Jews in Billiwack, and the only female graduate student in her
department at the university, Rosetta Stein had an almost
pathological compulsion to run to the aid of the underdog.

Forgetting the footsteps, she tipped the rifle’s
oversized muzzle toward the stars and looked up and down Thresher
Street. Then she tucked a clump of reddish-brown curls back beneath
her hat, hiked up the long man’s coat that fell to the ankles of
her trousers, and hurried across the intersection.

The Rosebud comprised two stories of brick and
stonework on the corner of Thresher Street and Cox Avenue. Rosetta
pressed herself against a side wall and peered around the corner
into the alley. The attackers were unreasonably tall, and their
identical long, black coats flapped as they wrangled with their
victim. They were wearing masks with curved beaks, as well as
too-tall, wide-brimmed hats—pilgrim hats, Rosetta thought, if one
could fathom such a thing. Their victim, a young man perhaps
Rosetta’s age, looked stoutly built, but clearly muscle was no help
against multiple assailants. His hat lay on its side in a puddle,
and messy black hair fanned out around his wide, clean-shaven
face.

 “Stop! Please!” the man cried. Rosetta placed
his voice with a shock.

“Vincent?” She gasped.

Her colleague twisted to face her, his expression a
combination of terror and recognition. Yes, it was Bartholomew
Vincent, fellow graduate philologist and Rosetta’s fiercest
competitor. Masked freaks were beating him like a Persian rug, and
it was all happening in damning proximity to the infamous Puckered
Rosebud Gentlemen’s Club.

The knowledge filled her with momentary glee, as she
remembered how Vincent had, that very afternoon, poached the
translation commission that should have been hers. She could just
walk away, leave him to his violent fate, rumors of his shame to be
spread through the town on dirty newspaper wings.

Guilt followed glee. Bartholomew Vincent was a pill,
but he didn’t deserve that.

Her finger danced on the rifle’s trigger.

The man—creature?—holding him glanced at her over the
beak of his mask before wheeling Vincent back around so one of the
others could grub around beneath Vincent’s coat. In that short
instant, hope had flashed across her colleague’s face—that she’d be
his rescuer, she wondered, or that she’d keep his proclivities to
herself?

She wanted to tell him to duck, or at least to plug
his ears, but doing so would have alerted his assailants as well.
If her weapon worked as planned, Bartholomew Vincent would leave
the alley with an appalling headache, but at least he’d be leaving
it.

She wheeled around, facing into the alley. “Drop that
man!” she shouted as she fired.

Blasts of ultra-low-frequency sound burst forth from
the muzzle. The pulse of infrasonic pressure blew her back into the
street and rattled the walls of the surrounding buildings,
flattening the four men in its path. The windows facing the alley
seemed to ripple for an instant before they shattered, raining down
glass all around.

Rosetta’s heart galloped in her chest. Her arms
shook. She wanted to vomit. The earplugs had protected her
eardrums, but she had to find some way to cope with the anxiety,
shock, and nausea that infrasonic weapons invariably produced.

One by one the villains struggled to their feet.
Good God, she realized as one of them swayed before her,
pressing its hands to its temples as if trying to hold its skull
together, those aren’t masks. The creatures looked at her
with—she thought—new respect, then fled. Bartholomew Vincent, by
contrast, lay facedown in the rubbish and muck in a shuddering
heap.

“Are you all right?” Rosetta asked, lowering her
weapon as the creatures ran down the alley, seeming to melt into
the shadows. Her scientific mind rebelled at the idea of the
supernatural—was already scrambling to fit
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