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        Move over Elmore

        Love the dialogue and the character studies...definitely a blend of Mickey Spillane and Elmore Leonard

        ~ Alex Adamson

        

        5.0 out of 5 stars Do Not Miss This Book!

        Chazz is the master. Every story he writes immerses you so deeply in its world, you can barely crawl out when the pages are closed. "Brooklyn in the Mean Time" might just be his best yet. I don't know which parts of the story are reality and which are fiction. Chazz presents a version of himself where it might just be autobiographical. Then again, he may be messing with we readers to up the ante in our suspension of disbelief. Either way, it's an amazing book. I loved every syllable. Chazz ranks among the top tier of our generation's storytellers. Do Not Miss This Book!

        ~ Alex Kimmell, author of The Key to Everything

        

        A unique and engaging novel with a compelling plot and well-drawn, idiosyncratic characters.

        ~ David Pandolfe

        

        Robert Chazz Chute is a versatile author, with books ranging from zombies, vampires, hit men, the end of the world, robots, dreams and time travel. Each book and series is well written, smart and leaves the reader wanting more.

        ~ Cavewoman reviews

        

        Another good story from a master storyteller

        Once again I got completely sucked in by Robert Chazz Chute. I could not put this book down once I started it. My only regret is that I got this book in November and waited until now to read it. The story is imaginative, engaging, and really not like anything else I've ever read.

        ~ Deborah630

        

        DIG CHAZZ CHUTE

        His writing style makes you part of his thoughts & conversations: you are part of his dimension Dear Reader and will "SWING" his every day. Only in Brooklyn can the 90's thrive and remain true. You can never truly return home after you ran from its hurts and pains, when naturally embedded during formative years are often hard to run from. Yet, the raw perspectives of your past with eyes wide open; does allow you truth and thus clarity. From there, knowing the negatives and going ballz to the walls with a cuppla hail Mary's; Chazz rocked it and lives the life he was meant to live and believed in. HIGHLY RECOMMEND!

        ~ MIKALA RATED

        

        Reviews of Bigger Than Jesus

        

        Bigger than Jesus Captured My Imagination and Ran!

        I have always liked the detective style books of the films from the 30-50's. This book captures all those best features. While reading the book I felt I was transported into a world that was inhabited by all the people and characters that made up the Humphrey Bogart movies, the Mike Hammer books, and the other gritty pulp fiction that I have always liked but somehow could not fully embrace. What helped me do that was the witty style that Robert Chazz Chute writes. It is funny, humorous, often serious and he speaks in a way that mixes the old style and current cultural references that make every one reading it feel included in the story.

        ~ Tidal Ashbrn

        

        The writing is just superb…. From beginning to end, this is one top notch crime novel. It is a smooth, easy read.

        ~ David Wilde

        

        Robert Chazz Chute proves that genre fiction can be inventive and unconventional in its use of language while delivering a suspenseful story.

        ~ Dream Beast

        

        An Excellent Read

        I loved this book. It is well written, fast paced and unusual for a gangster book.

        ~ M Slott

        

        Bigger Indeed!

        Oh wow. What can I say? Mr. Chute pulled me in with his POV and kept the twists coming through the whole book. I found the ending to be delightful and perfect. With comedy throughout and a wonderful cast of characters.

        ~ Jo Michaels, author of The Fury

        

        Excellent, fast paced romp

        This book plays out like a Guy Ritchie film. The pacing is frenzied, the plot convoluted yet easy to parse, and the characters larger than life. Half the fun is trying to who's trying to betray who. I would whole-heartedly recommend this novel to action fans and can't wait to grab the author's next work in this series.

        ~ Rev357

        

        What a fun ride of a crime thriller!

        In a short span of a couple of short stories collections and a few novelettes, Robert Chazz Chute has seriously become one of my favourite authors! You can count on him for well-written stories that pack punch, plot twists, clever dialogue and even some hidden wisdom in their pages.

        ~ johligo

        

        Five Stars

        Great treat, fun, unpredictable and gritty.

        ~ Kindle customer

        

        Love

        Suspense, humor, love!

        ~ Shirleyjack

        

        Genuine characters, full of ups and downs. Intricate plot.

        ~ Julio Wickham

        

        Good Thriller

        Kept my attention. Real page turner could not stop reading till I finished the entire book. Read it in one day.

        ~ A. Alpuche
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      When numerous alphabet agencies hunt you, it is best to keep a low profile.

      Rule #1: Avoid the limelight’s burn.

      Rules #2 and #3 are to eschew drama’s sting and to duck trauma’s pain. You didn’t do that and now, here you are. The FBI agent on the floor is face-down dead and the bad guy, Detective Hank Reles, has a gun — your SIG Sauer P220 — aimed at your forehead. Worse? This is not at all how you’d planned to tear up Hollywood. It’s apparent you have failed, again, to observe the rules of The Divine Assassin’s Playbook. You made up those rules. You’ll surely die for it.

      “Take out your phone, Mr. Diaz,” Reles says.

      With shaking hands, you do as you’re told.

      “Call her,” he says.

      “I wouldn’t. It won’t do you any good.”

      “Call her or I’ll kneecap you and then you’ll call her anyway, but crying hard.” He takes a step closer. He gestures with the pistol, urging you to hurry.

      If you call and she answers, you’re pretty sure he’ll empty his magazine into you without a blink.

      What will your obituary read? Possibly: “Originally from Cuba and a former Military Policeman, Jesus Salvador Umberto Luis Diaz was largely misunderstood and he didn’t mean to get into the assassination and vengeance-for-hire business. He killed a lot of bad people but left no legacy besides death. In his heart, he was always pure. Sometimes he actually thought he served Justice. But hey, shit happens.”

      “Now!” the big man roars.

      You take a deep breath, squeeze your eyes tight and three…two…one….you hit Send.

      Is this all there is? Time to find out. You open your mouth, but not to speak.

      This is how it ends.
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      Your story starts, if any story can be said to have one beginning, with a call from your boss, friend and Ving Rhames lookalike, Chillie Gillie.

      “Who’s the client?”

      Chill won’t say, so you know the client is a friend — an even better friend than you. When pressed, Chill admits the client is “tight like family, so I need you for an extra-special, special project.”

      Chill’s lisp makes it, “extra-spethial, spethial.”

      “Okay, shoot.”

      “I need you to find something on a guy named Oswald. But no shooting.”

      “What’d Oswald do besides take the fall for assassinating Kennedy?”

      Chill tells you what address to go to and leaves it at that, maybe thinking you won’t notice your question went unanswered.

      “That’s in Montecito. That’s not the book depository in Dallas. What did Oswald do?”

      “Maybe nothing, but that’s not the way to bet. All we know for sure is he’s an asshole. This is a search for evidence, off-the-books deal. Go in, but he’s a raccoon, not a cockroach, you hear? Don’t be a hard rock.”

      This is Dirty Tricks Department shorthand: raccoons you trap. Cockroaches require extermination.

      Knowing your history, Chill feels he needs to drive the point home. “This is not a search and destroy mission. Recon, only, you dig?”

      “Recon the raccoon. I dig, Shaft.”

      “Shut your mouth.”

      “What? Just haven’t heard anybody say ‘dig’ in a long time.”

      “I’m bringing it back. I’m also thinking of bringing back the word ‘groovy’.”

      “Groovy. I can dig it.”

      “There you go. But, seriously, you don’t have to pull your pistol out every time, man. Use a little finesse.”

      You end the connection and leave your regular phone with Sgt. Billy. If you’re caught, nothing ties you to Chill. That’s standard Dirty Tricks Department policy. The entire department is you, but you stick by your rules. Chill gave you a job when no one else would. You owe, therefore you pay.

      Sgt. Billy pours black coffee into a thermos. The coffee is sour and stiff, perfect for a long drive and a long wait. Black bag jobs are mostly boring recon followed by a few frantic minutes of anxiety or even terror.

      “Big job?” Sgt. Billy asks.

      “Maybe, Chill was light in detail so either he doesn’t know enough or he knows it could turn into a shit storm. He says I can keep my bullet in my chest pocket so all’s quiet on the Western front tonight.”

      “I’m old enough to get the Barney Fife in Mayberry reference, Jesus, but the Western Front thing — ”

      “War movie.”

      “Oh.”

      The old man will watch pretty much any show with you. You’ve got a voracious appetite for anything on the old movie channel. However, Sgt. Billy doesn’t watch war movies. Platoon gave him flashbacks.

      Billy hands you the burrito he’s cooked on the hotplate, shovelled into a roll of newspaper. “Don’t be out too late. I worry.” He smiles. “Now gimme a dollar.”

      You give him a man-hug — one arm clasped low to avoid any chance of accidental pelvic grind, the other goes high to clap him on the back. “Thanks, Mom.”

      He pushes you away. “Just stay out of trouble, you little monster.”

      “Staying out of trouble is not the business we’re in.” You had practiced that in the mirror a few times. You looked good saying it, but Hollywood never calls for you to star in a movie. Hollywood only needs you for raccoons in the garbage and cockroaches under the bed.

      You’re Jesus Diaz, once a hit man and now in charge of black bag gigs for Chill’s security outfit. You keep the stalkers away. You tell yourself your assassin-for-hire days are over. You haven’t completely ruled out knocking off anybody who deserves a long dirt nap, though. This is Hollywood.

      It’s a beautiful place where aspiring gods and goddesses can live, however briefly, in the sun. But raccoons and cockroaches and agents are everywhere.
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      From your black Ford Fairlane, you watch Oswald’s house, a big Spanish villa constructed of pink stucco and bad taste. He doesn’t appear to have any domestic servants around the place. You would have watched longer, but it’s a nice neighborhood. Hesitate too long and a police cruiser might roll up on you, patroling the nice white neighborhood for unfamiliar brown people. You’ve got fake ID, of course, but you’re too well-dressed to claim you’re the gardener waiting for Oswald’s return.

      Stage One: Look for something incriminating outside the house. The nearby trees aren’t dying so the villa is not a meth lab. The windows aren’t all blacked out and the curtains aren’t all pulled shut so it’s not a marijuana grow op. So far, the place looks like all the other big houses down the block except no basketball nets and bicycles litter the driveway. This could be a neighborhood filled with orthodontists and their families.

      A few minutes later, you get the text from Chill on your throwaway phone. To dodge tracking, he sends it through an anonymous remailer account. Chill says the client is anxious and in a hurry and you need to do this recon “with alacrity”.

      “Alacrity?” you text back.

      “Hurry da fuck up, in & out, report.”

      Like all orders, that demand proves inconvenient. You’re elbow deep in Oswald’s garbage at the back of the house trying to find something useful. So far, his worst crime is that he does not recycle. The state of California doesn’t execute non-recyclers unless they are serial offenders. Time to casually fracture a few laws. You begin Stage Two of the recon.

      On TV, the hero slips a credit card into the edge of a door to pick a lock. That destroys the credit card — who needs that hassle unless it isn’t your card? Also, that isn’t nearly as easy as it looks except with old doors at cheap motels. The next option is to pull out a lock pick set and get to work, hoping a nosy neighbor doesn’t spot you while you struggle to overcome the lock.

      That’s not just picky work. It’s nit-picky and plenty of locks are different so you have to take the time to learn each lock. More hassle. If television episodes went down in real time, they’d be longer and even more boring.

      You’ve used the hockey stick and bicycle chain trick to rip off doorknobs, but since you’d look suspicious walking around with that sort of bulge under your sports jacket, you’ve left that tool at home. That’s your only complaint about West Coast weather: The sun always shines in California. No stylish trench coat concealing bulky tools of the trade for you.

      Nineteen Eighty-four has come to the Golden State and Big Brother is watching. Between the LAPD and wandering bands of TSA VIPR teams — Visible Intermodal Prevention & Response — a brownish fellow like you wearing a heavy trench in the sunshine would be marked for interrogation and a search. It would be grossly unjust, but Homeland Security would send you back to Cuba forever if they had the chance. If they found out your real identity, you’d end up on the Gitmo/water-boarding end of the island, not the cheap tourist destination side.

      Why, you wonder again, would Bush call it Homeland Security? The term reeks of Nazis, fascists, “unt zee Fazaland.” The chief tormentor of your childhood, Tia Marta, had a thick German accent. Plus, you had your fill of real Nazis back in Chicago. Maybe you’re a little sensitive on that subject.

      Focus. What are you going to do about Oswald’s back door?

      Keeping a low profile and being a smart ninja requires finesse. If you were a brainless thug, the quickest way into Oswald’s house would be to make sure your heel connects full force by the lock and kick it in. That’s almost always effective. Paranoid homeowners may spend a grand on a security door, but everybody spends the least they can on the installer so the frame is $25 worth of wood and the screws that hold it in place are usually way too short. One or two kicks would get you in quicker than fumbling with a key.

      An amateurish B&E makes plenty of noise, though. That choice could end badly: Nosy neighbor appears, garden trowel still in hand. You’ve got a rule about keeping civilians safe from the secret war so you’d smile and try to bluff your way past him.

      Suppose the old man repays your consideration by sticking the blade of his garden trowel in your throat. Or, you tie up the nosy old man from next-door with the electrical cord from his hedge trimmer. Suppose you ask him politely to shut up while you go about your mission. One heart attack later, that's another murder charge against you. Who needs it?

      The key to a happy life is less stress, so you do the brainy thug thing: you look. The key isn’t under the mat or on top of the doorframe. It’s under the second flower pot you check. The homeowner would have had half a chance of keeping you out a little longer if he’d thought to stick the spare key in the pot's dirt. That would have stymied you easily, but since no one wants dirty fingernails, a moment later you’re standing in Oswald’s house.
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      As you step into the living room, a motion detector shines red and a shrill alarm goes off, jangling your nerves. However, alarms are even easier to deal with than people who leave their house keys in predictable places. It’s the sort of alarm system where a little box makes a big whoop. Then an agent from the alarm company calls to warn you that police are on the way so you better identify yourself or they’ll be really mad.

      The police, of course, are not on their way. That’s a stupid bluff. Homeowners get charged for false alarms so alarm companies don’t call 911 unless they’re sure somebody’s in the house who shouldn’t be. Besides, though the LAPD claims a response time of 5.7 minutes, you’d have to be skinning a live puppy while tossing grenades at a nunnery to get attention that fast. For burglaries, the cops might take an hour or not show up at all. Lucky you.

      You pull the switchblade from your sock and cut the wires to the little box. The alarm company’s agent will still get through to the phone, but all they can do is leave a concerned message on voicemail. With no connection through the alarm box, they’ll assume the alarm is bogus since there’s no burglar to scold. The LAPD charges $115 for each false alarm, so the alarm company’s default is caution. The security system company doesn’t want to lose a subscriber, never mind that a charge of $115 for a false alarm is couch change to a guy who owns a house worth many millions. Oswald must be rolling in long paper.

      Alarms easily defeated with a knife? You don’t worry about those too much. Dogs, you worry about. However, Oswald doesn’t have a dog. He has fish, mostly angels and yellow tangs, hanging in place or swimming in slow circles amid coral.

      You’ve heard fish have such short memories, a fish tank may as well be the ocean. To the fish, the ocean floor is littered every few feet with armies of scuba divers standing beside pirate chests spewing oxygen bubbles. Civilians are like that, you suppose. Every day looks the same — their routines, their beliefs, their lives of habit and the expectation they’ll get to do it all again tomorrow. Most people seem to forget why they’re here, hanging in place and swimming in slow circles.

      Each day is different for you, but maybe it would be nice to forget the past, to believe in permanence. It would be good to have something nine to five and reliable to depend upon. Instead, you wander through the rooms of a stranger’s house, counting four huge aquaria and wondering what you’re supposed to find.

      The first to-do on your list is to make sure you have an alternate exit. That’s the smart ninja strategy. However, you pause to take in the rich decor: leather furniture, a long marble countertop in the huge kitchen, marble everything in the bathrooms. It’s irritating when assholes have such nice things. Your third-floor flop is an old industrial warehouse, empty except for you, Sgt. Billy and the run down Japanese restaurant on the first floor.

      The restaurant is called Big in Japan, but that’s a lie. It was never big in Japan. The waiter tells you the name is stolen from a fancy restaurant in Montreal. The owner tells you he got it from a song released in 1984 by a forgotten German band called Alphaville. You believe the owner because, though the old cook is a little bent and slow now, when he talks about dancing in hot clubs in Holland over thirty years ago, he gets a wistful look in his eyes.

      You run across a table piled with mail. It’s a federal offence to read someone else’s mail, so you’re really in trouble now, mister.

      Ross Oswald III is an accountant for a firm that serves some of Hollywood’s biggest stars or, as everyone from waiters and car wash slaves to top Scientologists say here, Oswald is “in the Industry.” You suspected this already because Oswald’s mailbox reads: Ross Oswald III, Esquire. There you have it: plenty of independent corroboration he’s a douchebag.

      Usually, that alone wouldn’t be enough to require your skill set. You’ve often considered going on a rampage — especially when LA traffic pokes at whatever gland in your brain is responsible for road rage. Who in L.A. hasn’t had those dark thoughts on the 405?

      Realistically, taking down or knocking off every jerk in Hollywood would be a round the clock job for an army. Besides, it would also eliminate a good chunk of on-screen talent, some of the directors and all of the agents. The continued functioning of the world’s entertainment machine depends on your restraint. If you destroy Hollywood, that leaves Bollywood to take over the world, and no one wants that. Too much weird, happy dancing.

      In an amateur B&E, the desperate crackhead runs straight for the master bedroom, rips out the sock drawer and fills it with valuables and is out and running down the street in two minutes. You’re a pro, so you take it slow and check the office off the foyer. The computer is, of course, left on all day so you plug in a jump drive and check his internet history. You don’t have to be a hotshot hacker to get into anyone’s computer. You just have to walk into their home and be nosy.

      No real surprises, but Oswald’s got enough kinky porn on his hard drive to tire out a teenaged boy whose parents are away for the weekend. It’s the mean bondage stuff that makes you uncomfortable, like your soul wears tight shoes on the wrong feet. You got introduced to BDSM as a kid and seeing it again puts you back in that basement in Miami, sweating.

      On your first day in America, you watched your family drown. After the Bug Man kidnapped you off Surfside Beach, you survived slavery for three years. Bludgeoning Tia Marta with a heavy silver tray was step one in your emancipation. You strangled her with the necklace that held the key to your escape. The Bug Man disappeared forever.

      You left Miami with a duffel full of clothes, a SIG Sauer P220, a switchblade and Tia Marta’s newest pet, little Denny De Molina. You still carry the pistol, the switchblade and a taste for vengeance.

      Oswald’s porn sites turn your stomach — what happened to porn where no one gets slapped, gagged or strangled? Regular sex on camera is soft core nostalgia from a more innocent time when both partners looked like they were having a good time. The nasty stuff reminds you too much of Tia Marta hurting you. For her, pain was sex.

      Clicking through numerous directories, it’s not like Oswald has a file folder on his desktop that reads: “Stuff that will put me away for life” or “Lord Vader’s Nefarious Plans for the Death Star.” The jump drive copies spreadsheet files. Follow the money, like Deep Throat said in All The President’s Men.

      You click on a folder labeled “Vacation pics” to see how much better a rich accountant lives. It’s more porn, but by the lighting, it’s amateurish and homemade. A picture on the wall shows the guy who must be the accountant shaking hands with an old lady and smiling as he holds a shiny gold plaque.

      You glance back at the grainy video. That’s Oswald tying up a crying blonde who looks awfully young. Hard to tell for sure and you can’t bring yourself to keep watching. Oswald holds a leather cat-o-nine tails in one hand and his dick in the other. That little old lady with the plaque had no idea she was shaking the dick hand of a sadist. Shuddering, you click through his email, looking for clues and copying everything you can.

      Check your watch. Move on.
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      The place is spotless and smells like lemons, like the house is ready for one of those Better Homes and Gardens specials that makes a house look like an abandoned shrine. It’s an atmosphere you associate with vacant people whose empty consumerism makes them obsessed with appearances. Obsessive cleanliness also makes you think of soulless serial killers trying to erase any trace of blood.

      When you were a cop in the military walking into a case of a missing wife, the smell of bleach was a sure sign the grieving husband was actually “a person of interest.” Technically speaking, you suppose you’re a serial killer, too, but that doesn’t count as long as you stay on the side of the angels. Mostly.

      You explore the house, starting with the basement. If someone shows up looking for an intruder, you don’t want to be the dumbass ninja stuck in the basement without multiple exits. There’s a small storage area filled with old furniture. Most of the basement’s square footage is a fancy games room with a sunken floor: full bar, huge sectional couches, a hot tub that’s empty and dry, big flat screen and a pool table that makes you drool a little. It’s a giant man cave.

      Oswald is an asshole, but he still seems to have had more friends than you. However, this is the one place in the house with a coat of dust, so thick you might be the first person down here in months. Maybe Oswald was a big wheel, screwed up somehow and now Chill’s client wants something on him for vengeance?

      Hollywood is full of deals gone bad. Rifts, feuds and grudges aplenty result. You’re going to have to find out. You don’t like jobs where you don’t know all there is to know about the client. Not knowing has gone badly in the past, but for a simple recon, you didn’t want to press Chill. You trust him even if that means he doesn’t trust you to spill everything up front. You can be patient.

      There are three bedrooms, but two are empty to the bare walls. Oswald looks a youngish thirty, handsome and about your size, playing the field in kink. Those stark rooms tell a story: He’s got no family who will ever visit. If he had a family, he’s not tight with them now. Maybe his dad was eaten by sharks, too.

      In the master bedroom, the bed is a king but Oswald sleeps alone. There are two nightstands, but the far one is empty. In the nightstand closest to the door, you discover a shiny .32 revolver in the drawer. You let him keep it, but in case Chill wants you to come back later, you empty the pistol and take all of Oswald’s ammo.

      You put the weapon back the way you found it and poke through more drawers. A wad of cash is rolled up in black socks so it stands to reason the house has no safe. You stuff the wad in your pocket and keep looking. Tie pins, a dead watch, mismatched socks waiting for a lost mate. Nothing useful.

      The walk-in closet is magnificent. It’s more like another room than a closet. He’s got rows and rows of shoes, each pair on a bamboo rack. Sadly, none of them are your size.

      When you open the cedar cabinet to your left, you savor the smell of the wood. A line of linen dress shirts hangs ready and pressed, each in a plastic sheath from the dry cleaner. Each shirt is hung precisely two inches apart. The motorized tie rack proves he must be color blind, but the six sets of cufflinks are nice. The tie pins are gold and silver. You pocket the platinum cufflinks.

      To your right, you find Oswald shares your taste in suits: all hail Armani. He’s got suits like Batman has backup capes and cowls. You hope Chill will send you back here. You’re going to want to steal more than you can carry. You sift through the suits. They’re all black, except for a few pinstripes. You check the tags. They look a little long in the sleeve for you, but you can get that altered. It’s Christmas in July.

      A metallic scrape reaches your ear.

      You pull the SIG as you spin, but you’re alone. You wait. Hold that breath. Strain to the full range of your hearing.

      Another, subtle scrape?

      Yes. You’re sure of the direction, but not of the source. You step toward the rack of suits, divide them, push them back. It’s got to be a panic room. If Oswald is in there with a cell, you’re already screwed. You can’t let the cops take you alive. That leaves putting the muzzle under your chin and finding out what’s next.

      But it’s not a panic room. There’s a small lock at the rear of the closet, just under the shelf. A gold key sits in the lock. Panic rooms, even disguised ones, lock from the inside. You turn the lock and, despite your effort to be quiet, the long dead bolt slides with a clunk. Expecting a shotgun blast to cut you in half, you spring back.

      The desperate sob reaches out before the stench hits you. You know those smells: Meat gone bad and feces mix to make degradation. It’s dark in there. “Hello?”

      It’s rough echolocation, but from the sound your voice makes, the room is bigger than you expected. You fish a small flashlight out of your pocket and peer in. You turn back to flick the switch in the walk-in closet and the fluorescents buzz and snap on with a low insectile hum.

      You are unprepared for the utter horror that meets your eyes. The light spilling in through the secret door falls on a girl, tied to a wooden chair. Naked. Slumped. Dead. Half her head is shaved. The other half is a fall of red hair reaching past her broken shoulders. The hair runs to blood at the tips — her blood — like a paintbrush dipped in red. Her skin is a wretched map of criss-crossed welts and blossoms of old bruises.

      The sob comes again. Your flashlight beam finds the beautiful Asian woman in the cage. Her red dress is ripped. One side of her face is a little swollen but otherwise? It’s clear that Oswald hadn’t started in on her yet.

      You’ve known a lot of killers, but whoever did this? Worse. Monsters. Monsters erase humanity before they take the last breath and heartbeat.

      This room is a torture chamber like the one that trapped you in a Miami basement for three years. You want to throw up, but this is a crime scene so you hold your burrito and sour coffee down.

      You know better, but for some reason that denies reality, you try for a pulse at the woman’s neck. You don’t have to search for a pulse to confirm what you already know. The girl’s skin is cold. You crouch at her feet. Her eyes stare back, the whites visible around the pupils.

      Your stomach cramps and you curl up, fall to your knees and bow at her feet, as if in worship. The smell hits you harder and you can’t keep your gorge down. You throw up the burrito and black coffee. You spew DNA all over the crime scene.

      Soon, that won’t matter. You aren’t here to trap and relocate raccoons.

      You just graduated to the role of exterminator. Again.
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