
  
    
      
    
  


		
			Synopsis

			Privy to Murder.

			 

			Shay O’Hanlon never knew the Minnesota Renaissance Festival was such a strange and bawdy event until JT Bordeaux—her badge-wearing, medieval-loving girlfriend—drags her along for a visit. The sixteenth-century faire is full of thrilling jousts, feisty wenches, and pickle vendors showing off their tasty tonsil ticklers, but Shay is distracted by the call of her full bladder. While trying to rein in her newest dog’s overactive nose, she finds a dead body with a pickle stuffed in his mouth. A real dead body. In the privy. And before Shay can shout “Huzzah!” JT is arrested for being the porta-potty body’s murderer. Together with her quirky crew of caper-solving pals, Shay must scramble for clues to free JT from the clink…and her troubled past.
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Praise for Bingo Barge Murder

			“Chandler launches her first Shay O’Hanlon caper with panache. Coffee, romance, murder, and a dog all make for Minnesota nicenice.”—Lavender

			 

			“Bingo Barge Murder is a solid first entry in the Shay O’Hanlon mystery series. Chandler writes with a wonderful sense of place, plenty of humor, and a crisp pace. This is a great read from the very first page!”—Ellen Hart, author of the Jane Lawless series 

			 

			“Chandler’s debut is fast and funny…crammed with memorably quirky Minnesota characters.”—Brian Freeman, bestselling author of Immoral 

			 

			“Jessie Chandler delivers a fresh murder motive in this engaging debut mystery.”—Julie Kramer, author of Stalking Susan

			 

			“What do you get if you line up Shay O’Hanlon, owner of a café called the Rabbit Hole, a scrumptious police detective named JT Bordeaux, a computer genius drama queen, and a murder at the Pig’s Eye Bingo Barge? If you said a rollicking, fast-paced black-out game of mystery and suspense, I’d have to yell—BINGO!”—Mary Logue, Author of Frozen Stiff

			 

			“If anything happens to me, I want Shay O’Hanlon on my side! Bingo Barge Murder is a fun read with an emotional depth that sneaks up on you. The characters are interesting and quirky and the location is unique and well-developed. I hope this is just the first of many adventures for this ‘Tenacious Protector’ and her pals.”—Neil Plakcy, author of the Mahu series of mysteries

			




Praise for Hide and Snake Murder

			“Chandler follows up her Bingo Barge Murder with another tricky plot fully worthy of your suspension of disbelief.”—Lavender

			 

			“Fast paced and witty. It is peppered with wonderfully colorful characters, making it a strong second novel in the Shay O’Hanlon Caper series.”—Lambda Literary

			 

			“After reading her novels, I have come to believe Jessie Chandler is the illegitimate child of Raymond Chandler and Dorothy L. Sayers. She’s funny—and she’s good!”—Lori L. Lake, author of the Gun series and the Public Eye series

			 

			“Wild and wacky Hide and Snake Murder will keep readers guessing all the way to a slam bang finale.”—Carolyn Hart, New York Times bestselling author of the Death on Demand series

			 

			“Hide and Snake Murder takes us to the beginning and end of the Mississippi, New Orleans and Minneapolis, capturing the quirky charm of both cities. It’s a rollicking read with an entertaining cast of funny and fascinating characters. You won’t be able to turn the pages fast enough.”—J.M. Redmann, author of the Goldie awardwinning novel Water Mark: A Micky Knight Mystery

			 

			“Jessie Chandler makes me laugh. A talented storyteller with a deft hand at pacing, she writes rollicking, raucous adventures that are sure to entertain.”—Julie Hyzy, bestselling author of the Manor House Mysteries and White House Chef Mystery series

			 

			“Hide and Snake Murder is a unique story of zany friendship, tentative romance, and the deadly face of today’s underworld.”—Elizabeth Sims, author of the Rita Farmer mysteries and the Lillian Byrd crime series
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Chapter One

			Nobody ever told me that a Renaissance faire would be a strange and surprisingly bawdy event. My girlfriend, JT, finally decided it was high time to introduce me to Elizabethan culture, twenty-first century style. So on a glorious day in early October, she dragged me through a portal consisting of weathered, arched entry doors situated beneath a replica medieval castle gatehouse and keep.

			It looked good from the outside, but inside, unfamiliar sights and sounds pummeled my senses. I heard Old English accents, smelled wood smoke, and saw that more than half the people in the courtyard were dressed like they’d just time-traveled from King Arthur’s court. With roasted turkey legs.

			But the strangest sight was a man squirming around on his back on the hard-packed dirt next to a giant pickle barrel. A ragged vest barely covered his naked chest, and dusty brown pants were tucked into knee-high leather boots.

			He raised an enormous pickle in the air, looked me right in the eye, and shouted, “Come over here, miladies, and check out me huge, tasty tonsil tickler! It’ll fill you right up!”

			He waggled his brows and eyed me as though I were the last woman on earth. With a leer, he thrust his pelvis into the air.

			I backed away in a hurry and turned to JT. “Tonsil tickler? I hope he’s kidding. I had absolutely no idea the Renaissance Festival was so, so…” I frowned as I searched for the right word.

			“Risqué?” JT cocked an eyebrow at me in amusement.

			A man on stilts and dressed like a king’s jester nearly knocked me down as he hurried toward the entrance.

			“Not just risqué. I mean, it’s strangely charming in its own sort of cheesy way.”

			As we listened to the pickle man’s lewd patter, I wondered how long he planned to writhe around on the ground bragging about his huge pickle. Considering the number of briny cukes floating in the gigantic metal-banded wooden barrel, he was going to be in the dirt for a while.

			Yet delighted fest-goers figuratively and literally ate up the pickle dude’s antics, and I decided it was a good thing he had a helper taking dollars and doling out the cukes.

			In all my thirty-two years, I had never had the time or inclination to attend the annual Renaissance Festival held in Shakopee, Minnesota. I was too busy with life in general and with the Rabbit Hole in particular—the coffee café I co-owned with my good friend Kate McKenzie—to take time out for Ren Fest, as the devotees call it. I thought it would be a goofy feudal fantasy world, perfect for Dungeons & Dragons types, but not for me.

			JT gave me a nudge, affection radiating from her warm brown eyes. “Does this shock your proper Midwestern sensibilities?”

			“Nope. But I swear I learn something new about my straight-laced, gun-toting cop girlfriend every day.” My tone was teasing, but it was essentially the truth. Most of the time JT carefully toed the line. I truly had no idea she would be entertained by raunchy pickle peddlers, half-dressed wenches, jousting knights, and honeywine mead. Her enthusiasm was completely out of character, and although it surprised me, I loved it.

			The sight of her happy, relaxed smile warmed my heart. She needed this. As a homicide detective with the Minneapolis Police Department, JT worked far too many hours, stressed too much, and didn’t chill out enough. It was really hard for her to cut loose. The sun glinted off JT’s shoulder-length chestnut locks, which she’d worn loose instead of in her business-as-usual ponytail. She was easy on the eyes, but with her hair framing her high cheekbones and square, determined chin, she was breathtaking. She wore faded blue jeans and a soft, blue-and-black checked flannel shirt with rolled sleeves over a black T-shirt. Yup, definitely sizzling with a capital S. Sometimes I looked at her and couldn’t believe someone like her would still be with someone like me after nearly a year. The length of our relationship was a record on my end. My MO was usually love ’em well and leave ’em fast, but there was something about JT that turned me upside down and inside out. I thanked my lucky stars for that every day.

			At our feet, Dawg, my tank-sized boxer, leaned against my leg. His upper lip, as usual, was hung up on a lower tooth. He sat with his head cocked in curiosity as he watched the pickle man’s shenanigans.

			JT’s recent canine addition, Bogey the bloodhound, energetically snuffled the ground nearby. He was a reddish-black police school dropout, a sweet dog with a nose addiction. After Bogey’s previous owner, a rookie Immigration and Customs Enforcement agent, had been murdered last spring, JT’d volunteered to take him in. We hadn’t realized the mutt’s sniffing problems went beyond simple doggy ADD.

			Bogey’s nasal drug of choice wasn’t cadavers, drugs, or criminals in hiding; it wasn’t missing children or hikers lost in the woods; it wasn’t cheeseburgers or even bacon. What made Bogey happier than anything else were crotches. Anyone’s. Criminal or non-criminal. Man or woman. Child or baby. His only requirement was the more aromatic, the better. The hound was a work in progress, but he was learning to control himself.

			The deep voice of the well-muscled pickle-hawker brought me back. “Come now, travelers. Eat me pickle. You know you want me pickle. It’s juicy and very firm and only costs a dollar.” The man tilted his head back and looked upside down at JT and me. “You know your mouth is watering to taste me big, hard, salty specimen.”

			“You want to taste his ‘big, hard, salty specimen’?” JT asked me. 

			“No thanks. Maybe later. Why don’t you go ahead and enjoy all that goodness?” I cut her a smirking, sideways glance as I shifted my backpack into a more comfortable position. After living with JT for the better part of four months, I knew she was not in the least tempted by anything soaked in vinegar.

			“Ignore that rascal wallowing in the dirt like a beast! Come peruse the King’s Nuts!” I turned to see a nearby woman bellowing under the shade of a large tattered umbrella that sported uneven yellow stitching reading King’s Nuts. “They are shapely and crunchy. Much tastier than yon smelly gherkin.” The umbrella was attached to a faded-to-gray wooden cart loaded with nut rolls of various kinds.

			More bystanders stopped their window shopping and gathered around to observe the slinging of food and genitalia-inspired insults.

			The purveyor of the King’s Nuts wore layered skirts and a teal bodice that barely covered her chest. The constricting corset shoved her goods up so far she was close to having a wardrobe malfunction. I was afraid her boobs would explode out right into some potentially delighted but unsuspecting patron’s face.

			I tugged JT from the fray and we continued our ambling stroll through the sixteenth century. The sights and sounds were overwhelming already, and we’d hardly gotten past the front gate. It was odd seeing men and women playing dress-up and talking in the Shakespearean English. I wanted to find it juvenile, but deep down, I had to admit this whole medieval thing had an addictively ludicrous, over-the-top appeal.

			Even the shop buildings that lined the rolling edges of the tree-filled grounds appeared authentic to the period. Huts with tall, gabled roofs stood proudly beside stumpy thatch cottages. The cement-like dirt ended where stones and rough wood planks had been laid as flooring within the shops. The sheer number of merchants and their varied goods sent my brain reeling. Even the store names were suggestive, like Cock ’n Dragon, which sold totally awesome rooster and fire-breathing reptilian artwork.

			JT elbowed me as we wandered slowly along. “Come here,” she said. She dragged me and the dogs up to a shop called Wax Werks by Rose the Candlemaker.

			A crowd was gathered by the front entrance. 

			“Check it out, Shay,” JT said.

			I pulled my eyes from the doodads for purchase and moved over to where JT had entrenched herself in the throng. I craned my head to catch a peep of what everyone was looking at.

			The shopkeeper, dressed in appropriate period regalia, slowly and methodically dipped a rose in wax, in water, and then in more wax of various colors. All the while, she chatted with her audience, answering questions and explaining how the whole process worked.

			“Want one?” JT asked.

			Before I could answer, the rose dipper glanced at us with a friendly smile. She looked from JT to me. “Oh, I think that is a grand idea, me dears. What is milady’s favorite color?” She looked at JT, waiting for an answer.

			It appeared as if I was about to have a hand-dipped rose whether I wanted one or not. “Purple,” I answered before JT had a chance to run my colorful likes and dislikes through her brain.

			The woman gave us a satisfied grin and went to town.

			As was JT’s style—and as was reinforced by her profession—she tossed casual questions at our flower creator as she worked. Before I knew it, JT had coughed up either “Master” Card or “Lady” Visa to pay for my stiff new flower. After an exchange of thanks, JT tucked the rose in the pack on my back. If you can’t beat ’em, it was sometimes best to simply go along for the ride.

			We followed the uneven, hilly pathway that wound through the Fest site. The sound of roaring cheers and laughter made it hard for me to hear JT attempting to explain the finer points of Renaissance fanaticism.

			Finally I gave up and said, “What the hell is going on over there?” 

			“I don’t know. Let’s find out.” JT led me toward the source of the chaos.

			We rounded a two-story shoppe made of wooden shakes and smooth, worm-eaten logs and came upon a line of wagons ringing a baseball diamond–sized space. Between two of the wagons, a handpainted sign tacked crookedly on a post proclaimed this area the Gypsy Robin Hood Stage. Beyond the caravans, a throng of people cheered at three energetic guys performing on an elevated platform.

			My stomach rumbled loud enough to be heard over the crowd. “I guess I’m hungrier than I thought,” I yelled in JT’s ear.

			She rolled her eyes at me, then surveyed the area for edible options. “Well,” she hollered back, “there’s a spinach pie place over there.” She pointed to a shop in the distance.

			I curled my lip.

			She scowled at my expression. “Okay, then. I think you can get bangers and mash.” I looked over at a shop where two bored vendors stood behind a counter with their chins propped on their fists. What did it mean when a crowd this size seemed to be avoiding the place?

			A subliminal message was working itself out on my psyche. Maybe there was something to be said about the pickle guy’s approach to slinging his wares. “I think I want a ‘big, hard, salty specimen.’”

			JT’s brow furrowed in the cutest way when she tried to figure something out. It was furrowed now as she attempted to decipher my request, although I had no idea how she could forget something as bizarre as that pickle vendor.

			With a laugh, I said, “A pickle, goofball. I want a pickle.”

			“If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were pregnant.”

			“Not on your life, my love.”

			I grinned as I watched JT wrangle Bogey from a nosedive toward the zipper of the pudgy man standing next to us. He was cheering at the guys onstage and didn’t seem to notice Bogey’s rude manners.

			Dawg woofed at Bogey, his forehead all crinkled up. Sometimes I thought he was actually embarrassed by Bogey’s wayward nose. Dawg barked again and plunked his butt down on my foot, sitting so far back that his hind legs stuck up in the air. Very manly, my Dawg.

			“Bogey!” JT shouted to be heard over the boisterous crowd. Bogey pulled up short, returned to JT’s side, and heaved a frustrated sigh. Then he plopped on his stomach and slapped his chin on the ground with a disgruntled groan that I heard over the raucous crowd. 

			I looked at the pathetic expression on Bogey’s face. “Maybe you could find me a nice big juicy pickle while I ply these two ravenous beasties with a treat.”

			JT laughed. “Okay. Stay and listen to the show. I think those nut jobs on stage are the Tortuga Twins. Coop would love them if he wasn’t in Duluth with the Green Beans.” Nicholas Cooper, better known simply as Coop, was my best pal. He loved this kind of stuff, including role-playing games and other such nonsense. He belonged to an environmental group called the Green Beans for Peace and Preservation that coordinated protests and gatherings to help promote awareness of environmental and social issues. Keeping Asian carp out of Lake Superior was their latest statement-making foray.

			JT handed me Bogey’s leash.

			“Hurry up, fair wench. I’m not in the mood to wait for me vittles.” 

			“I think vittles is more a cowboy-era term. How about victuals?” 

			“Whatever.” I attempted a friendly cuff, but she ducked out of the way and danced backward a couple of steps. Then she blew me a jaunty kiss, pivoted, and disappeared into the crowd.

			“Guess it’s just you and me, boys.” I tossed my beasties some Snausages, then turned my attention to the stage. Three men, all dressed in yellow shirts, black vests, and thigh-high leather boots stomped around a plank platform. I tuned in to their chatter and caught random rants about naughty Scottish girls, fuzzy Biebers, joystick humor, and grand-theft otter. When they started in on pickle hawkers, I realized JT hadn’t yet returned with my hard, salty specimen. How long had it been? Ten minutes? Twenty? Where was my prompt cop?

			I shifted from foot to foot. Those two bottles of water I’d guzzled on the way here had filtered through my system and were now looking for a way out. From the increasing screams of the crowd, I figured the show was about to wrap up. I searched the faces of the passersby, looking with increasing desperation for my babe.

			Over the next five minutes, my need morphed from gotta go to must go. Now. I texted JT to ask where she was, then tried to concentrate on the show. My bladder grew more and more impatient as the seconds ticked by without a response. The excited throng ratcheted up yet again. I could hardly hear myself think.

			Finally, I made an executive decision to bolt before it was too late. 

			“Come on, boys,” I said as I turned in a circle looking for the Porta Potties I thought I’d seen not far away. They’d been dubiously renamed “privies” in an effort to give them a little more authenticity. I was pretty sure the only thing authentic to the period would be the smell.

			Dawg bounced to attention beside me while Bogey lumbered to his feet, looking dazed. The howling behind us maxed out in volume. I was more than happy to skedaddle before the audience charged to the biffs themselves after standing immobile for the last forty-odd minutes. We passed beneath a white banner with a red hem tied to two tall posts that proclaimed the privies were dead ahead.

			The outhouses were situated in an oblong circle surrounded by an eight-foot plank fence. Once inside, I scoped out somewhere to stow the mutts and was relieved to catch sight of a large handicapped biff. We would probably all fit.

			I checked to see if there were any physically challenged people headed toward the smelly brown plastic house. Fest-goers popped in and out of the regular outhouses, but no one seemed to be in imminent need of the double extra-wide one. With one final glance about, we charged up to the door of the john and I yanked it open.

			For one stunned second, I stood frozen, mouth agape, much like one of the mimes I’d seen working the crowd earlier.

			Bogey bolted forward. He buried his face in the crotch of a man perched on the pot. Before I had a chance to back out and apologize, the man swayed and then started to tip forward. Bogey yelped and scrambled backward. One hundred pounds of freaked out dog tackled me ass-first, and I crashed onto my butt on the ground.

			The man continued his slow somersault to the warped plastic floor. Strangely, a large, dark-green pickle protruded from his mouth. The sight mesmerized me until I lost sight of it when the top of his head gently thunked against the bottom of the john. Then the rest of his body flopped sideways onto the filthy surface, facing away from me. I scrambled to my feet and reached to shake his shoulder.

			Oh my god.

			The back half of his skull was missing. It was dripping down the back wall of the Porta Potty.

			




Chapter Two

			I keyed 911 into my phone with shaking hands and gave the dispatcher the particulars. Someone flagged down a Fest security guard as curious gawkers gathered.

			I knelt a short distance from Half-Headless Dead Guy and scrubbed Bogey’s face vigorously with wet wipes, all the while wondering where the hell JT was. She’d been gone forever, and that was entirely unlike her. Really, how the hell could this be happening? I’d seen more dead bodies in the past year than I wanted to, and they weren’t even relatives at funerals. We were at the Renaissance Festival, for Pete’s sake, not in some seedy part of town.

			I finished rubbing every whisker on Bogey’s just-touched-adead-guy face and remained crouched with an arm around each dog’s neck. They watched the proceedings with wide eyes. I thought they somehow sensed this was bad. Very bad.

			In short order, the Renaissance security platoon of maroon-caped men and women in yellow tunics crawled over the place like fire ants on a hill. Everyone but me was hustled out of the area. Two of the Ren Fest’s Swiss Guard security people covered the entrance, and, just like that, this set of privies was closed.

			One of the security people kept me company until the sheriff showed up and they could hand me over to detail the grisly facts of my find. My guard was a square-chinned young man with a neatly trimmed beard and big eyes. A stoic expression was frozen on his face, but he’d turned a little green around the gills when he first caught sight of the body. He held on for dear life to a staff topped by a yellow flag bearing a red cross, which apparently signified him as a Renaissance copper. When this was over, someone was going to have to pry his fingers off the wood.

			“Hey,” I asked when I glimpsed his pasty complexion. “You okay?” 

			Without tearing his eyes from the scene in front of the handicapped biff, he nodded stiffly. I hoped he wouldn’t lose his lunch.

			As suddenly as I’d forgotten about it, my bladder reminded me with a vengeance that it still needed attention. “Hey, I hate to ask, but I really have to go to the bathroom.”

			My pal lifted a hand and pointed to a biff five steps away. I handed him the dogs’ leashes, which he absently accepted, and made a beeline. I did my business with immense relief and returned to Green Face’s side.

			Where on earth was JT? Cripes, if I needed anything, it was her calm, reassuring self right about now.

			The guards at the entry were busy waving people off. Maybe that was the problem. I said, “My girlfriend is Minneapolis PD, and she’s looking for me. Can you tell those guards at the entrance to keep an eye out for her?”

			“Nope. Sorry, ma’am. I can’t leave. You’ll have to wait until you speak with the sheriff ’s department.”

			I rolled my eyes. Wasn’t I allowed a phone call or something? Then I remembered my cell. I pulled it out, expecting guard boy to grab it, unless he keeled over first. But his eyes remained locked on the dead dude. I glanced around surreptitiously and quickly hit JT’s speed dial. It rang once and then kicked into voicemail. I ended the call without leaving a message. Good grief. Anger started to spread through my veins, mixing with the sick disbelief that was well entrenched in my gut.

			After another five minutes, a door that I hadn’t noticed creaked open in the fence between two of the Porta Potties. Beyond it a browning, grass-covered field extended as far as I could see. It was currently littered with the flashing red and blue lights of numerous squad cars and one ambulance.

			“Sneaky,” I said to my still-green friend.

			Beads of perspiration rolled down his face. He pulled his gaze from the body and tuned into the action at the fence door. “Yeah, it’s for emergencies.”

			Deputies funneled into the area and swarmed around the handicapped biff. A tall cop with ramrod-straight posture stalked over and spoke to one of the Fest guards, who pointed in our direction. The man turned on his heel and steamed our way.

			He was at least six feet tall, with a shaved head. Lean and wiry, not an ounce of fat bulged where his gray button-down dress shirt was tucked into sharply pressed black pants. A gun and extra magazines were secured on the right side of his fashionable, rotten-banana-colored belt.

			“So,” he said to me as he closed in, “you found the body?”

			I crossed my arms and really, really wished JT were here. “Yeah, I did.”

			He turned to my guard pal. “Beat it, kid.” The sheriff or deputy or whatever he was tossed his chin in the direction of the gate entrance. The guard shot me a half-grateful, half-apologetic look and hustled off.

			The cop’s Neanderthal eyebrows were bushy and blond, overshadowing watery blue eyes. I’d bet anything those two facial caterpillars would grow wild, wiry hairs that stuck out at crazy angles when he got older.

			The man introduced himself as Scott County Sheriff ’s Detective Clint Roberts. He pulled a palm-sized notebook from his breast pocket and rumbled gruffly, “Name?”

			For the next few minutes I listed my vitals while watching for any sign of JT and at the same time struggling to keep Bogey from giving the man a snootful in the nads.

			I was about to explain my foray into the handicapped biff when I noticed a dust-up at the entrance. I glimpsed a familiar chestnut head and realized the commotion was my wayward girlfriend. Thank God and about damn time. I opened my mouth to tell Detective Roberts that the party crasher was with me when JT managed to wiggle past the guards. She spotted me and charged toward us like a terrified bull zeroing in on an irritating picador.

			She skidded to a stop next to me. As soon as she laid eyes on the detective, the panicked expression on her face immediately melted into either distaste or fury, I couldn’t quite tell. Maybe both. I had just a moment to ponder that when she said, or rather, snarled, “Roberts. They have you on this?”

			You could’ve cut the tension with a medieval broadsword.

			The detective squinted at JT. “This is a crime scene, Bordeaux, and I’d advise—”

			“Can it. Why are you questioning my girlfriend?”

			I opened my mouth, but Roberts beat me to it. “It’s Detective to you. She found the victim. Therefore she needs to answer my questions.” He added sarcastically, “Minneapolis has no jurisdiction down here.”

			A muscle in JT’s cheek bulged as she clenched her teeth, but she held her tongue. I’d never seen her act combative with anyone in her own profession.

			Roberts waited a moment then nodded. “That’s a good girl.” He dismissed JT by turning his back to her. JT stiffened, and for a second I was afraid she was going to go after him.

			Instead, she took a breath, then shifted around so she was again facing Roberts. From the way she crammed her hands deep in her pockets and pressed her lips in a straight line, I knew she was working really hard to rein her temper in. I casually slid a hand around her elbow in case she lost the fight.

			“Okay, Ms. O’Hanlon,” the detective said as he refocused his attention on me, “you were at the part where your dog attacked the deceased.”

			I said, “No, he never attacked—”

			“Detective Roberts,” a short, bald man dressed in a windbreaker called out, waving a brown wallet as he hurried toward us, “I have an ID on the victim.”

			JT pulled her hands from her pockets and propped her hands on her hips as she watched the exchange. I looked closely at her for the first time since she’d entered the crime scene. Her hair was in disarray, as if she’d flipped her head upside down and ruffled her fingers through it. Chunks of what appeared to be pickle bits were stuck to her shirt, and there were dark splotches on the material that looked wet. I wondered what happened to my salty specimen and why she might be wearing it. I leaned a little closer to her and sniffed. A sharp vinegary aroma wafted off her.

			“Well, give it to me.” Roberts snatched the wallet out of his tech’s hand. He stared at it and blinked. Then he blinked again. “Well, I’ll be goddamned.”

			His eyes rose from the wallet and met JT’s fiery gaze. Without another moment’s hesitation, he pivoted and stomped through the crowd of people surrounding the outhouse and the dead guy. He knelt
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