
  
    [image: Buried in Boise]
  


  
    
      BURIED IN BOISE

      CAPITAL CITY MURDERS BOOK #5

    

    
      
        TROY LAMBERT

        STUART  GUSTAFSON

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: CCM Books]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Buried in Boise

      

      

      
        
        Book #5 in the “Capital City Murders” series

      

      

      

      
        
        Troy Lambert and Stuart Gustafson

      

      

      

      
        
        Published by

        CCMbooks

        P.O. Box 45091

        Boise, ID 83711 USA

        www.capitalcitymurders.com

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Copyright ©2019 by Unbound Media, LLC and

        Stuart Gustafson Productions, LLC

        SECOND EDITION PUBLISHED AUGUST 2020

        All Rights Reserved.

        This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite eBook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of the authors.

      

      

      

      First Printing October 2019

      
        
        This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the authors’ imaginations or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental

      

      

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            JOIN THE CAPITAL CITY CRIME SOLVERS, AND GET FREE PRIZES!

          

        

      

    

    
      Nick is now on the assignment of his life.

      Fast forward from Fast Break, and you’ll find Nick O’Flannigan traveling the country from state capital to state capital, photographing capitol buildings and finding murder in each city.

      
        
        “At a time when we can’t travel, Nick’s story is a great escape.” B. Worley, Amazon Reader

      

      

      If you loved this book, I would love it if you would leave a review. It’s one of the things we as authors love most.

      If you want to keep up with Nick and his adventures, subscribe to our newsletter here. We’ll only send you bargain books and let you know when new stories are coming.  You’ll never miss a release.

      We also have audiobooks! Lots of them. Check those out here, and enjoy. Our narrator, Joseph Stevenson and the team at Larson Sound Studios do a great job on them.

      If you want to join our exclusive review team, follow this link. (There is a test, but it’s an easy one, I promise!)

      In the meantime, be well. Nick and I will see you as we travel the country together!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE — BLACKMAIL

          

        

      

    

    
      Jennifer Langsford pasted a smile on her face as she walked into the bank. She felt horrible, and there was only one way to end this.

      Only one way to end the lies she’d had to tell her husband. Only one way to rid herself of the cloud hanging over her life.

      Malcolm Thornton deserved better than she had given him, and she would make this right.

      The bank manager saw her come in, smiled, and waved.

      He had good reason so. Jennifer Langsford was rich in her own right, even without the business her husband had built. Her investments, inheritance, trust fund, and all the accounts for the charity she’d started were held at this bank.

      Every account had started at this branch. Her father had banked here before her, and if legend had it correct, so had her grandfather.

      “What can I do for you today?” he asked cheerfully.

      “I just need to make a simple withdrawal.”

      “No problem at all. Right this way.” He led her to his desk, one behind a fogged glass patrician designed to give him and the clients he worked with privacy, but to also enable him to keep an eye on the tellers and any activity inside the bank.

      “How much would you like?”

      “Five thousand,” she told him. “From this account.”

      “O-okay.” She could see him stammer, see that he wanted to ask questions.

      But you didn’t question a Langford, not inside these walls.

      “How would you like that?”

      “In cash.”

      “Cash, ma’am? Are you sure everything is okay?”

      “Yes, yes,” she assured him. “I need to make a purchase for Malcom’s business, and it has to be in cash, that’s all.”

      “I see. No problem. How would you like that? Are large bills okay?”

      “Large bills, and a letter sized manila envelope if you have one.”

      “But of course.”

      The branch manager disappeared and returned a few moments later with the envelope. “Will there be anything else?” he asked.

      “No, thank you,” she said.

      “Are you sure everything is okay?”

      “It’s fine,” she said. “I’ll see you again soon.”

      And she would. As soon as she took care of this ugly business tomorrow, she’d be back to normal. Everything would.

      Envelope under her arm, Jennifer headed for home. She walked in, turned and put her purse and the envelope in her office. Malcom rarely went in there, and it would only be there for one night.

      She heard him, out on the patio. Her—their favorite spot to sit.

      In the kitchen, she poured herself some wine, and then took the bottle with her, along with an extra glass. Malcom might be drinking whiskey, but if not, she didn’t want to have to come back inside.

      Not yet.

      The Boise breeze, as they called it, washed over her. Their home was modest, in a good neighborhood. Sure, they could have lived up in the foothills, but Malcom demanded they not depend on her trust to live.

      That money was for the Hispanic Asylum Center she’d started, for the kids after they were gone..

      She’d grown up in Boston, attended college there, so she’d never seen this much sky, this much yard, and this much space before coming to this beautiful state. Her husband, quite handy himself, had built her a series of garden boxes in their back yard. They were different heights, tiered, and looked like a city skyline. That was enough to remind her of home.

      He’d even had a local landscape company fill them with flowers, all of her favorite types. She tended them and would arrange for replacements if any of them struggled to make it.

      She paid for any of those things, and her Garden Club activities from her trust fund, not from their joint accounts.

      Those flower boxes, those blooms she loved so well—that’s where at least some of the trouble started.

      “Hi, honey,” she said as he sat down in one of several comfortable chairs.

      “Hey there!” he brightened when he saw her. He always did. “Where have you been?”

      “Running errands, nothing big.”

      Malcom leaned over and kissed her. He didn’t have his own glass yet, so she poured him some wine.

      “How was your day?”

      “Busy,” he answered. “As usual.

      “That’s always good,” she said.

      “It is. I can’t wait until we can retire and just spend all of our time together.”

      “Me, too.”

      “I did call Phil. Asked him to do some work on the boxes tomorrow. Just because I won’t have time this weekend.”

      “Phil, the landscape guy?”

      “Yes,” he said. “Is that okay?”

      “I-I suppose,” she stammered. “Once he does his part, I’ll do some more work this weekend.”

      “Sounds great,” he said. “I’ll help where I can.”

      “What’s for dinner?”

      “You mean you aren’t cooking?” he said with a twinkle in his eye.

      “Ha!” she said. “I do believe it’s your turn. And don’t try to get out of it by just ordering—"

      But the doorbell rang and betrayed him. Dinner had arrived. They both rushed to answer.

      The rest of their evening was spent in normal conversation, a little television, and a little reading after that.

      The next morning, Jennifer got up before her husband. It wasn’t that unusual, as the charity she’d started was in Canyon County, over forty minutes from their home.

      She got on the freeway and headed the opposite direction though. Fifteen minutes after leaving home, she pulled into a parking garage downtown.

      She pulled a piece of paper from her purse. On it were directions to an office, an access code, and the combination to a safe.

      “Put the money in the safe,” the instructions said. “Don’t tell anyone. Lock it again and walk away. Do as your told, and the photos all disappear.”

      Her hands shook as she entered the numbers in the door. She looked around, but the office seemed to be empty. There was no company name on the door or over the desk.

      The office she’d been directed too was toward the rear of the floor. There were no windows.

      She opened the safe with the combination and slid the envelope stuffed with cash inside.

      She swung the safe door shut and clicked the lock. As she did, Jennifer heard a noise behind her.

      “Hello, Jennifer,” a familiar voice said.

      She spun. “What are you doing here?”

      The figure moved quickly towards her in the shadows, she felt a thud, and then the world went dark. Vaguely, she felt another thud, and the world got darker still. She suddenly couldn’t breathe, and the racing of her heart stopped.

      Then everything disappeared.
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            LONG DAY’S DRIVE

          

        

      

    

    
      Nick planned to leave Carson City behind not with a bad taste in his mouth for the wonderful city, but because of the horrific things he’d been involved in.

      Only his fourth week into his year-long freelance assignment, and he’d seen a series of overdoses, a slaying in the halls of an old mental hospital, a serial strangler, and now a decapitation.

      Nick thought about what happened the day before. He’d photographed the headless body and smelled one of the worst things he’d ever smelled in his life before. The story was there, right on the front page, including one of the photographs he’d sent to the local detective. He quickly scanned the article.

      Thank God, no mention of my name, he thought. Now maybe I can put this behind me. No more mysteries for me, at least not like that one.

      After eating another predictable and less-than-exciting hotel breakfast, Nick went upstairs and did a second check of his room before he checked out.

      “Enjoy your stay, Mr. O’Flannigan?” the clerk asked.

      “There were great parts, and then there are parts I’d just as soon forget.”

      The clerk typed quickly and then handed Nick his copy of the bill. “Thanks,” Nick said.

      “Thank you for your business. Heading home today?”

      “I wish,” Nick sighed. “On my way to Boise.”

      “Hope you have good air conditioning. That can be a hot ride.”

      “I saw that. Well, I’d better get going. The staff here was great. Thanks again,” Nick said as he extended a long right arm across the counter to shake the clerk’s hand.

      “Take care,” the clerk said.

      Nick climbed into the front seat of his car and looked at the fuel level.

      Plenty to make it to Reno, he thought, but then I’d have to get off the freeway. He headed north on Carson Street, stopped at a gas station, filled up, washed the rain spots off all the windows, bought an energy drink, and hit the restroom one more time.

      He’d entered his Boise hotel into the mapping app on his cell phone and plugged it into the car’s USB port. “453 miles to your destination,” the display showed. That was a long drive to take a in single day.

      Heading north toward Reno, Nick turned on the radio, but heard nothing on FM that appealed to him. He switched to AM and scanned until he found a talk show that sounded interesting. Normally he would listen to an audio book, but he didn’t have any downloaded on his phone currently, and cell service for streaming was hit and miss.
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