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            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 — SILENCED

          

          WEDNESDAY

        

      

    

    
      Kerry Lewis pulled his red 1965 Mustang through the garage door that opened as he turned into the driveway. His headlights illuminated an attractive woman in her early thirties guiding him in. She was not dressed in dental scrubs like when he saw her in a more professional capacity. Instead, she wore a red cocktail dress with a low v-cut neckline that showed off her cleavage and material that hugged her curves in a way he found very attractive.

      This was the first time they’d met outside of the dental office where she normally worked even though they’d flirted several times during his visits there. He shut off the car and got out, absently grabbing the bottle of wine he’d brought with him.

      “Hi,” she said as she smiled at him.

      “Hi,” he responded. “Your dress matches my car.”

      “Two hot, fast machines,” she said and propped her left hand on her hip.

      “Vroom,” Kerry replied, feeling silly as he did. “Thanks for the invite,” he said as he moved closer to her. A hint of expensive perfume tickled his nose.

      “My pleasure. Mm, a Pinot Noir.” she said as she looked at the wine bottle he’d forgotten he had in his hand. “I love a good pinot,” she said as she leaned forward and kissed him.

      “I seem to remember you mentioning that once,” he replied.

      The woman turned around and went inside, holding the door open for him. Kerry absently removed his jacket and hung it on a hook next to the door and followed her inside.

      He set the wine bottle on the kitchen counter. There were no signs that she’d been preparing dinner, his alleged reason for being here. “Was I supposed to get something on the way?”

      “Oh, no,” she replied. “We’ll order delivery in a little while. It won’t take long. They’re usually a little slower on Wednesday evening. How about if we have some wine first?”

      “Sure.”

      She opened a drawer and handed him a corkscrew. Two wine glasses sat ready on the counter.

      “Thanks,” he said as he sliced off the bottle’s foil and popped the cork.

      “I love that sound,” she said.

      “Me, too,” he said as he poured the dark liquid into each glass, splashing a few drops onto the tile counter. “Sorry.”

      “Oh, that’s okay,” she said, handing him a sponge. Once he wiped up his spill, she lifted her glass. “Cheers.”

      “Ch-cheers,” he stuttered as he picked up his and touched it to hers. His hands shook slightly. She was beautiful, and while he knew the reason she’d probably invited him, he wondered when and how things would happen.

      “Come on,” she said. “It’s more comfortable in here.” She held out her left hand for his wine glass and led him to the living room.

      He handed it to her and sat down on the couch she indicated.

      She took a slow sip of her wine. “Very good.”

      “I’ve had it before,” Kerry said as he took more of a gulp than a sip from his own glass, nearly choking before he suppressed a small belch.

      They made small talk as they drank. She asked about his Mustang and where he’d gotten it, and he asked about her desire to become a dentist and her current office.

      Before he knew it, their glasses were empty. “I’ll go get us a refill,” she said. “You just stay here and make yourself comfortable.”

      He watched her hips sway as she walked into the kitchen.

      “Okay.” His palms were sweaty, and he felt his breath coming in shallow gasps. His heartbeat thudded in his ears. Just breathe, he told himself. Everything will be fine.

      When she returned with the glasses, she set them down and moved to sit down next to him, but much closer than she had been before. She ran her fingers down his arm, and he felt the sharpness of her nails against his skin. “I’ve got an idea,” she said. “It’s still a little early for dinner.”

      “Oh?” he said, turning toward her.

      “Yes,” she said, slipping her arm around his neck. “I know something we can do to pass the time.”

      “Oh.”

      She moved closer to him, her lips nearly touching his. “Is that okay with you?”

      “S-sure.” Kerry stuttered again. He’d really expected to eat first, maybe even getting to know each other a little better.

      “Come with me then,” she said. She stood and held out her hand.

      He took it, her skin soft in his, and she led him to a doorway that led down a flight of stairs. She turned on a light which revealed a dental chair, this one was outfitted with straps on the arms and footrests.

      Various instruments sat nearby on one of those mobile stainless-steel tables he’d seen in her office and at other clinics as well.

      “Is this your home office?” he asked.

      She turned to him and smiled. “Of sorts. Do you like to play games?”

      “Uh, kinda.”

      “Then get undressed and have a seat. I’ll be with you shortly.”

      Kerry looked around nervously, seeing an area curtained off to the side, a cabinet filled with supplies, some of which looked like drugs, and a shelf attached to the wall next to it. A few clear jars sat on it, next to a few standard dental items, mostly molds of teeth he’d seen used to explain procedures to patients and a few vintage instruments.

      “What are those?” he asked.

      “Souvenirs,” she said. “From some of the things we had to do in dental school.”

      “Oh,” he said.

      “Now, get undressed please,” she said.

      Kinky, he thought. But maybe fun.

      He watched as she went through the curtain, pulling the red dress over her head as she went. She wasn’t wearing anything under it at all.

      My lucky night, he thought. He quickly undressed, and as he took his phone out of his pocket, he snapped a picture with the camera.

      “The guys are not going to believe this,” he said aloud.

      “What was that?” she said from behind the curtain.

      “Nothing,” he said. “What—?”

      “Call me Doctor,” she reappeared, now dressed in pure white scrubs, but more the costume type than professional ones, the top tight and open in a large “V”, the bottoms tight shorts as opposed to baggy pants. A stethoscope hung around her neck.

      “Sit,” she commanded.

      He obeyed.

      She strapped first one arm and then the other to the chair, and then she knelt, giving him a generous view of her chest, and strapped his feet in place.

      Kerry felt incredibly vulnerable, naked, and trapped.

      He was turned on and frightened at the same time. His heart raced, and he stared up at her.

      “Do I scare you?” she asked.

      “Y-yes,” he stammered.

      “Yes, what?”

      “Yes, doctor,” he said, catching on to the game, his gaze following her as she moved around him. Then he felt her hands on his head, and then felt a leather strap go around his neck, one with a plastic chin cup on it. She tightened and secured it, and he couldn’t move his neck to the right or to the left.

      “What are you doing?” he asked.

      “Shh,” she said, kissing him. She ran her tongue across his teeth, and he tried to stretch up into the kiss, but the strap held him in place.

      A moment later, another strap followed, this one across his forehead. Now he couldn’t move his head up or down. She disappeared from his vision, and he felt something tighten around his upper arm.

      “What’s that?” he asked. She reappeared, syringe in hand, and tapped the needle as she pressed the plunger.

      “A shot to help you with this evening’s performance,” she said.

      “You mean?”

      “You’ll last longer, trust me.”

      A moment later, he felt the needle enter his arm. Almost immediately, he felt aroused.

      That must be an amazing drug she gave me, he thought.

      But then she was gone, no longer over him. He could no longer see her but heard metal clanking against metal and he smelled some kind of chemical.

      “Whash thath?” his words slurred, like she’d numbed his mouth, but she hadn’t. Had she?

      “Shh,” she said. “Silence is golden.”

      “Sileth?”

      “Yes, silence. Now, open wide.”

      Kerry felt metal in his mouth, an instrument pushing his jaw open. He heard it click, and his mouth was locked in place.

      He tried to talk, but all that came out was a grunt.

      “You see? Quiet is good.”

      He felt a pinch, like she actually had given him a shot in the mouth, but he couldn’t feel or tell where.

      “Hold still,” she said, as if he had a choice. Her face appeared in his vision again, but now she was wearing a mask and some kind of protective surgical gown over her shoulders and chest. Safety glasses, the kind with the LED lights on either side, covered her eyes and when she turned right and left the brightness temporarily blinded him.

      I’ve never heard of this intense of a game, he thought.

      Then she disappeared, and he felt some kind of pressure on his tongue. He heard a click and it felt different than before, looser in his mouth. He pressed it forward, feeling like it might fall back in his throat and choke him.

      “This part will be over in a second,” she said.

      He felt pressure in his mouth, and then saw a spurt of blood hit her just below her chin.

      “Ooh!” she said, but he could see by the visible corners of her eyes under the glasses that she was smiling. “One more second.”

      Something felt really odd in his mouth. It felt—empty. Was that my blood?

      The odd taste of iron and copper made him think it must have been. He swallowed without thinking.

      He didn’t feel any pain, but he felt like something was being pulled through the skin of his mouth over and over.

      Stitches, he thought. He remembered when he’d been a kid and broken a glass in the sink while doing the dishes. His mom took him to the hospital for stitches. The feeling of having the gash sewn up in his hand had been identical.

      “We can’t have you bleeding out now, can we?” she said. “No way. I’d hate to kill you.”

      He heard her laugh. Bleed out? Kill me?

      He nearly gagged as more liquid filled his mouth, but then the jaw vice, for he had no idea what else to call it, loosened.

      His mouth sagged, but he found he couldn’t control it or close it. He tried to explore things with his tongue, but it didn’t seem to be working. As he tried to move it around though, he did feel liquid fleeing down his chin. She sat him up and he saw her using forceps to lift something and place it in a jar filled with some kind of liquid.

      A tongue, he thought. My tongue? He tried to speak, but nothing happened. His eyes darted back and forth, and she stopped, staring at him.

      “Yes, that was your tongue,” she said. “Like the others, you’ve been silenced.”

      The others?

      He felt weak and confused.

      “It won’t be long now,” she said, approaching with another syringe. “Rest now.”

      She injected him in the shoulder and peaceful darkness took over.
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