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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!
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      Steve needed the money, so he took the second job at the Oregon State Hospital doing security. During the day, he drove an armored truck, a pretty boring job most of the time, although he had fended off a couple of robbery attempts. On that job he was armed with his weapon of choice, a Ruger P97 .45 with ten rounds of “nope, I don’t think so” loaded in the magazine.

      At the Oregon State Hospital, he carried a baton and a radio, and although he was good with both, it wasn’t much reassurance when patrolling the old tunnels under the building. People said areas of the place were still haunted even after the extensive renovations that removed the creepiest parts of the facility, including the old morgue and a room known as the “Library of Dust” which had contained thousands of copper canisters filled with the unclaimed cremated remains of former residents. There was also the story of those once buried in the cemetery. Many of the bodies had been moved, but others had never been recovered.

      Not normally a superstitious guy, Steve believed those souls were probably still roaming these halls, waiting to be freed from this world to move on to the next. He had seen and heard things. Light and shadows. Footsteps. He even felt a chill from time to time when he patrolled those tunnels, and his rounds tonight were no exception.

      Off limits to the public and current residents, the tunnels, now cleaned up, looked like simple hallways with no windows. Water dripped in various places every so often, but otherwise an empty silence indicated the complete lack of humanity down here. Earlier, the power had unexpectedly gone out in a particularly chilly section, so his flashlight was the only illumination, and he moved it constantly. His patrols down here were the part of the job he hated the most. He felt eyes crawl over him constantly as he walked, the ghosts of patients past staring at him from just beyond the darkness.

      As he rounded a corner, Steve tensed. A former Marine, he could sense something off. Someone was there.

      He considered himself to be in good shape, and even at a compact 5’9”, there was little that scared him. He flashed his light ahead of himself in the tunnel, and there one of the residents stood, staring at what should be a closed wall.

      “What’s going on, Bill?” he asked. “You okay?”

      Bill pointed at himself, and nodded, but didn’t speak. He dropped his hands to his sides and looked at his paper slippers. Clad only in the blue scrubs all the current residents wore, he looked cold.

      “You’re not supposed to be down here,” Steve told him. “What is going on?”

      Bill looked up, and there were tears in his eyes. A second later, sobs destroyed his face.

      “What is it?” Steve approached slowly jerking back as Bill’s arm shot up from his side. His finger pointed to where the wall should be.

      Steve felt a cold draft that should not be there. Not sure what to be ready for, he raised his baton with his left hand. As he approached Bill at an angle, he could see that what must have been in the wall was a hidden door. Now open, it was only a rectangle of darkness. “Back up slowly, Bill. You gotta let me by.”

      The resident did as he was told, his arm still straight out, pointing.

      Steve took three deep breaths, trying to slow his racing heart, wishing for a weapon better than a stick. He ducked low, making himself a small target, and poked his head around the edge of the door for a quick glance. As he did, he felt cold breath on the back of his neck.

      A body, motionless, lay on an old metal table. Blood dripped from the fingers of its right hand. At first glance, he had not seen anything but the body. He flashed his light around, trying to see if someone remained in the room.

      There was no one. The cement walls and the metal table on wheels, the only things in the newly revealed room, offered no place to hide.

      The body dressed in the medical whites worn by staff remained motionless. The light did nothing to disturb its wearer.

      Slowly, Steve rose from his crouch and made his way toward the table, shining the light at his feet, careful not to step in any blood or something else that might be evidence.

      He directed the light on the face of what he now knew to be a corpse.

      “Doctor Hawkins,” he breathed. “Damn.”

      Something touched his back, a gentle skittering down his spine. He spun, baton raised to strike.

      “Bill!” The resident was right behind him and screamed into his face.

      “Doctor dead! Doctor dead!”

      Then Bill ran. Not knowing what else to do Steve followed, wanting to contain Bill, to protect him. At the same time, he dropped the baton back into its holster on his belt and grabbed for the radio.

      He keyed the mic as he ran.

      “Situation 7, unauthorized resident in the tunnel. Foot pursuit in progress.”

      “Roger that, responding,” he heard the voice of his bored companion. He knew staff would be grabbing restraints and a jacket.

      Poor Bill.

      Keying the radio again, he said, “Need police.” He just managed to keep Bill in sight. Damn, he was fast. “We have a situation down here.”

      Ahead, four large staff members dressed in white came around the corner flanked by one of his fellow security guards. He slowed as he saw Bill go down, but the resident kept shouting over and over.

      “Doctor dead! Doctor dead!”

      “You okay, Steve?” his coworker asked.

      “Yeah,” he said, catching his breath. “But we have a situation.”

      “What kind of situation? What happened back there? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

      “Not a ghost, not this time.”

      “What then?”

      “Doctor Hawkins. He’s dead. His body is in a room off one of the tunnels. One that should not be there.”

      “Hawkins? Are you sure?”

      Steve nodded. He heard sirens in the distance. Bill had fallen silent, and hung, restrained, between two burly staff members. They were headed to a pair of steel doors, ones that led to the ward where Bill was assigned. Steve wondered how he had gotten out and managed to make his way to the tunnels.

      “Did he do it?” the other security guard asked.

      “I don’t think so,” Steve said.

      “Then who did?”

      “I have no idea.”

      First the police showed up and took his statement, closing off the corridors with yellow crime scene tape. Pretty quickly, they were followed by the press.
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