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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

          

          HALLOWEEN HORRORS

        

      

    

    
      “Remember to say ‘Thank you,’” Janice reminded the children as they ran to the door.

      “Trick or Treat,” the costumed children yelled in unison as they climbed the steps and stood on the front porch of the old brick house. Lights were on in the front yard and on the porch itself, along with plenty of interior lights. The front door was open but the screen door let the interior lights flow out onto the porch to help illuminate the trick-or-treaters on the typically cool Cheyenne evening.

      “Well, who do we have here?” the kindly old man said as he approached the screen door, a bowl of wrapped candies in his good left hand. He used the back of his sore right wrist to gently push open the screen.

      “I’m Batman,” the littlest one said as he held out his plastic pumpkin, and the old man obligingly dropped a few candies into it.

      “You look familiar,” the old man said to another youngster.

      “No, I’ve never been here before,” the young boy said. “We just moved in this year.”

      “Didn’t I see you in the movies?” the man asked as he looked out toward the adults and flashed a big smile.

      “I’m Spider-Man,” the youngster replied, holding out a pillow case.

      As the man dropped some candy into Spider-Man’s pillow case, he turned his attention to the young girl. “And who are you, my dear?”

      “I’m Elsa,” she said proudly. “I’m the Snow Queen from Frozen. Do you like my gown?”

      “It looks absolutely lovely on you. Here you go,” he added as he held out the bowl for her to take some candy.

      “Thank you, mister,” the children yelled as they turned around and headed back down the steps and ran toward the waiting adults at the street.

      “Thank you,” Janice and the other adults yelled as they waved to the old man, and pointed their flashlights down the dark street. That routine was mostly the same throughout Cheyenne, Wyoming’s capital city, as children dressed up as their favorite characters and went out trick-or-treating. Most parents were either at home to hand out candy, or were accompanying their children as they didn’t want them out on their own. Though rated as a relatively livable city, Cheyenne’s crime statistics placed it rather low on the charts.

      “Do you mind going with them the rest of the way?” Janice asked her adult friends as they rounded the corner and the children ran ahead to the next house on the left. “There’s some activity at the mall, and I’ve pulled an extra security guard shift. I didn’t really want to do it, but the few extra dollars will come in handy.”

      “Of course,” the others responded.

      “Thanks. I’ll tell Dan that you’re bringing them home. He’ll either be snoring away on the couch or watching sports, maybe both. I’ll see you tomorrow,” Janice added as she headed to the second house on the right.

      Thirty minutes later Janice was in her security guard uniform and entered through the employee entrance at a local mall. To counter the typically slow traffic on Halloween evening, mall management put on some special activities to attract customers, including a Halloween Costume Contest geared toward adults.

      As she wandered along the main walkway, Janice smiled and said “Hello” to the shoppers, many of them in costumes. There were adult versions of the popular children’s characters plus some from Star Wars and other series. Some responded in character while some said “Hello,” and others just nodded or didn’t respond at all. A mime rang a little bell, put it back into the shopping bag, and then the right hand came up and gave a big wide circular wave.

      Many of the stores also held their own events. Judy’s Bridal Shop was holding its “Fifth Anniversary Event,” with its own wine and cheese party along with gown modeling. Janice watched as several people entered the store, including two in costume. One was dressed as Super Man, complete with bulging chest muscles and broad smile mask. The other was dressed as a mime, attired in black pants, a horizontally striped black and white long sleeve shirt, red suspenders, a white mask, black beret, and white gloves. Upon entering the shop, the mime reached into the large logoed shopping bag and pulled out a long flowing red scarf and waved it around in intricate-looking loops.

      Janice watched from the outside of the shop as the mime’s scarf movements caught the attention of several customers who smiled and politely clapped their hands. The mime’s right hand came up, cupped behind its right ear. Those clapping clapped harder and louder.

      “What a gig he’s got,” Janice said to one of the shoppers as she moved to the end of the shop’s window and continued to watch.

      “And next, ladies and gentlemen,” the bridal shop owner announced into a microphone, “we’ll see our three models in their stylish patriotic gowns.” She turned and held out her right hand as the three beautiful models came into view.

      All eyes were on the new arrivals. The first one’s gown was brilliant velvet red; the second one’s was shiny white satin, and the third one’s was deep royal blue. Each one wore matching gloves and a veil.

      Janice’s eyes caught a flashing movement inside the shop. It was the mime’s red scarf. The mime turned to look back, and then slowly stepped forward. Its right hand returned the scarf to the bag, and deftly pulled out an automatic machine pistol and dropped the bag to the floor. The mime placed its left hand on top of the pistol, holding it steady. The mime fired. The first shot hit the model in blue in the hip. The second struck the model in red in the chest, sending her to the floor. Blood spurted from the neck of the model in white as she slumped to the floor, falling to her left on top of the model in red.

      The mime dropped the pistol, grabbed the bag, turned and ran from the shop.

      Janice’s vision of the bloodied models as they fell was blocked by the patrons inside the shop as they started to panic and back toward her, but she heard screams and saw the mime sprinting away and glimpsed it turning down the passageway away from her.

      “Stop!” she yelled as she chased the mime. “Security! Stop!” she hollered again. As she ran, she dodged to avoid a stroller, but tripped on the wheel anyway and sprawled to the floor.

      Ahead, she saw the mime slow to a walk and turn into the hallway for the restrooms.

      She got up and ran that direction, but when she turned the corner, the hall was empty. “Where’d he go?”

      She pulled out her walkie-talkie and pressed the call button. “10-31 at Judy’s Bridal, a shooting. In pursuit of possible suspect in mime costume. Over.”

      “Roger,” came the reply. “Backup on the way.”

      “Get everyone out and keep anyone from coming down this hall,” Janice instructed one man as she headed down the restroom hallway. She turned right and stopped at the door to the Men’s room. She pushed the door open slowly. “Female security coming in,” she announced before entering. She stepped inside and saw no one. She got down on her knees and looked along the floor of the stalls. Nothing.

      “Janice, where are you?” came the voice over her walkie-talkie.

      “Men’s room northwest,” she replied. “It’s empty.”

      “Get out now. Wait for back-up before proceeding further.”

      “Roger,” she said as she looked into the mirror. You’ve got a husband and kids at home, she thought. What are you doing chasing someone with a weapon when all you have is a radio? She let out a deep breath, and exited the restroom. Several women, some in costume, were in the restroom hallway as she emerged. “Get out of here,” she told them. “We have a potentially dangerous suspect at large.”

      A few women screamed and they all headed for the main hallway of the mall. One costumed woman ahead of the others was the first to exit the hallway and re-enter the mall’s main passageway; she was an adult version of the Snow Queen Elsa Janice had seen earlier.

      “Did you see a mime, or anyone running?” she asked one of the women closest to her.

      “Nope,” the woman replied, hurrying away.

      Two security guards ran down the hallway toward Janice. “Anything?” one asked.

      “Nothing,” Janice replied as the other women emptied the hallway.

      “We’ll go inside,” one of the men said as he a retrieved a pistol from its holster. “He could be standing on the toilet or could have broken into the service closet.” The other guard also retrieved his pistol, and the two men entered the men’s room.

      Janice paced the area as she waited. She heard the faint announcement over the PA system. "Ladies and gentlemen, we’ve had a security incident in the mall. Security personnel and police will be escorting you to evacuation areas. Please meet them at the entrance nearest to where you are now.”

      “Nothing,” one of the men said as he came back out of the men’s room. “He was either really fast or he didn’t come in here at all.”

      “Want to check the women’s?” the other guard asked.

      “Sure, why not,” Janice replied as the three of them entered the women’s room after announcing their presence. Paper towels were scattered on the floor by the sinks, but no one was there. The guards exited the women's room and re-entered the mall area where shoppers, some costumed, were meandering about.

      “Lock the restrooms,” one of the guards said. “And tape off the end of the hallway. No one goes in and out of here at all.”

      “This way,” Janice said as she headed toward the bridal shop. “Excuse me,” she said as she approached the shop with its doors now closed.

      A few of the people exiting the mall stopped to peer through the display windows. “Let’s move on, please,” said one of the male guards.

      The crowd dispersed, murmuring as they went, and Judy knocked on the glass door.

      The shopkeeper opened the door and let the guards in.

      “Oh my god,” said one of the guards as he approached the make-shift stage where bloodied sheets covered the three models. He bent over at the waist, brought a hand to his mouth and dry heaved. He slowly straightened back up and tried to speak. No words came out, just a dry guttural sound.
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