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            Nick O’Flannigan and the Capital City Murders Series

          

        

      

    

    
      Wherever Nick goes, murder seems to follow.

      Nick O’Flannigan, a six foot six ex-basketball star,  is on a year long assignment to photograph every single state capital. He has a week to spend in each, photographing every capitol building and the surrounding area.

      But it seems like wherever Nick goes, he finds a murder, and the mystery draws him in. He has to balance his assignment, the mystery, and a budding long-distance romance with a woman he met on his travels.

      Will the next city be his last? Will the trouble he keeps getting into cost him his job?

      You can catch up on the entire series here, on Amazon.

      How did Nick get where he is today?

      How did an ex-basketball star end up being a freelance photographer?

      Nick is preparing for the game of his life.

      But a sense of dread comes over him every time he thinks about it. His girlfriend even seems to have doubts.

      With his parents, scouts and a huge crowd watching, Nick’s life will change forever.

      Find out where it all started in the Nick O’Flannigan story, Fast Break. Enjoy!
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      Nick O'Flannigan stretched his legs out as far as they could go. His large feet bumped the desk in front of him.

      "Watch it, O'Flannigan," the student in front of him hissed.

      "Sorry," Nick mumbled.

      This course in forensic accounting required a lot of his attention, but they certainly didn't make the desks in this classroom for a six-and-a-half-foot basketball player.

      A senior at Boston College, Nick wanted an NBA career but had no illusions it would last forever. Thus his major in accounting. He could've joined the NBA early, but he wanted his degree, not only as a backup plan but something to do after he left the league.

      His eye for detail helped him spot discrepancies in accounts, and his meticulous nature made him excel at solving problems and developing processes. That same skill fueled his only other hobby, photography, specifically macro photography. The more detailed the shot, the more Nick strived for the perfect angle.

      He had an artistic side, but he leaned toward realism rather than abstract ideas. He wrote well and did well in English classes, something he knew would pay off in business later on.

      A tiny ball of paper struck him in the cheek and fell toward his lap. Instinctively, he looked to see where it had come from. Smiling at him from a couple of rows over was Susie, one of the cheerleaders and a fellow senior.

      Secondary education, not accounting, was her chosen major, but she had picked up this class in part out of interest in the subject, and partly because of Nick's presence.

      She waved her fingers at him, then pointed to the paper in his hand.

      He unfolded it and read the words there.

      "See you tonight at 7." A drawn heart replaced the period.

      Nick smiled up at her and nodded.

      "Mr. O'Flannigan?" the professor asked from the front of the room. "Care to join us?"

      Nick looked at him. "Certainly. Sorry about that." He sat up straighter and as he did, his knee smacked against the bottom of the desk.

      "Ouch!" he grumbled. A titter of laughter came from the students around the room.

      "Now that you're back, can you explain what's happening in this scenario?"

      "Absolutely." Nick studied the problem on the board, one similar to an accounts receivable error in a test question recently. He'd gotten an "A" on that one and every other test in the class.

      From his seat, he explained confidently what he saw.

      "Good eye," the teacher replied. "Now, who can follow up with the approach we would take to resolve this issue and correct the profit and loss statement?"

      Nick grinned and glanced over at Susie, but she was now paying rapt attention to the class and taking notes. These things did not come as easily to her as they did to him, and they'd initially met through a statistics study group a couple of years before.

      Tonight would be an epic dinner date he hoped would impress her.
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      Right after the accounting class ended, Nick shoved his books in his backpack and headed to the gym locker room. Before his date tonight he had basketball practice, a special prep for the big game tomorrow. An agent had contacted him and told him scouts would be present, so he should bring his best game.

      Nick always did, but tomorrow he needed to give 110%.

      He changed and hit the court a bit before everyone else. A few other players tossed the ball around and shot easy baskets, but Nick grabbed a ball rack and went straight to the free-throw line. In his junior year, more than one scout mentioned his free throw percentage, so he'd practiced nearly every day over the summer and this entire season so far.

      Every practice he started his warmups with foul shots, not stopping until he made at least ten in a row, and even when he reached the required number, he kept going until he missed. His record was thirty-three, and his free throw percentage had risen an impressive ten percent this year.

      He missed the first shot. Not enough arc, his toss was much too flat, a common problem for guys his height and taller.

      The second clanged off the back of the rim, bouncing away.

      Relax, Nick, he told himself. His next attempt he took three breaths in and out, steadied his aim, and shot. Perfect swish. One.

      Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. Seven, miss. So he started over. One. Two.

      By the time he got to seventeen, the coach tapped him on the shoulder. "Great job, Nick, but today is a light scrimmage day."

      Of course it was. The team followed the same routine every time before game day. He pushed the ball rack off the court and jogged up and down while the junior varsity came out on the floor.

      "Start at center," his coach told him.

      Nick cleared his mind. The only thing that mattered right now was the ball, the hoop, and his teammates. Life existed inside this court, and nowhere else.

      He won the tip, hitting the ball to the team's point guard Tony, arguably the quickest guy on the team, and took off down the court. His teammate dribbled up, fast, and the JV fell back, leaving Nick open on the left side of the court, a fatal mistake since he was left-handed.

      He put his hand high, and Tony nodded. As Nick moved toward the basket, Tony tossed the ball high and slow. Nick caught it one-handed, spun 180 degrees, and stuffed it home.

      "Nice!" the coach shouted, clapping.

      Nick ran back on defense, angling for the center of the zone, and picking up his man, the junior varsity center. Nick had to admit if he didn't hold the starting position, this kid would already be on the varsity, and once Nick graduated, he would be the heir apparent.

      Not as tall as Nick, he was quicker on his feet. He came in fast, and turned around, posting up. Nick backed up, giving his opponent just a little space.

      What the young center had yet to learn was the mental part of the game. A guard passed him the ball, and rather than passing it back out when Nick pressed him, he dribbled once and spun, trying a quick head fake.

      Nick didn't fall for it but followed his opponent as he tried to fade away. He went up for the jumper, and Nick blocked the shot, knocking the ball out to one of his teammates, who led a fast break down the court. They scored again.

      He felt limber. Refreshed even.

      Whatever the game tomorrow would bring, Nick was ready.
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      Nick stayed in the shower a bit longer than he needed to, but he wanted to be fresh for his date with Susie.

      He liked her, and she him. He had no idea if their paths after college would continue to merge, or if they would go their separate ways, but for now, he was comfortable not knowing. The NBA was his dream, but it might not be hers, and although they talked about the future recently, they were still both playing it by ear.

      She seemed equally happy to see where things might go. He thought of her smiling face as he shut off the water, dried himself, and got dressed.

      He grabbed his bag and his camera from the locker room. He had an older Olympus with several lenses, and he liked almost everything about it. As any photographer he'd ever met, he wanted something new, better, but this camera had served him well through his minor and the photography classes that came with it. Many of the other students had much older equipment, so he couldn't complain.

      His plan tonight was to take Susie to a small French restaurant downtown, one of her favorites, and then take her for a walk along the Freedom Trail. He planned to take several photos of her as they walked. Although portraits were not his specialty, he still got more than passable results, and she loved it when he photographed her.

      An hour later, he pulled up in front of the apartment complex where she lived with a few friends. Nick had his own studio and again felt fortunate that his parents helped him with housing while he pursued his degree.

      She bounded out dressed in a formal dress, but not one that was too long, even though it was chilly outside. She wore some kind of tights with it though, both because they were cute, and he imagined to keep her warm too.

      He got out and went around to open the door for her. Susie was nearly a foot shorter than he was, and she stretched up on her tiptoes to give him a kiss. Her long blonde hair was tied up off her shoulders, and her emerald eyes sparkled. "I would have come up to get you."

      "Nonsense," she said. "I couldn't wait. I'm starving."

      "Well, our reservation awaits." Nick shut her door, raced around the front of the car, and slid into the driver's seat.

      He looked over to see her holding his camera bag.

      "Do you plan to photograph me this evening, Mr. O'Flannigan?"

      "I do."

      She clapped her hands. "Oh, good! I love that. Where are we going by the way?"

      "French," he told her. "Followed by the Freedom Trail."

      "Really?" She leaned over and kissed him again, this time for longer and with more meaning.

      Behind them, a horn honked.

      "Alright, alright." Nick waved at the person through his back window, although they probably couldn't see through the fogged glass.

      Susie put her hand
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