

    
        
          Hidden In Plain Sight

        

        
        
          Book Two of the Jack King Crime Series, Volume 1

        

        
        
          John McAuley

        

        
          Published by John McAuley, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HIDDEN IN PLAIN SIGHT

    

    
      First edition. January 11, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 John McAuley.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232202705

    

    
    
      Written by John McAuley.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Hidden In Plain Sight (Book Two of the Jack King Crime Series, #1)

Code-Name: | The Perfect Society

The New Concord Boys Club

Two Brooklyn Tales

The Adjustment Of Miss Fanny Hall

Cowboy Cops

Hidden | In | Plain | Sight

Disgraced Ex-FBI Director Walter Hanson to Plead Guilty

The New Concord Boys Club

About the Author


All rights reserved. No part of this publication can be reproduced without the publisher’s written consent. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination.

––––––––
[image: ]


Other Books by this Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Code-Name:

The Perfect Society

[image: ]


Book One of the Jack King Crime Series

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The New Concord Boys Club

[image: ]


A Young Boy Realizes His Dream of Being Accepted

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Two Brooklyn Tales

[image: ]


Silence / The Christmas Gift

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Adjustment Of Miss Fanny Hall

[image: ]


A Thirteen-Year-Old Superhero

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Cowboy Cops

[image: ]


A True Crime Story

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Hidden 

In

Plain

Sight


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


Book Two

of  

The Jack King Crime Series

John McAuley

One

Working Late Can Be a Killer

If Richard Hawthorn had left his office when he promised his wife, he would still be alive.

“I’m leaving now, hon. As soon as we hang up.”

Instead, he spent the next half-hour sorting important papers he would need the following day. At 9 p.m. he exited his office and locked the door. Then he stood still, staring toward the darkened adjoining offices. He heard something. It sounded like a soft moaning. He wasn’t sure if it was a moan of pleasure or distress. Or even if it was a man or a woman.

Should I call security? He thought. Well, that could be awkward if a colleague is having a tête-à-tête.

He tip-toed toward where the intermittent sound originated. It was in the opposite direction of the elevators to the main floor and the building’s main entrance.

Further down the hall, he paused in front of each door of the darkened offices, straining for any sound.

There it is, he thought. It’s close. It must be one of the following two offices facing each other.

Now it was apparent to him, it was a moan of distress.

If it stops now, I’ll know I’m too late.

He quickened his pace, stopped, and waited.

The moaning returned, and he knew where it came from. It came from behind the door he stood in front of.

Richard turned the door handle. It was open! He pushed the door fully open. He was facing the office’s desk. The only light in the room was a small desk lamp.  

It appears that someone is sitting behind the desk, but that small lamp doesn’t help much, he thought.

He took three steps into the room. Then he froze.

He immediately recognized the bare-chested man strapped to the chair behind the desk facing him. His shirt was in tatters and pulled open. It was Howard Bains, the company’s treasurer. His bushy red hair gave him away.

The same shade of red spilled from the puncture holes that dotted the man’s chest and stomach area. 

Bains looked at Richard through fear-filled eyes and mumbled incoherently against the tightly pulled gag that covered his lower face.

It was ironic that here was Richard Hawthorne in his prime, who abhorred smoking because of its effect on the human body and actively stayed fit. Then there is Howard Bains, who has been tortured and is close to death. It was ironic because Richard Hawthorne would die first as Bains watched.

The ice pick plunged deeply into the side of his neck. Richard Hawthorne reached out instinctively as he fell forward. His hands gripped the edge of the desk, which allowed him momentarily to keep on his feet. But that wouldn’t be for much longer.

Two

Remembering The Past

Adam Randell parked across from the three-story luxury building on
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