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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 Potomac Avenue. Using the key Howard Bains had given him, he entered the building’s foyer. Bypassing the elevator, he walked up the three flights of stairs.

The second key he was given allowed him entry to Bains’ apartment. Ten minutes passed before he exited and locked the door behind him.

Thirty minutes later, Randell arrived at his two-story walk-up apartment. He entered his bedroom, undressed, and took a long, hot shower. Soon, he was settled on his couch with a full tumbler of Jack Daniel’s Honey Whiskey in one hand and his phone in the other. His plan was to call his brother Joseph. 

The two brothers were inseparable until college. Adam went off to Georgetown University in Washington, D. C. to pursue a degree in finance.

Through a schoolmate who had a relative in a managerial position at the prestigious banking organization Barnsley and Barnsley, he was invited to submit his application. Adam was hired two weeks prior to his graduation. He was already settled in a one-bedroom second-floor walk-up in the Georgetown area on his first day at his new job. A 15-minute commute.

Joseph, who had a condo on New York City’s west side, one block off West End Avenue, stayed closer to his roots. He graduated from Fordham University in the nearby Bronx area with a degree in communications. He planned on following his late father in the advertising and marketing field. Since graduating three years prior, Joseph will shortly be starting his fifth job.  

It was a half-full tumbler that Adam sat on the coffee table before he punched on the phone’s keypad.

Three full rings sounded before his brother, Joseph, picked up.

Joseph: “You rascal, I was getting ready to call you. That job of yours must be keeping you busy.”

Adam: “I’m sorry, Joe, it isn’t the job. As a matter of fact, that is the only thing that is going well. Except for the job, everything else is going to shit.”

Joseph: (sounding surprised) “Whoa, this doesn’t sound like the brother I know. My brother was always the cool one who had everything under control. Do you need someone to talk to? I’m here for you.”

Adam: “Thanks, Joe, I could always count on you.”

Joseph: “Whatever you need and if I have it, it’s yours.”

Adam: “I got myself into something bad and what I really need is for my level-headed brother to help me sort through it. I’m at the point I don’t know which way to turn.”

Joseph: “Do you want to talk about it now?”

Adam: “I would prefer a face-to-face. What’s your schedule?”

Joseph: “I’m free the rest of this week and all the next. Also, I’m single. Vicky is out of town for a seminar.”

Adam: “I apologize, Joe, for not asking. How is your fiancée?”

Joseph: “She’s good, Adam, she’s good. You want me to come to Washington, or maybe you’re in a New York State of mine?”

Adam: “Actually I am. You still have the cabin by the lake?”

Joseph: “You bet I do. That place holds too many childhood memories to let go of. It looks the same as when we were kids. Are you thinking we could meet at the lake? I would love that.”

Adam: “So would I, Joe. It would be good to reminisce.”

Joseph: “I could make a food run in the morning and be there early afternoon. The cabin’s bar is well stocked.”

Adam: “That sounds good, Joe. I’ll leave in the morning.”

Joseph: “If you do get there before me, the key is in the same old place it was when we were kids.”

Joseph heard his brother chuckle.

Adam: “Some things never change, do they? Thanks, Joe. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Joseph: “See you tomorrow, Adam.”

Adam laid his phone on the coffee table and picked up the glass tumbler. 

He smiled before downing the remainder of the whiskey.

While his brother, his identical twin brother, Joseph, juggled the mixed feelings he was experiencing.

It was three years this month that Adam decided to live and work in the Washington D. C. area. In all that time, his brother could count on one hand the number of times he picked up Joseph’s many calls. Even then, he cut most calls short. Waiting for a call from an associate from Barnsley and Barnsley, the financial movers and shakers he worked for was the standard excuse.

Joseph couldn’t help but think, he must really be in over his head to be willing to come here.

The memory that had been a stranger for so long raised its ugly head. It was a summer day with the two 12-year-old twin brothers swimming at the lake and challenging each other to who can hold their breath the longest underwater.

“Not fair, you cheated,” Joseph emerged from under the water, pushing his wet hair away from his face.

“I could hear you counting. You were counting slow,” he added.

“I counted as fast as you counted for me and I won fair and square,” Adam replied.

From the nearby wooded area, Jane Meer, the 10-year-old daughter of their summer neighbors, appeared. She was wearing a bright yellow sleeveless top. 

She waved to the boys and yelled, “Hi!”

The boys returned the wave and the greeting.

Joseph invited her to join them in the water.

“Come on in, Jane, the water is warm today.”

“Maybe I will,” she replied as she walked closer to the lake waving a bag in the air.

“Come on in, Lame Jane, and we’ll teach you how to hold your breath underwater,” Adam said and then asked, 

“Whatcha got?”

“Only your favorite candy,” she answered, pulling one of the long red licorice sticks from the bag.

“Are you going to share?” Adam asked.

“Only with Joseph, not you, you call me names.”

“I could come out of the water and have all the candy I want,” Adam said and rushed back to shore.

Jane ran screaming back into the wooded area in the direction of her house.

Adam followed. 

They both disappeared into the heavy foliage, but Joseph could still hear Jane’s shrill screams as he walked back to shore. He sat on the sandy beach for ten minutes before he decided to scout for his brother. Joseph found him at the top of a steep gully. Adam was leaning against a tree with a thick tree branch in one hand and Jane’s bag of licorice in the other.

“Aw, Adam, you shouldn’t have taken them all from her,” Joseph said.

“She won’t need them now,” he replied straight forward and nodded his head toward the gully.

If she wasn’t wearing that yellow top, her body would have almost been camouflaged against the pile of leaves and dead branches that littered the gully’s entire floor.

“Oh, my God!” Joseph shouted and started down one side of the gully and lost his footing on the damp leaves. He ended up sliding down on his butt. 

“Adam, hurry. Let’s hope she’s all right.”

She wasn’t and either Adam already knew or just didn’t care.

Jane’s neck appeared to be broken. Her face, arms, and legs were all bruised from the fall. 

His brother just watched as Joseph struggled to climb back to the top. 

“Adam, what happened?” he asked.

“I was chasing her, and she went flying down there. It was an accident.”

“Give me that,” his brother said and grabbed the bag from his hand. He threw it close to where Jane’s body lay. 

“Now we won’t have to explain anything to anybody. We never saw her today. When they find her, they’ll just think she fell down on her own. Come on, we have to get out of here.”

The two boys headed back in the direction of the lake.

“You could have let me take all the licorice first before you got rid of the bag.”

Joseph shook his head from side to side.

“You watched Jane die and all you can think about is that licorice. You have no feelings, Adam.” 

“None at all,” he added shaking his head from side to side.

Joseph tried to shake the thirteen-year-old memory from his mind as he started a list of what he and his brother would need at the cabin. 

Still, he couldn’t ignore the fact that he was never sure what his brother was capable of.

Three

Chance Meeting

Earlier The Same Day 

At 6 a.m., Jack King opened his front door and scanned the immediate area.

His visibility was affected by the heavy downpour, which created more of a challenge.

There it is, he thought. 

He found what he was looking for.

The morning edition of the Washington Post lay on the lawn closer to the sidewalk than the condo.

At least it’s close to the walkway. I won’t have to walk on the wet grass.

Under his umbrella, he talked to himself as he retrieved the paper. 

“Damn, it seems the harder it rains, the further the paper is away from the front door.”

He laughed to himself when he thought, Maybe I’m not tipping enough.

He discarded the protective plastic wrap and scanned the headline as he walked into the kitchen.
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Disgraced Ex-FBI Director Walter Hanson to Plead Guilty
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The paper went on the island countertop next to the cup of recently poured coffee.

He sat down and began to read.

He didn’t expect to read anything he didn’t already know, and he wasn’t disappointed. Jack already had a heads-up concerning the plea. Not that he was surprised. It was a new era in the Halls of Justice, with the newly adopted, fully operational Perfect Society plan. Once the perpetrator of a crime was caught, their own thoughts convicted them.

The story continued on page two and Jack was scanning the remaining article until he reached the 12-count indictment that ex-director Hanson was charged with. Of all the charges, murder is the most serious.

Four counts of 1st degree, and one count of 2nd degree. A list of the names of his victims followed. His friend and ex-partner, Lenny was the second name on the list. That was when Jack stopped reading. It wasn’t necessary. Four of the victims were his friends, and he was familiar with the rest.

There was an accompanying article that mentioned Jack’s role in the solving of the case and the arrest of Hanson, whom the newspapers tagged ‘The Killer Cop’. 

The article referred to Jack as a hero and noted that the agent has been on a leave of absence. Now, with the suspect pleading guilty to all charges and the investigation complete, he should be returning to his duties soon.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
MCAULEY





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





