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  To book lovers who like reading a blend of genres, thank you.








  
  GRIFFIN KNIGHT SERIES

⧗


Enter the world of Detective Griffin Knight, where every case cuts deep and every truth hides in the shadows.
For the full reading order and all titles in the Griffin Knight series, visit the official Amazon series page.
⭐ If you enjoyed this chapter of the GK Universe…
A quick ⭐⭐⭐⭐⭐ rating helps new readers discover Do Nothing, A Colossal Injustice, The Nocturnal Devil, The Windy City Terror, Miami Vengeance, Spider’s Bait, and Always Bet on Death. Even a simple star rating (no text needed) makes a colossal impact and keeps the GK Universe growing.
Thank you for being part of the series.
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  Prologue - Something Evil Lurks In The Dark

Zoe Ragsdill


⧗

IT MIGHT BE just me, but I have always thought there was something magical about Chicago during the festive season. It might be well below freezing most of the time, the harsh wind biting your face with each gust, but it is all contrasted by the beauty of the colorful lights and the decorations. Wherever you go, the trees lining the streets are full of sparkling lights, the shop windows are awash with gifts and toys, and it is impossible to miss the enormous tree that is erected every year in Millennium Park. When the snow arrives, it truly is a winter wonderland. The hustle and bustle of a big urban city never stops, but everywhere there are Santa hats, carol singers on street corners, and a feeling of love in the air. Some of my friends think I see Christmas romantically, which was ruined by commercialism many decades ago. Maybe they are right, and maybe they are just a cynical bunch who miss the simple joys right in front of them. 
I have stuck to many traditions during the holidays that go all the way back to my childhood. My father used to take me every year to the sky-deck in the Walter Payton Tower (formerly known as the Sears, then Willis Tower), so we could look out over the city skyline in all its majesty. On clear nights, he would sometimes take me to the Harrison Ford Planetarium down on the shores of Lake Michigan, teasing me as a child that we were looking for Santa’s sleigh as he warmed it up for the big night. If the weather was too harsh, we’d turn our attention from the skies to the depths of the ocean and visit the Bernie Mac Aquarium. In later years, he would tell me how much it meant to him to see my joy at watching the dolphins and Belugas, and the look of awe on my face as we viewed them swimming underwater. These special memories became yearly traditions, and that was where I had been this evening.
It was early December and Christmas was just a few weeks away. I decided to go to the planetarium that evening because it was a crystal-clear night that was perfect for stargazing after my visit. It opened late on a Wednesday night, so I stayed until closing and then took a stroll along the Lakefront Trail. It was quieter than usual, maybe partly due to people late-night shopping for presents or attending the multitude of parties that happened around Christmas. I found myself wandering along the shorefront and then onto the Jim Belushi Memorial Island, my head tilted back and looking at the breathtaking specks of light that shimmered far above. As is often the case, I was almost oblivious to everything around me. Suddenly, I heard a noise that immediately snapped my attention back to planet Earth. 
At first, I wasn’t sure if it was coming from the grassland area to my left or the waterfront to my right. I suddenly had the feeling that I was being followed by someone, or at the very least, something. Above the noise of the city in the background, I heard a low, deep growl, almost like the rumble of a motorcycle ticking over. It moved about, and I could hear the rustle of the grass as my stalker moved in semi-circles around me. 
“Whoever that is, I carry a gun… and I’m not afraid to use it,” I shouted out. 
As soon as the noise sounded like it was in front of me, I started back-peddling toward the planetarium and the strip of land that joined the island with the main part of the Lakeshore Trail. My heart was racing ever quicker as the panic settled deeper and deeper into the pit of my stomach. Whatever was out there seemed to sense my fear as the growling became louder and louder, closer and closer. 
The car park that was set just back from the beach looked deserted, but at least the lights would allow me to see what was around me. I repeatedly told myself that if I could just get there, the bright lights might act as a last-ditch form of defense. I spun around in circles, manically shining my flashlight from my purse in wide sweeps to see if I could finally lay eyes on what was making such terrifying noises. 
From the darkness of the grassland, something suddenly powered straight into me and knocked me to the ground. The force of the hit was immense, and it emptied my lungs in the process. I never even had time to refill my body full of precious air that would have allowed me to let out a desperate scream for help. Almost instantly, I felt a pair of jaws, both full of sharp teeth, clamp viciously around my throat, and then a rapid side-to-side movement that shredded my skin and neck. At the same time, two sets of claws started burying themselves into my chest. The attack felt like it lasted ages, and yet it was merely seconds. Hot liquid was spilling out everywhere and my life was literally spilling out on the ground. The very last thing I sensed before the darkness of death descended upon me was the feeling of being dragged along the water’s edge. 

◆








  
  Chapter 1
Chasing A New Beginning

Griffin Knight


⧗

LIFE HAD FELT like a bit of a whirlwind since I decided to move from New York back to my old stomping ground in Chicago. Sometimes you can make a swift decision like that and quickly come to regret it, but it was the best move I had made in a long time. Just three weeks had passed, and yet I was living in a whole new world. During the first few days, there were doubts about whether I had done the right thing, but as she always did, my beautiful Samira put my mind at ease. 
In the last few days before we left New York, Ashe had worked her magic and helped us set up a completely new life. Using her technological wizardry, she organized false identities for all of us that we then used to rent three apartments for myself and Samira, my brother Alister and our close associate, Noah Jackson. They were all located near each other, so everyone was on hand if something unexpected happened. She also opened new bank accounts, arranged fake driving licenses and passports, and even sorted out all the utility bills. 
I had reservations about doing it. The need to do things by the book was still very strong within me, but I also knew it was essential if we were going to put some distance between Sapphire Rushland and us. She had already made two attempts on my life, and it wouldn’t take long before she turned her attention to those closest to me. We’d still need to do some things under our own names—that was simply unavoidable, and it wasn’t like we could just totally disappear—but at least we had locations and names to retreat to if necessary. 
Alister and I had spent many nights talking about our new detective agency, and we both agreed on the name—Knight Chasers. Samira questioned whether it was a wise move to be so obvious, but I explained it was a bit of a snub to Sapphire. If she wanted to find us, it would give her a lead to “chase.” It was Ashe’s brilliance that allowed us to be quite so bold. 
While we got ourselves settled in our new apartments, our secretive friend was busy looking for the perfect building that we could use as our agency head office. In my wildest dreams, I couldn’t have wished for anything so perfect. Many of the older buildings in Chicago had been recommissioned for different purposes and in some instances, the original plans or blueprints were destroyed to make way for the amended versions. After much digging, Ashe found a location that had originally been a bank, and its two heavily fortified vaults on the lower levels had been effectively wiped from any records. She suggested we could make that our primary base of operations and use the two upper levels that were on the official plans as a sort of front, modifying it into a shop or some form of office. We set up a jewelry business under our pseudonyms and even went as far as hiring a couple of staff to run the place. 
By this time, Alister had finished packing up his life in Orlando and had now arrived in Chicago as well. Much of the security ideas for our new headquarters were devised by him and Ashe. They made use of the huge vault doors and linked them to an automated system that would seal shut in the event of an attack. I was concerned about being cornered if that happened, but Alister just gave me a smile and a wink.
“Griff, c’mon now, you don’t think I’d lock us in there with no alternative exit, do you?” he teased. 
“Oh, this I gotta hear,” I replied.
“Your friend on the other end of the internet is beyond a genius. Not only did she find us a place with hidden vaults, but there is also a disused stairwell behind the far wall that we can knock through and climb up to the main street level. They also ain’t on the plans, and all we’ll need for our freedom is a small explosive device to blow out a hole in the outer wall at the top.”
I had to give both of them credit. It was an inspired choice that would offer us a safe place to work and escape from if the need arose. On the top floor above the jewelry business, we set Samira up with a new office and a mini-clinic for her patients. 
“Hey Bro, maybe we should provide Samira with a fireman’s pole for emergencies, then she can Bruce Wayne herself down here,” I joked.
The look of death and a fake laugh from across the room was followed by an abrupt, “Oh, honey, I think you can guess quite easily where that idea should be placed!”
Despite my occasional uncertainty about the decision, I was feeling better than I had in years. The fight with Oden Leichtenberg had left my body rather battered, but thanks to Samira’s expert care and a break in the pressure I had constantly put it under, I was healing nicely. The new surroundings and a chance to alleviate some of the risks associated with Sapphire helped me to see things differently. With all of us working tirelessly, our new detective agency was up and running in a little over a week.
Sitting around the central desk on our first day, I turned to Alister, Samira, and Noah.
“So, how do we get clients without running the risk of walking straight into a Rushland set-up?” I asked. 
“I think I can help with that,” came Ashe’s reply from the screen on the wall behind us. “We can advertise in normal ways for clients. After all, we can’t earn money from investigating fresh air, and all initial contact can come through me. I can screen the clients and their needs, and assuming there are no red flags, I can then pass them on to you.”
“If you’re OK with doing that, Ashe, I think we’d all be happy with you vetting them first,” I responded.
“Excellent, detective, consider it done.”
“The next order of business is dealing with an existing problem. Sapphire isn’t just going to sit there and do nothing, so we need to keep a set of eyes on that cyber-enhanced nut job. In addition, I want to provide Felix’s sister with better protection than she has right now. Sapphire may have been forced to leave her alone for a while to avoid suspicion, but that cover isn’t going to be enough to stop her for long. Alister, are you and Noah still happy to relocate to Seattle for a bit while I get the agency fully up and running?” I asked across the table.
“Sure thing, Griff, if you don’t need us here, we can put that in motion this afternoon,” replied my brother. 
“Perfect, you guys go watch the Seattle psychopath and her various business interests, and I will handle our first few clients.”
I poured all of us a stiff drink, and we stood in a circle facing each other.
“Thank you all for joining me and being part of this new adventure. Here’s to Knight Chasers… Cheers!”
We clinked glasses, gave each other big hugs, and got straight to work.  
— • —

After a wild ride as a New York homicide detective, the slower pace of life as a private investigator took some getting used to. When you are juggling multiple murder cases, filling in countless reports, and attending many crime scenes, everything can become a bit of a blur. Suddenly, I could pick and choose which cases we took on, and then had the time to work them fully to whatever extent I felt was necessary. Gone were the calls in the middle of the night to attend some grisly scene or the unexpected gunfights that could end my life in an instant. In their place were a couple of surveillance jobs where I tailed unfaithful husbands as they cheated on their wives, a missing person case where I successfully tracked down a runaway daughter, and other assorted more mundane, everyday cases. 
Ashe was always there when needed, but these were jobs where I could rely on my initiative and experience. Maybe the most bizarre client was a lady who suspected her husband of having a sordid double life full of sex and sleaze; the things I found when I went through his apartment raised even my eyebrows… and I thought I had seen it all.  
Some people might have yearned for the excitement and adrenaline of their previous job, but not me. Alister and I had come to an agreement about where and when we were both happy to “bend” the rules, but we also equally accepted a set of red lines that neither of us would cross. What once felt like a bedrock of certainty and familiarity, the rules, regulations, and codes that I once worked under, had become a suffocating restraint that allowed bad people to do ghastly things. They did their worst while the police tied themselves up in procedural knots, and sometimes even got away with their crimes because of it. 
My new-found freedom was a refreshing change that I fully embraced; however, I should have guessed the peace and tranquility wouldn’t last.
A few weeks after we started Knight Chasers, I was sitting in the vault writing up a final report for a client who asked us to look into her husband’s financial affairs when the big screen flashed up with an alert from Ashe. Having acknowledged I was there, that familiar face appeared on the screen with a very serious expression.
“I am sorry to bother you at the end of the day, detective, but a rather disturbing report has just flagged up on my system,” announced Ashe.
“Ashe, you know you can call me Griffin or Griff now, don’t you?”
“I do, but I have got used to calling you detective,” she smiled back.
“Whatever works for you, hon, what d’ya got for us?” I asked.
“A couple of days ago, a rather chewed-up body was found within the Chicago sewers. I simply made a note of it and left the police to do their work, but I did place








