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  To my family for all the good memories.








  
  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 - Playing The Hero

Hector Ruiz V


⧗

Three and a half weeks ago 
THE HUMID MIAMI air might have felt heavy to most people, but I’d grown up here. To me, it was comforting, like being swathed in a warm blanket. This city had a completely different vibe from New York. I’d worked there as a rookie, cutting my teeth amongst New York’s Finest. But after Detective Griffin Knight left for Chicago, I decided it was time for a change as well. All my family lived in or around Miami, so that was the logical choice. The one thing that hadn’t changed was my aspiration to become a detective. I wanted to be just like Griff. I might not be as smart as him, but I’d learned a lot over the years, and nobody worked harder than me.
After my shift, I exited the police station I was assigned to and began my trek home. I only lived a couple of blocks away, so I usually walked to and from work. The sun had already set over the nearby Atlantic, and whenever I caught sight of the ocean, I could see the reflection of the stars distorted by the waves. 
Skyscrapers rose up from the streets, and each side of the buildings contained a random pattern of lit and darkened windows. If you kept your eyes fixed on the tops of the towers, you could mistake it for any random city in the country. But lower your gaze to street-level, and the palm trees planted among the concrete walkways made it uniquely Miami.
I usually savored the walk back to my apartment complex, especially after a tough day dealing with criminals and citizens angry about getting a ticket. Honestly, I would have trouble answering if you asked me which group was worse. There were definitely days when I’d rather wrangle a dope fiend into my squad car than stand there as a country club blue blood screamed in my face about how he paid my salary because I pulled him over doing fifty in a twenty-five zone. 
There’s a sense of tranquility to my trip home, and I feel like I can finally relax, letting the troubles of the day melt away. But when I noticed a shadow that kept popping up in my peripheral, it raised my hackles. Something was wrong.
I took a right at Seventh Avenue instead of a left, keeping my pace casual. I wanted to see if the shadow would follow. It did. I made a right at 123rd Street, intending to circle back around, and the shadow continued to haunt my steps. Very gradually, I increased my speed in small increments. By the time I got to Eighth Avenue, I was moving at a relatively brisk pace. 
Going left, I headed toward the contemporary art museum not far from the station. If I could cut across the grounds to get back to Seventh, I hoped I could lose my pursuer along the route. Making a sharp left turn into a parking lot, I followed the walkway behind the city planning building until I reached the museum, at which point I began to run.
Weaving around the palm trees decorating the plaza, I darted around and made for the parking lot behind a bunch of restaurants. Fortunately, plenty of people were eating out, so there was no shortage of cars for me to duck behind as I kept moving. I thought this might lose my tail, especially since I changed directions several times. I even waited a few minutes before doing a crouch run toward the street, using the large trees to obscure the view of my movements. 
As soon as I reached the other side, I straightened up and sprinted as fast as I could, racing down three blocks so I could take Sixth Avenue to 125th Street. After going left at the corner, I didn’t stop running until I made it to my apartment complex a few blocks away.
As I approached the parking lot in front of my building, I scanned my surroundings for any sign of the shadow. I hadn’t seen it since my detour around the cars, so I was fairly confident I’d lost whoever was following me. 
I went inside the building, climbed the stairway to the third floor, and strolled down the hall until I reached unit 309. After unlocking the door, I pushed it open and slipped into the apartment, closing it quickly and dead-bolting it shut. The shadow had me on edge, and I didn’t want to take any chances. I was just an officer, so I doubted someone would be following me because of my work. The only other option was that I’d inadvertently made more waves than I intended to with my off-duty project, a cold case from five years ago.
Like I said, I really wanted to become a detective. Originally, I started investigating the cold case because I’d hoped it would give my career a boost if I solved it. Once I started looking into it, though, my objective remained the same, but my motive for pursuing the truth shifted. I wanted justice for the victims, innocent people who had done nothing wrong. The police didn’t look too hard into murders that happened in Model City—known to everyone but the government as Liberty City—which was why this case had stayed in the freezer. The victims needed a voice so they could be heard, and if I could solve it, that might finally happen.
I was still in uniform, so I had my department-issued sidearm on me. I pulled my Glock 22 from the holster and went room to room, making sure my apartment was clear of intruders. Luckily, my place was small enough that there was only a living room, kitchen, bedroom, and bathroom to check. There also wasn’t much space for anyone to hide. I used the area beneath my bed for storage, my closet was pretty shallow, and my combination bathtub and shower had an opaque glass sliding door.
I had cameras set up around my place, including one just outside the door, so I went to check the footage on my computer. As I went back over the previous 48 hours, the only activity that wasn’t me was a girl scout knocking on the front door to sell cookies. I’d been working a shift at the time, so nobody answered, and she walked off to try the next apartment. I should’ve breathed a sigh of relief, but I didn’t. Maybe it was just pure paranoia, but I still felt like I was missing something.
I carefully inspected my furniture and possessions, looking for any signs of outside interference. I inspected my typewriter, a relic of a bygone era. I enjoyed the tactile punch it made every time it hammered out a letter onto the page. I had devoured Arthur Conan Doyle and Agatha Christie novels as a kid, so I thought it might be fun to write my own mysteries. My previous attempts hadn’t been up to snuff, being rejected by everyone to which I sent them. Sitting beside the ancient typewriter was my latest manuscript—still unfinished. I was struggling to figure out how to end it. Once I did, though, I was confident I had a winner. It was my best work yet.
I was nearly done with my search, and everything seemed okay. But then I removed the shade from the lamp in the living room. There was a tiny, almost imperceptible device attached to the socket of the bulb, blending in with the rest of the black hardware. I knew what it was immediately—I’d seen many different types come through the department in Miami and New York. I tossed it on the floor and stomped on it with my shoe, demolishing it to the point that none of the circuits could still be functional. I checked my other lamp, but nothing was there.
Returning to my security setup on the computer, I systematically scrutinized the camera angles. I should’ve realized it earlier, but there were some blind spots, and the area containing the bugged lamp was one of the few. I could see the other lamp on screen, which made sense why it hadn’t been bugged too. The thing that really concerned me was the implication that whoever planted it knew my exact setup. They knew which lamp would be visible on camera and which wouldn’t. I needed to make a call. 
Grabbing my phone, I clicked the contact at the top of the list and waited. As soon as it stopped ringing and they picked up, I asserted, “We’ve got a problem. My place was bugged. I guess our conversations weren’t as private as I thought.”

— • —



The door to unit 309 was monitored by a camera, but that wasn’t a problem. The security setup Ruiz had installed included several blind spots, with a major one being a stretch of the living room, from the side window to one of the lamps beside his sofa. He also never remembered to lock his windows. The fire escape right outside was easy enough to climb. 
I could see him inside making a call. It was dark enough outside that my all-black attire kept me hidden from prying eyes, and the purple medical exam gloves I used to avoid leaving prints were the only splash of color. After I pulled the mask over my face, I was ready.
Sliding the window open as carefully as possible, I climbed inside, my target still unaware of my presence. Silently, I crept toward him, syringe in hand. At the worst possible moment, he abruptly ended his call and whirled around just in time to see me launching my attack. He moved quickly, avoiding my first attempt to jab him. This was why I preferred taking a target out with a bullet from a distance—but this job was different. It needed to look like a suicide, and hitting him with my sniper rifle wouldn’t lead anyone to that conclusion.
“Who are you?” he demanded and swung a right hook that caught me in the side of my head. I saw stars as soon as I felt the impact, causing me to stagger back. “You’re the one who was following me, aren’t you?”
I quickly regained my senses and countered with a jab to his stomach, hitting him hard enough that he doubled over in pain. I brought my fist down on the back of his head, and then pounded it hard again and again. While he was dazed from the blows, I took the opportunity to stab his arm with the syringe. I tossed it aside, intending to recover it later. I had a voice modulator hooked up beneath my mask, so when I spoke, it was in an eerie, electronic tone.
“You tried to play the hero, and now it’s come back to bite you. But take comfort in the fact that your death is the first step toward something greater.”
Ruiz should’ve been down for the count, but he summoned the strength to lunge forward and tackle me, sending me hurtling to the ground. My back slammed against the floor, and I only just managed to keep my skull from doing the same. He forced himself upright, keeping the weight of his body on top of my legs to hold me down, and punched down at my chest. That had little effect, since I was wearing body armor. 
As he reared back to hit my veiled face, he was moving much slower. I was able to block the blow with my arms, and it didn’t have nearly as much power behind it as his first attack. He tried to get to his feet but stumbled and fell. With trembling hands, he tried to claw his way over to me, but the drugs in his system had taken hold. The officer had nothing left to do besides await his inevitable fate.
I dragged Ruiz into the bathroom, straining myself as I hoisted him into the tub. Turning on the water, I rummaged through the cabinets and drawers until I found a hair dryer. When the water was high enough, I plugged it into the socket closest to the tub, turned it on, and tossed it in beside him. The moment the hair dryer landed beside him, sparks flew everywhere. 
His body spasmed as electricity seared his insides and crisped his flesh. The stench of burning hair filled the room, and I nearly got sick. I turned off the spigot, leaving the hair dryer in the water with him.
Going directly to the living room, I cleaned up the broken bug Ruiz had stomped into pieces, stuffing the pieces into my pocket, and replaced the lampshade on its perch. 
Knowing about his obsession with old fashioned typewriters, I tugged out the paper currently secured in place and swapped it for a blank sheet. Trying to move fast, I knocked out a suicide note, making it sound as believable as possible. I knew quite a bit about him after listening to his conversations for months. This helped me make it seem like it was coming directly from him.  When I was done, I picked up the syringe and returned to the bathroom with the note. I dropped it on the counter next to the shower and placed the syringe right beneath the hand hanging over the edge of the tub.
Before I departed, I headed over to his computer and pulled up the footage of the last twenty minutes. I couldn’t just erase it, since having the time of death coincide with an inexplicable gap in the footage would be too suspicious. Fortunately, I came prepared. 
You can do amazing things with video manipulation and digital effects these days. Using footage obtained by breaking into his system, I had a sequence stitched together from recordings of previous days that appeared to show Ruiz coming home, typing something on his typewriter, and then taking the page into the bathroom. That was the one room containing no cameras, so a few sound effects mimicking a running hair dryer and electrical shocks completed the farce.
I spliced that footage in place of the real thing, and it was like I was never there. I delayed the system’s cameras coming back online for one minute, giving me just enough time to escape back out the window. There would be a cut in the saved footage, but the police would focus on the earlier portion anyway. As long as nothing was moved, the cut would be seamless. The timestamp would jump, but at most, they’ll think it was a glitch in the system. Since Ruiz would’ve already been dead for nearly half an hour by that point, it wouldn’t be important enough to look into. 
In the end, I left no trace that I’d been there and snuck back out the way I slipped in, closing the window behind me.

◆








  
  Chapter 1
Welcome To Miami

Griffin Knight


⧗

THE PLANE WAS somewhere over Kentucky or maybe Tennessee when the flight attendant finally reached my row with the refreshments cart. I was seated right in the middle, and since the two flight attendants started their journey at the front of the aisle, ending right about where I was sitting, I was among the last passengers they served. 
“Would you like anything to drink, sir?” she asked in a friendly tone.
“Some lemonade, please,” I beamed.
She poured me a glass and handed it to me, saying, “You know, if you had a black leather jacket, you’d look exactly like James Dean.”
“Unfortunately, it’s a little too hot for that in Miami.”
“It sure is,” she agreed. “The humidity is the real killer. I’ll take the dry heat of Arizona over it any day.”
I never went anywhere without my favorite leather jacket, but I had to make an exception this time. My body armor was going to be heavy enough as it was without throwing another thick layer on top of it. I just assumed I’d be needing to wear it at some point, since it was rare for any of my cases to not involve someone—or usually many, many someones—trying to shoot me. 
The shot jar on my desk at the Knight Chasers headquarters was proof of that, being filled with every slug that’s been pulled out of me. At this point, it was almost full. Knight Chasers was the private








