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  To my faithful readers and fans, 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 - A Beast Unleashed

Melanie Chips


⧗

HE DIED JUST ten days earlier, and it was no secret that I was struggling to cope after the death of my husband. As a freelance journalist for a number of publications, both small and large, I had reported on countless events that involved fatalities. My friends had often wondered how I could remain so impartial and detached, but it is easy when you have no connection to the people involved. I guess that is why the trauma hits twice as hard when it comes to someone you actually love. 
Derek was a wonderful man, a lawyer who devoted half of his time to defending those who couldn’t afford proper representation. His insistence to help others drove his boss crazy, but my husband felt he had an obligation to support those in genuine need. He crashed his car on the way home one night, and the incident was initially viewed as suspicious because it was a clear, dry night and there were no signs of mechanical problems with his vehicle. The coroner conducted an autopsy and soon discovered he’d had a heart attack and died at the wheel. With the cause of death established, his body had been released to me, and now I had to face the gut-wrenching process of making all the arrangements.
My two older brothers had dealt with everything when our parents passed away, so this was the first time that I had to do anything like this. It proved to be so much harder than I had ever expected. There are so many things to do; from the soul-destroying phone calls to everyone, where you have to relive the nightmare over and over again, to deciding where to hold the funeral and who will be coming. Worst of all was the visit to the funeral home.
I had put it off for as long as possible, but there was nothing more I could do without speaking to them. I purposely made it an early afternoon appointment, so I knew I could go to a friend’s house if it all proved too much. Sitting in the waiting room, I felt sick to the pit of my stomach. Eventually, the undertaker and his associate took me to one of their meeting rooms.
They did their best to comfort me and to make the process as easy as possible. The two of them talked me through every aspect, telling me what decisions I would have to make, and they gave me as much time as I needed when I broke down in tears. The director of the funeral home, Hamilton Southwark, did most of the talking while his colleague sat there and took notes. The only times he spoke were to confirm the details or ask whether I wanted to know how they treated the body; I didn’t. The meeting lasted an hour and I just wanted the misery to be over. I couldn’t fault Mr. Southwark or Mr. Leichtenberg; they were kind and considerate and did all they could to help me.
The pain from the meeting was raw and almost unbearable. I couldn’t face going straight home or having to relive the meeting if a friend asked me how it went, so I drove around and eventually found myself at Freshkills Park on Staten Island. Unlike most of New York, it’s a beautiful green open space with waterways and lots of nature. I went there several times with my husband, and he always loved it because that park is a place where you can find a bit of peace and tranquility away from the usual New York craziness.
As the afternoon turned to early evening, I knew I couldn’t stay there all night, so I eventually forced myself to return home. It was still horrifically strange to walk into our house and know that my husband would not be following me through those doors later that evening. I didn’t feel like doing much at all, so I grabbed a glass of wine and quietly watched a movie. My cell phone rang a few times during the film, and I could see it was my friends checking in on me, but I just needed to be alone.
My mind wandered all over the place, and I was so lost in my thoughts that I didn’t notice a sudden cold breeze that wafted through the house. Mid-October was not the time of year to have the windows open, and it was only when I heard a door creak that I finally noticed the cool freshness that had blown through the downstairs of the house. I got up from the chair and walked into my husband’s study, where I found one of the two large windows behind his desk partially open.
I don’t know whether it was the chilliness in the room or the sudden realization that I hadn’t opened the window, but something quickly snapped me from my morose stupor and suddenly I felt very afraid. Becoming increasingly alarmed, I looked around the room and nothing else seemed amiss, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was extremely vulnerable. Our house was in an up-market neighborhood in Yonkers, but that didn’t make us immune from break-ins. Just to be safe, I decided to get my cell phone from the living room and call the police.
Part of me wanted to cautiously make my way back to the chair, but the other half wanted to rush to my phone as quickly as possible. Unfortunately for me, it wouldn’t have made much difference either way. I barely managed two steps into the living room before I was grabbed from behind. My assailant used one arm to hold me around the waist in a vice-like grip while they smothered my face with a pale rag that was held in their other hand. I tried to scream out loud, but all I could manage was a muffled yell.
We fell to the floor as I tried to wriggle and fight my way free, but the intruder just tightened their grip. We struggled for five or six minutes, and I was still conscious because the chloroform hadn’t taken effect yet. With all their weight pinning me face-down to the floor, my attacker reached around with their free hand, grabbed my throat, and started to apply pressure. The combination of chloroform and restricted breathing knocked me out just minutes later.
I don’t know how long I was unconscious, but when I came around, I found myself lying on a filthy mattress in the corner of a room that looked like a basement or part of a derelict house. The yellowish plaster was crumbling from the walls and the floor was pure concrete. In the middle of the room, there was a single light hanging from the ceiling, but due to its position and my hazy vision, I couldn’t see past the center of the room.
“Ah, she awakes,” spoke a deep, menacing voice from the other side of the room.
A much brighter light came on from the far corner and I could see a man sitting in a thick wooden chair. He was dressed in all-black with a tightly fitting mask covering everything above his lips. The image in front of me was frightening enough, but the sight of a video camera and a metal table with instruments turned my blood to ice. I was paralyzed by my fear of what was about to happen. 
“Who are you…where are we…what do you want?” I shouted at him.
“Who am I? I am the physical incarnation of death. Your life force will be the first step in my transformation to a higher being. Where are we? That doesn’t matter. You can scream and shout all you like, but no one will hear you,” he replied in a cold, emotionless, monotone voice.
“Please, don’t hurt me, I have done nothing to you. I don’t know where I am and I don’t know who you are. You can stop this now and let me go, and there is no way I can tell the police anything,” I pleaded as tears began to fall down my cheek.
“Good,” he replied, this time with a noticeable sense of relish. “Let your fear spill out and show me the terror in your eyes. I will feast and gorge on it. You asked me what I want? I want your pain and your suffering; the worse your agony, the stronger it will make me.
He got up from his chair and turned on the video camera.
“Our delicious union will be recorded for posterity, a true video-nasty if you will,” he added before laughing in a bone-chilling, horrific way.
Moments later, he grabbed some handcuffs, pinned me to the mattress, and clasped them around my wrists. He then hung the linking chain over a hook on the wall. With his knees on either side of my waist, he looked down at me and smiled, and it was then that I saw his sharp, brightly polished canine teeth. You wouldn’t notice them had he not grinned in such a demented fashion.
He leaned down and nuzzled my neck, and I could feel his breathing quicken as he became more excited. He placed two hands around my neck and began to choke me, but stopped seconds later.
“Oh, do not worry, this won’t be over that quickly. We both need time to savor the moment,” he warned with genuine pleasure.
He paused momentarily, then bent down again and bit me on the neck—it was so painful I let out a wail of agony. I looked up at him, and he smiled back with blood running out of the corner of his mouth, something he made even more sadistic when his tongue slowly appeared and licked up the blood like it was a sweet red wine. That was the moment I knew I would be reunited with my husband before the night was out.

◆








  
  Chapter one
A Story Not Yet Told

Griffin Knight


⧗

“FELIX,” I SCREAMED as I woke suddenly from a nightmare. I had cold sweats and had just been dreaming about that fateful night in Seattle, the moment when Felix Del Campo was shot by Lorenzo’s thug as we tried to apprehend Sapphire Rushland. 
Ever since I got back from that investigation, I had repeatedly dreamed about Felix’s death; it wasn’t so much that I felt guilty, more that I struggled with the overwhelming sadness that a good man had lost his life. Every time I thought about it, I tried to remind myself there was nothing I could have done to save him. I sat up in bed and was still shaking, such was the vividness of the images that had just passed through my mind. I was breathing heavily, and the coldness of the air made me shiver when it hit the droplets of sweat on my body. Stirring next to me on the right was Samira Bellucci, who had also been woken by the anguished cry.
“Hey, Griff, are you okay?” she tenderly asked as she also sat up in bed.
“It’s just that dream again; I can still see the moment when Felix knew he was done for, like a freeze-frame photograph of his expression in my mind,” I explained to her.
“Oh, hun. I know there is nothing I can say that will wipe those memories from your mind. Now, lay back, close your eyes, slow your breathing and just listen to my voice. You're lying on a beautiful beach, I’m there with you, and you're feeling sleepy as you listen to the waves in the distance and the birds in the air,” she whispered softly in an almost hypnotic tone.
Samira had been my guardian angel since I returned from Seattle. She was a jaw-droppingly gorgeous woman who was part Albanian, part Italian with long blonde hair, a face that was pretty and almost innocent-looking, and luscious curves in all the right places. “Exotic” didn’t even come close; she was also as intelligent as she was beautiful. This medical angel was originally my physician when I first transferred to the N.Y.P.D. precinct where I worked. She saw me a number of times for my various and regular injuries, and we really hit it off. The two of us knew it was generally frowned upon by most people, but we eventually became occasional lovers as well. We were both too busy and committed to our jobs for it to become anything more than that. What is it that some people call it…friends with benefits?
I turned to her straight away when I got back from Seattle. She diagnosed several broken ribs due to the gunshots to my chest and a serious laceration to my left wrist, plus a couple of bone bruises on my lower leg from the dog attack at the warehouse. They weren’t exactly the sort of things you could whack a band-aid on and go straight back to work. Once she had totted up the number of recent injuries, she immediately gave me a doctor’s note and signed me off work for six weeks.
It was a few days later when the bad dreams first appeared and she started staying over more often. I told her how much it helped when I woke in the middle of the night and found her lying next to me. She knew a number of techniques to help a troubled mind, one of which was to use her voice and calming thoughts to quash those awful images.
She could see I was quite distressed and did everything she could to calm me down. Eventually, the shakes stopped and my breathing became more normal. As usual, she had been successful in soothing my panic and blowing away the maelstrom of painful memories.
“There, see,” she told me lovingly, “think nice thoughts and let them wash over you, and you can banish all sorts of nastiness.”
She leaned down and tenderly, yet sensually, kissed me on the lips, her hair brushing across my chest as she did. I could feel the tension in my body ease, and the soft stroke of her fingertip on my arm relaxed me even more. To further distract my mind from what happened in Seattle, she asked me about my past, something we hadn’t really talked about in great detail. I wasn’t hiding anything from her, but we had chatted








