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<A THIN LINE OF BLOOD>

by <JOHN DEL TORO>







CHAPTER ONE

Story


	The sound of Officer Adam Lewis' voice screeched over the radio.

	“National Trust Bank on Park street. We’ve currently got a 10-22 on our hands down here. There are two suspects: a Bonnie and Clyde from what we’ve seen so far. Any free units, get down here as soon as possible. There are hostages inside and I think we’re going to need some back up to get in and detain the suspects.”

	Officer Cooper Brooks glanced over at his partner from the passenger seat of their shared squad car. “I guess we’re going to go detain some robbers then Oliver. Start driving. Hopefully it won’t take too long. I was hoping to be able to get back home to Lacey in the next couple of hours.” Turning on the lights and sirens, Officer Oliver Barnes began his race to the bank. Rush hour traffic in the city made it difficult to maneuver the streets quickly. The longer they were away from the bank, the more dangerous the situation could become. With hostages involved, any increment of time was crucial. 

	Brooks slammed his fist down on the dashboard though it didn't startle the icy veined Barnes at all. Brooks wasn’t an overly patient guy, but most guys in the force weren’t. In this case his sense of impatience was justified, however. “Damn it! Can’t you people move? We have to get somewhere! Seriously, my grandma could walk faster than we’re moving!” 

	The people in downtown Oakland didn't much care for the police. Hearing a siren wail down the street was old hat to them. They walked across the street, indifferent to an oncoming patrol car or “amboolance”, as the locals liked to say. 

	“Your grandma can't walk ten miles an hour,” Barnes said. “Any faster than that is called running. And from the looks of your paunch that is something you should be doing more of.”

	Being stuck in car all day with another person for over five years had it’s benefits, such as being able to banter back and forth all day. This humor was a usual exchange between the two. In a stressful job, there was an awfully lot of mutual taunting going on. 

	Brooks rubbed his slightly protruding stomach with his left hand. His wedding ring glinted momentarily in the sunlight that filtered in through the windows. “I’ve been married for fifteen years. And my wife likes rubbing my belly.”

	“Isn't it supposed to be the other way around?” 

	Brooks had been with Lacey since their early twenties. They married after only three months of “courtship” but managed to beat the odds and stay together. They hadn’t have any kids, although Lacey had wanted to. They tried for a while and couldn’t. It took its toll on both of them; they decided to stop trying and just let whatever was going to happen, happen. Lacey was currently six months pregnant with their first child. It had come as a surprise to both of them and they couldn’t have been happier about it. Oliver, on the other hand, was a shade younger at 37. He was too much of an introverted personality and despite being a good looking guy, never had been in a serious relationship. He was married to his work. To his duty as an officer of the law.  He also had a bit of a crush on Lacey. She would call him discreetly during non-work hours. Their friendship was almost an affair unto itself. Lately, they discussed what it would be like to have an affair. But with her pregnant, their talks became infrequent. Still, they had come close to an affair. Lacey had sent Oliver a nudie selfie which he used often to pleasure himself with. There were times he could not look Brooks in the eye. 

	Brooks himself was known for having a wandering eye. Oliver had long suspected that he was cheating on Lacey. He followed him one day to a hotel and saw him meet a voluptuous redhead in the lot. He surmised she was in fact a prostitute. He didn't tell Lacey. She probably wouldn't care anyway. She just wanted to get away from Brooks and have a new life somewhere with someone else. For awhile, that someone was Oliver.

	Oliver shook off what these thoughts and compartmentalized them into the “non-helpful” file in his head. It is what he trained himself to do both in his job and personal life (not that he really had one.)

	 They were getting close to the bank now. Pulling up a moment later, they saw only one patrol car outside. Oliver parked their vehicle, and then he and Brooks both got out. Walking up to the other car, he exclaimed, “What the hell is going on? Why are we the only ones here? I thought this was serious?”

	Officer Lewis ran a hand through his hair, which was beginning to obtain some gray hair now. Lewis was a huge guy, a third generation cop that lived and breathed police work.  “The suspects got away. The parameters weren’t enclosed. They got out the back door, which we didn’t have covered yet. There wasn’t any back up. Damn traffic!”

	“The hostages?”

	“They're all dead,” Lewis said quietly. “They...And you can see for yourselves...Someone...These sick fucks somehow drained them of their blood. I have never seen a bloodier scene in my twenty years on the force. They left a business card on one of the bodies. We're checking things out now.”

	With that, Oliver and Brooks headed toward the bank. 

	“I like to check things out before forensics,” said Oliver. “Why should they have all the fun?”

	“I'm not bullshitting you,” Lewis warned. “You won't fucking believe it. Looks like something out of the Chainsaw Massacre.”

	Oliver was the first to enter and the first to see the bodies sprawled on the floor in nasty, contorted positions. Oliver's eyes immediately went to what was probably a beautiful young woman only minutes ago. Now she was a pale white with a puncture wound on her shoulder. the wound was surrounded by a small pool of dark red blood.

	The woman was clutching her handpurse. Oliver knelt down, gently removed it and opened it up to reveal pictures of a dark haired little girl. There were numerous pictures of the girl from infancy to about four years old, Oliver estimated.  After thinking of the daughter that wouldn’t see her mother again, Oliver searched for some sort of identification. Her name was Rose Rinde, and a mere 22 years old. For some reason, she specifically left an impression in Oliver’s mind as he and Brooks examined the other four bodies. Each looked roughly the same as Rose- little puncture wounds, surrounded by small pools of blood either on the victim or a surface near them depending on where the wound was or how they were positioned. There were, however, small patches around the bank where blood soaked into the carpet and was now beginning to dry into a rusted color. There was blood everywhere on the walls...Oliver reasoned that the victims were bitten than ran around the bank in a haze as they rapidly lost blood. 

	“I wonder how they did it. You don’t just find blood-sucking vacuums somewhere, and you definitely don’t bring them into a bank, even if you do have the luck of scoring one.” Brooks remarked after a couple minutes. “Them damn vampires again. We may as well be on an episode of 'True Blood'.” 

	“Think about it,” Oliver said .“It would take a long time to drain five bodies almost completely of their blood. What the hell kind of shit is this? Fuckin' demonic ritual or some shit.”

	The rest of the day was uneventful. Securities camera footage was taken, the building inspected for anymore victims, possible threats, or evidence of any sort. The next day, however, lead to new discoveries. After going through security camera footage, it was found that they could see a woman suspect. There was no footage of the murders, but she was extremely noticeable. Somehow, they were able to track a possible location at which the woman could be residing in.

	Officer Lewis called both Oliver and Brooks down to his office after receiving the news. “Good afternoon you two. I’m pretty busy right now, so I’m going to quickly tell you your next assignment. We found a potential residence for one of the suspects in yesterday’s murders. The two of you will be performing a stakeout near the location to see if any pieces fit together. You two know the drill by now. Don’t be obvious and don’t get noticed. Do what you can to get any information you possibly can. Any questions?”

	“No sir.” They both said in unison. 

	As they left, Oliver grew silent, while Brooks on the other hand, couldn’t have shut his mouth had his life depended on it. Sometimes it was hard to see how Brooks could have made it in their field, but despite everything else about him, when it came to getting things done around the office or out in the world, he was one of the best the force had. Oliver had a more quiet manner which sometimes made it harder when it came to dealing with people, but he did excel in undercover missions and stakeouts. When Brooks grew impatient, Oliver was right there to stop it; he remained patient through and through, getting them assigned to these types of cases pretty regularly. 

When they were sent on stakeout missions, Brooks and Oliver tended to wait until it was near dusk to start. They were less noticeable this way, drawing less attention to themselves. Today’s task was no different. As they first came up to the house, it was evident that no one was home. All lights were off, and no cars were parked in the driveway. Without signs of action, Brooks began to grow bored. “Is it morning yet? I can’t take much more of this. Nothing is even happening here!”

“Come on Brooks. We just got here a little over an hour ago. How often is it that we have to wait for something to happen?”

For once, Brooks was silent.

“Exactly, nothing happens in the first hour.”

Just then, a car pulled into


































