I am by no means a good writer and by no means good at this, But for the hell of it I do it!
 

Dead Squad

Chapter 1

People of the night

The year 2005 on a well known live daytime television talk show the show host looks to the T.V and audience to give introduction on what’s today’s subject.

" Next up we have Dave Dobbin who claims to be a vampire!"

The audience laugh keeping in nature of the show, the female host gives the normal sheepish smile adding more.

" Dave even was brought here in a coffin!"

Footage is show of a truck pulling into a dark docking bay and the doors opening and a coffin casket being brought out.

The audience laughs and clap. Footage now cuts to the Coffin being brought on stage under cheers and laughed.

The host walks over to the coffin and knocks on it saying.

" Ok Dave we love to see you!"

The audience laugh and clap as the coffin lid opens and there young male in his late twenties walks out on stage, the host shows him to his seat and he smiles and takes the seat. Up stairs in the control room the directors of the show nod, they knew crazy crap like this means money for another season. One or the directors looks to the other asking.

"Where do we find these people?"

The other shows producer looks back and shrugs answering.

Homeless shelters, Dumpsters and nut houses, who cares people watch!"

Now get all the studio cameras on Dave as the host begins to speak to Dave.

" So Dave you say you been a vampire for over 2000 years, what made you come out the closet or should I say the coffin so to speak!"

The audience laugh.

Dave smiles answering.

" 2000 years ago if I was to even appear before a group of humans like this you would have killed me, Now humanity has come a long way and I think ready to know the truth! That we are real and not the monsters that T.V, books and movies make us out to be!"

The host gives a short smile asking.

" Ok Dave I well understand But you have to show us you are a vampire first!"

Dave smiles replying.

" Anyone have a mirror in the audience?"

Half a dozen females dive into their handbags more soon follow holding them up in the air.

Dave smiles telling them all.

" Ok Ladies if you like stand up and try and get your pocket mirrors to see me and Ricki here!"

They do as asked and looks of confusion start to show on their faces, this seems to spread and the audience look now with fix bewilderment, one at last turns around saying.

" Hey Ricki you guys are good! That is hell of special effect!"

Ricki looks confused as the directors look to each other. Dave continues to smile saying.

" I think Madame you will find this pitiful show has done nothing of the sort!

The Cameras on this show can show me because I am being show one way, But only mirrors can reflect a solid creature like that of a human, I on the other hand come from another party of the human race. The one that has been forced to live under ground for a very long time!"

The audience looks back in shock Dave seeing he has their attention smiles and then tells more.

" Well by now its dusk and I will be at more liberty to be more myself!"

Dave’s face becomes more vampire looking as he shows his fangs and the crowd now look in shock. Ricki looks but slowly gets up walking back away from Dave as he bows saying.

" I feel its been to long we the people of the night have hid and now its time to come out and rejoin what is you, our own cousins times have changed and now its our time I thankyou for taking the time to hear me out!"

Dave then transforms into a bat and flies out the studio! People scream as he flies out the studio.

For six months after the show, many people of the night come out into the open werewolves, vampire demons, Dragons, and witches alike all coming from all forms of background and politics. However, this does not make then welcome to all.

Buy 2006! All bar the following countries band people of the night. Canada, Japan, Germany, America, Australia, Austria, Switzerland, England, Scotland, Wales China, Holland, Finland, Sweden, France, New Zealand. Russia.

These countries call themselves the free democratic states. The rest of the world calls them Satan’s strongholds. This makes apartheid between free states and non-free states. 

Aside from the above countries. People now live in fear and sales in silver bullets, religious artefacts soar. Share stocks in Garlic go as high as gold prices. Religion gets the much needed boost it been seeking for the past forty years as people seeing there is such a thing is real comply to the fact there is a god and there is a devil. Some just commit suicide whole families die because there are such things around in their lives.

By 2008

Religious leaders of all forms see the political source of income they needed for so long and it also helps their power base, As every religious leader denounces the people of the night as Satan’s children and the true enemy of god and the human race.

Small para-military religious groups form outside the range of government control and hunt and kill vampires, werewolves, and witches. This leads to what as known as the free countries forming anti violence law enforcement

Agencies to handle such groups.

By 2010, every city in the free states has anti hate squads and this is where our story begins.

I never been to LA but have many good friends there I hope one day very soon to go there and visit the wonderful friends on this world on computers, Its good to make close friends. So far all my friends who looked this over say this would be right about LA Its a town that belongs to no one and no one belongs to LA. 

City of dreams

L.A California a city of urban sprawl and development, a place of dreams and hopes a place where anyone can start a new, This by line the movies sell you and a cop in this city you know the streets are no place of dreams more the opposite. Jack Mackay a thirty-year veteran with the department knew the truth. He looked across the city with the same old dull eyes he was sick of the drug dealers and just sick of the young people that came to this city expecting to just dump their bags in a motel six and become a star the next day!

Jack Mackay sat in his fifty dollar Wal-Mart pants. In addition, a ten-year-old beat up Ford Crown Victoria he was issued by the department. Jack worked undercover a lot and now the forty eight year old detective who smoked to much and when off duty drank to much was pulling the smoking heap he called a car into police head quarters. He knew this was going to be another day of getting his ass kicked. Last night he busted another drug ring, But in the process he blew the brains out of the big dealers, who got a kick out of screwing a ten year old girl while getting her fixed on drugs. Jack knew he went over the line but did not care, he was smart he pulled out their guns and slapped them in their hands and called it self-defence. With no one else around his story was solid and he strode into the doors and gone the elevator to the tenth floor, there inside a buzz of officers and clerks rushing around with the normal mad house of the daily life of law enforcement. Jack sat down in the chair as the captain was ending of the duty list of the day. Then Captain Washinton called him in.

" Jack come in please!"

Jack nods as he looked himself in the glass windows and seen his refelction in the mirror, he was fat grey haired and worst of all tired, he knew the captain was going to shove him on the desk or out the department, He walked in.

" Jack please close the door and sit down!"

Jack nods answering.

" Yes sir!"

He does as told in the office he seen the captains desk filled with paper work a mile high. The captain an African American. He knew back on the force when he was a rookie climbed the ladder of promotion by knowing the right people in the right place. He knew Washinton was out no more on the streets a few years before he got a nice easy run on P.R for the L.A.P.D. With Washinton on the T.V before the media every night for five years, he was a star that shone well in the department. Then he was made lieutenant eight years back and now was a full captain for under cover: He was slim in clean shaving and dark haired and he was the same age as Jack. 

Jack knew he was in big trouble when Washinton smiled, Jack seen the smile when Washinton canned old cops or cops that did not meet his standards! Jack waited for the kill to come when Washinton spoke.

" Well Jack, You are a hero to the department at this time! You got very lucky indeed! I am amazed Internal Affairs is not hear hauling your ass off and dumping you drunken ass off in one the cells! You got Very lucky that ten year old girl can not remember a thing! What you was suppose to do was observe and watch not rush in there and blow their brains out!"

Jack was about to let go and then he sat answering.

"Sir I seen a crime in progress and acted in the interests of public safety!"

Washinton looked at him saying.

" Cut the shit lieutenant Detective! You are so full of shit its flowing out your mouth! You might sell that party line to the chief not me!"

Jack sneers answering.

" Since we are being openly honest and frank sir! I wish to speak on my defence!"

Washinton looks back answering.

" What! You are doing so well Jack, If I was you! Moreover, Thank god I am not! I shut my teeth!

You are a dinosaur Jack. You are the last officer to still carry a snub nose 38; you never carry the glocks like you should! Most of the people I know around me call you Jack Daniel’s because it is a well know fact how much you like to drink! You smoke like a Mack truck with a burnt out engine! You are fat and old. All I need do is call a physical on you sorry ass and I bounce you out of the department so fast you would be walking the streets in no time! However, you know Jack this is your lucky day! You want to know why?"

Jack looked up asking.

" Why sir?"

Washinton looked with deep hate in his eyes saying.

" If the police chief was not black I call this the old Whiteman’s club! However, for some stupid reason Chief Baker loves your sorry white ass! It may be the fact you saved his ass a rookie back in the 1980S who knows? Nevertheless, he is your guardian angel! No one else wants you in this department Jack! However, you will be most happy to know after this meeting you are no longer in my care, Baker wants you moved to another squad! Here you go!"

Washinton hands him a slip of paper; Jack reads it and looks up.

" You got to be fucken kidding!"

Washinton laughs saying.

"That’s right Jack you are now a uniformed officer at the Tomb Squad!"

Washinton then opens the door saying.

" Now get your sorry white drunk ass out of my office!"

Jack got up and walked out, Jack could not say what he wanted to say to Washinton, he did not need another discipline hearing. And walked out with Washinton's laughter as he walked stone faced to the elevator door and down to the lobby as he walked out he seen his crown Victoria being towed, he runs over to the driver flashing his badge!

" Hey what the hell are you doing that is a official police vehicle!"

The Driver stops the tow truck and hands him the clip board saying.

" Hey I just follow orders like you do! The department says this vehicle is to be taken back to the yard!" 
Jack looked and seen the paper work was in order, it was then a fresh Black and White comes up from behind and a rookie standing up with a smile saying.

" Lieutenant this is your unit! Captain Washinton informed me your fresh uniform is in the back seat!"

Jack spat on the ground saying.

" Ok Thankyou give the captain my warmest regards!"

The rookie and the tow truck driver looked with fear at the way Jack said those words they both thought captain Washinton was close to spending his last day on earth!

Jack got behind the wheel of the back and white as the rookie continued to inform him.

" Ah sir! All you stuff will be going from the 21st to your new location sir!"

Jack smiled saying.

" Thankyou Sonny!"

Again, Jacks voice gave a reply in a tone of hate! He flicks on the lights telling the officer.

" I best test this out, its been so long since I last been in a Black and white! Let’s test this baby!"

Jack hits the siren and hits the gas as the black and white does a burn out in the middle of car park and heads out police headquarters.

As Jack Drove with lights and siren roaring out, he saw a lot of public vehicles clear way. Unlike most times when he had the lights and siren in his now lost dated Crown Victoria, the public would look saying not way it was a cop care, he forgotten how many times he flashed his badge before people got the message! However, in a Black and White it was no Questions asked, He seen a neon bill board along the way for Pepsi Blood, Buy you pig blood fresh! It showed a beautiful looking woman with fangs drinking the canned blood down! Jack lowers the windows and pulls out another smoke saying.

" Fucken blood suckers and werewolves! I should had done what my dad told me to do, I should have been a loan shark!"

He looked at the paper Washinton gave him and read out the name of his new commanding officer.

" Captain Vampirella!"

Jack tossed the paper out the window as it joined a thousand other bits of paper on the freeway in LA. Jack lights the cigarette saying.

" 13th squad here I come! Ready of not!" 





