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​CHAPTER: The Vampires of Seattle

Seattle, October 1992. 

​The city was a gritty tapestry of contradictions—grunge anthems wailed from smoky Capitol Hill bars, where flannel-clad musicians poured their souls into distorted chords, while tech startups sprouted in Belltown’s converted warehouses, their glass facades gleaming with the promise of a digital future. The ceaseless rain painted the streets with a reflective sheen, mirroring the neon glow of dive bars, coffee shops, and the flickering signs of Pike Place Market. The air carried the briny tang of Puget Sound, the damp earth of cobblestone alleys, and the omnipresent aroma of espresso that pulsed through Seattle’s veins like a heartbeat. In the basement of the Seattle Police Department’s downtown precinct, Captain Mark Evenson sat in his Internal Affairs office, a claustrophobic cube buried beneath layers of bureaucracy, its walls yellowed from years of cigarette smoke and neglect. At 45, Mark was a weathered veteran, his salt-and-pepper hair, sharp green eyes, and square jaw etched with lines from two decades of navigating the murky waters of police misconduct. His desk was a chaotic sprawl of manila folders, a chipped SPD mug filled with cold coffee, a half-eaten bagel, and a flickering fluorescent light that buzzed like a trapped hornet, grating on his already frayed nerves.

That crisp October morning, a complaint marked “urgent” landed on his desk, filed by Clara Hensley, a 28-year-old barista at The Bean Haven, a trendy Capitol Hill café known for its poetry slams, mismatched furniture, and walls plastered with local art. The report was unlike anything Mark had encountered in his 20 years with the SPD. Clara claimed Officer Daniel Hargrove, a beat cop from the East Precinct, had assaulted her during a routine traffic stop six nights ago on a deserted stretch of Madison Street, where the fog hung heavy and streetlights flickered like dying stars. The details were chilling, even for a seasoned IA investigator: Hargrove, she said, had pinned her against her beat-up Volkswagen, his grip unnaturally strong, and bitten her neck, leaving two deep puncture wounds that throbbed with a strange, cold pain. She’d fled to Harborview Medical Center, where ER doctors documented the injuries—two clean, precise holes, no infection, no significant blood loss, and no rational explanation. Attached to the file was Clara’s handwritten statement, her words shaky but resolute, scrawled in blue ink: “His eyes were wrong, Captain. Red, like glowing embers in the dark. He wasn’t human. I felt my life slipping away, like he was drinking my soul.”

Mark rubbed his temples, the weight of her words settling like a stone in his gut, his fingers tracing the edges of the file as if it might reveal more than it should. He’d investigated every kind of corruption—cops skimming drug busts, planting evidence, beating suspects in dark alleys—but this was uncharted territory, a case that felt like it belonged in a horror novel, not a police precinct. He pulled Hargrove’s personnel file: 32, former Army Ranger, two commendations for bravery, no disciplinary actions. On paper, Hargrove was a model officer, the kind who’d charm a citizen review board or a precinct captain with his boyish smile, neatly cropped blond hair, and spotless record. But Clara’s description—red eyes, not human—clung to him like the damp Seattle fog that seeped into his bones, chilling him despite the radiator’s hum in the corner. He tried to dismiss it as trauma, delusion, or a prank, but the ER report wasn’t so easily ignored. Puncture wounds didn’t materialize out of nowhere, and they didn’t lie.

He called Clara that afternoon, reaching her at her sister’s apartment in Fremont, a bohemian enclave of artists and bookstores where she’d been hiding since the incident, too scared to return to her own place. Her voice trembled over the crackling phone line, barely audible, laced with fear. “I know it sounds insane, Captain Evenson, but he grabbed me so fast, I couldn’t fight back. His teeth sank into my neck, and I felt... cold, like my soul was draining out of me. It wasn’t just pain—it was wrong, like he was taking something deeper, something vital.” She paused, her breath hitching, as if reliving the moment in vivid detail, her words punctuated by the sound of rain against a window. “I saw him yesterday, outside The Bean Haven. He didn’t come in, just stood across the street, watching me through the window. His eyes... they were the same, red and glowing, even in the daylight. I’m terrified he’ll come back, Captain. I don’t feel safe anywhere.”

Mark scribbled notes, his pen scratching against a yellow legal pad, his handwriting tight with tension, the paper creasing under the pressure of his grip. “Did anyone else see this, Ms. Hensley? Any witnesses on the street, maybe a passerby or another driver?”

“No,” she whispered, her voice breaking, tinged with desperation. “It was 2 a.m., just me and him on Madison Street. The street was empty, not even a car passing by. The fog was so thick I could barely see ten feet, and the streetlights were dim, flickering like they were about to die. But I’m not lying, I swear. I can still feel his hands, his breath... it wasn’t normal, not human.”

Mark promised a thorough investigation, his tone calm and professional despite the unease coiling in his chest like a snake, his heart pounding as he set the phone down. He stared at the file, the words blurring as rain pattered against the basement window, a steady drumbeat that matched his racing pulse. He requested Hargrove’s patrol logs, body cam footage, shift schedules, and any incident reports tied to his patrols, marking each request with a red “urgent” stamp. He scheduled an interview for the next morning, his mind turning over the possibilities—mental illness, a new street drug, or something stranger, something he couldn’t yet name. As he locked his office and stepped into the precinct’s basement hallway, the silence felt oppressive, the shadows stretching longer than they should, pooling in corners like spilled ink. He drove home to his Queen Anne apartment through the rain-slicked streets, the wipers’ rhythmic thud echoing his racing thoughts, the city’s neon lights blurring into streaks of color—red, blue, green—like warning signs he couldn’t ignore. Something was wrong—deeply, fundamentally wrong—and it wasn’t just one rogue cop.


The interrogation room was a stark, sterile box—gray concrete walls, a scuffed metal table bolted to the floor, and a one-way mirror that reflected Mark’s tired face, etched with lines from years of stress and sleepless nights. Officer Daniel Hargrove sat across from him, his posture rigid yet relaxed, like a soldier trained to project calm under fire. Hargrove was handsome in a clean-cut, all-American way—blond hair cropped short, piercing blue eyes, and a disarming smile that could defuse a tense crowd or charm a skeptical witness. But Mark had spent two decades reading liars, and Hargrove’s composure was too perfect, like a predator wearing a human mask, every gesture calculated to conceal something darker, something that didn’t belong in the fluorescent light of the precinct. His uniform was crisp, his badge gleaming, but his hands were unnaturally still, resting on the table like they hadn’t moved in hours.

“I don’t know what she’s talking about, Captain,” Hargrove said, his voice smooth as polished stone, carrying a faint Midwest drawl that felt oddly out of place in Seattle’s urban sprawl. “I stopped Ms. Hensley for a broken taillight on Madison Street, gave her a verbal warning, and drove off. No physical contact, no... biting.” He chuckled, the sound hollow and rehearsed, as if the idea were absurd, his lips curling into a smile that didn’t reach his eyes, his gaze steady but cold. “Sounds like something out of a bad horror movie, not real life.”

Mark slid the ER photos across the table—Clara’s pale neck, marked by two red punctures under the harsh hospital lights, the wounds clean and precise, like twin needle pricks in her skin, surrounded by faint bruising. “Care to explain these, Officer? These aren’t mosquito bites or scratches. They’re deep, deliberate, and documented by medical professionals.”

Hargrove’s eyes flicked to the photos, then back to Mark, unblinking, his face a mask of calm. No sweat beaded on his brow, no nervous ticks betrayed him, not even a twitch of his fingers on the table. “Could be anything,” he said, shrugging, his voice steady, almost bored, as if discussing the weather. “Drug use, maybe? Needle marks from an addict looking for a payout? Some people fake injuries for a lawsuit or attention, you know that. You’ve seen it before, Captain, in your line of work.”

Mark leaned forward, his voice low and steady, his green eyes locked on Hargrove’s, searching for a crack in the facade, a hint of guilt or fear. “She says your eyes were red, glowing like fire. Says you moved faster than any man could. You telling me she’s making this up, Officer? That she imagined all of this?”

Hargrove’s smile tightened, a flicker of something—anger, fear, or something colder—crossing his face before the mask snapped back into place, his eyes narrowing slightly, his jaw clenching for a fraction of a second. “I’m saying I didn’t do it,” he said, his tone firm, almost defiant, his hands still on the table, unnaturally still, like a statue’s. “Check my record. I’m clean. Ask my partner, my sergeant, my captain. They’ll tell you who I am, what kind of cop I am.”

Mark did, methodically working through Hargrove’s chain of command, his notebook filling with questions, observations, and the faint sense of dread that grew with each conversation. He interviewed Officer Lisa Tran, Hargrove’s partner, a five-year veteran with a no-nonsense demeanor and a reputation for loyalty that bordered on fierce. They met in a cramped break room, the smell of burnt coffee and stale donuts lingering in the air, the hum of a vending machine in the corner a constant drone. “Dan’s solid,” Tran said, her arms crossed tightly across her chest, her dark hair pulled back in a severe bun, her posture defensive. But her eyes darted to the floor when Mark asked about the night of the stop, her fingers twitching slightly, a nervous tic she couldn’t hide. “I wasn’t with him the whole time, but he’s never given me trouble. He’s a good cop, always has my back.” Her hesitation was subtle, a slight pause before answering, a quick glance at the door as if expecting someone to walk in, but Mark caught it, filing it away like a piece of a puzzle, a crack in the precinct’s unified front.

He spoke to Hargrove’s sergeant, Mike Daugherty, a burly man with a bulldog face, a crew cut, and a reputation for protecting his officers like a mother bear guards her cubs. They met in Daugherty’s office, a cluttered space filled with framed commendations, a faded SPD flag, and a photo of him shaking hands with Mayor Evelyn Torres at a charity event, their smiles frozen in time. Daugherty dismissed the complaint as “ridiculous,” his voice gruff, his meaty hands gripping the edge of his desk, his knuckles whitening, his eyes hard as flint. “Hensley’s unstable, probably high on meth or something. You’re wasting your time, Evenson. Focus on real problems, not fairy tales from some strung-out barista.” When Mark pressed, asking about Hargrove’s whereabouts during the stop, Daugherty’s tone turned sharp, his eyes narrowing to slits, his jaw clenching, his voice dropping to a growl. “You’re barking up the wrong tree, Captain. Drop it, or you’ll stir up trouble you can’t handle. I’m telling you, let it go, for your own sake.”

That night, Mark stayed late, the precinct empty except for the hum of the vending machine and the distant clatter of a janitor’s mop echoing through the halls. He sifted through Hargrove’s patrol logs, cross-referencing them with incident reports from the past 18 months, his desk lamp casting a harsh glow over the papers, shadows dancing on the walls like ghosts. He found three more complaints against Hargrove, all buried deep in the SPD’s digital archives, dismissed within days, their files marked with cursory notes. One came from a homeless man, listed only as John Doe, who claimed Hargrove “drank his blood” during a vagrancy sweep in Pioneer Square eight months ago. The case was closed as “unsubstantiated,” the man deemed an unreliable witness with a history of mental illness and alcoholism, his file marked with a note about “delusional behavior.” The second was from Maria Vasquez, a sex worker in the International District, who reported a neck wound after an encounter with Hargrove but recanted after a visit from Daugherty, claiming she’d “made it up” to avoid arrest. The third was from a delivery driver, Jamal Carter, who claimed Hargrove stopped him for a traffic violation, only to black out and wake up with puncture wounds; his complaint was dismissed when he failed to show for a follow-up interview, his address listed as “unknown.” All three files were marked closed, no follow-up, no investigation. Mark’s coffee grew cold as he stared at the documents, his gut screaming that this wasn’t coincidence, his pen circling names, dates, and locations, the pattern forming like a dark constellation in his mind, each point a victim, each line a cover-up.

The following week, another complaint landed on Mark’s desk, this one from Ethan Carter, a 20-year-old University of Washington student studying computer science, no relation to Jamal. Ethan claimed Hargrove attacked him near Pioneer Square after a late-night study session at a 24-hour diner on First Avenue called The Rusty Anchor, a grimy spot frequented by night owls, insomniacs, and dock workers. The story mirrored Clara’s with unsettling precision: a routine stop for jaywalking on a foggy street, a sudden blackout, and two puncture wounds on his neck that burned with a strange, lingering cold. Mark drove to Ethan’s dorm in the U-District, navigating the crowded campus streets where students huddled under umbrellas, their faces lit by the glow of early cell phones, Walkmans, and the occasional cigarette. Ethan was pale and jittery, his eyes darting to the window every few seconds, as if expecting Hargrove to materialize in the rain like a specter, his hands trembling as he clutched a mug of tea, its steam rising in the chilly dorm room.

“I thought I was dead,” Ethan said, his voice barely above a whisper as he pulled down his collar to reveal the wounds—fresh, red, and unnervingly precise, like twin needle pricks in his pale skin, surrounded by faint bruising that looked like fingerprints. “He grabbed me, and it was like my body froze. His grip was like steel, Captain, not human. And his eyes... they glowed red, like something out of a nightmare, like they were burning through me. I’m not crazy, I swear. I haven’t slept since it happened. I keep seeing him in the shadows, watching me, like he’s waiting for me to slip up.”

Mark’s skepticism, already fraying like an old rope, began to unravel completely, his rational mind grappling with the impossible, his notepad filling with Ethan’s words. He wasn’t a man for ghost stories, urban legends, or the supernatural nonsense that filled late-night AM radio shows, but the consistency of the stories—Clara, Ethan, the buried complaints—was impossible to dismiss. He requested Hargrove’s body cam footage for both incidents, only to find it “corrupted” during the exact times of the stops, the files unreadable, the tech department claiming it was a glitch in the new digital system installed last year. Mark didn’t buy it; he’d seen too many “glitches” in his career, always conveniently timed to protect someone with influence. He pulled Hargrove’s patrol schedules and cross-referenced them with ER admissions across Seattle’s hospitals—Harborview, Swedish, Virginia Mason, even smaller clinics in Renton, Bellevue, and Kirkland. Fifteen more patients in the past two years reported similar wounds—puncture marks on the neck, no clear cause, all on nights Hargrove was on duty. Eight were dismissed as drug-related, five as self-inflicted, two as “animal bites” attributed to stray dogs or raccoons by harried ER doctors. None led to charges, and most of the victims were marginalized—homeless, sex workers, transients, runaways—people the system often ignored, their voices silenced by bureaucracy, poverty, or fear.

Mark took his findings to Deputy Chief Karen Walsh, a 15-year veteran with a reputation for fairness and a no-nonsense approach to discipline, her office a stark contrast to the chaos of the precinct’s lower levels. They met on the top floor, where the view of Elliott Bay was obscured by a brewing storm, the sky a bruised purple that mirrored Mark’s mood, the rain lashing the windows in sheets, rattling the glass. He spread out the evidence on her desk: ER photos, witness statements, patrol logs, and a detailed timeline of incidents, meticulously annotated with dates, locations, and victim profiles, his handwriting cramped from hours of work, his fingers stained with ink. Walsh’s face grew stonier with each page, her lips a thin line, her fingers drumming impatiently on the desk, her nails tapping a sharp, rhythmic beat that set Mark’s teeth on edge, her posture rigid as if braced for a fight.

“You’re chasing ghosts, Mark,” she said, tossing the file back across her desk with a thud that echoed in the quiet office, her voice clipped, her eyes cold. “Hargrove’s a good cop, one of our best, a damn hero with medals to prove it. These are junkies, drunks, and kids with overactive imaginations. You’re wasting department resources on a wild goose chase that’s going nowhere, and you’re risking your career in the process.”

“Resources?” Mark’s voice rose, his frustration boiling over like a pot left too long on the stove, his hands clenching into fists, his pulse pounding in his ears. “We’ve got medical reports, consistent statements, and missing footage. You’re telling me that’s nothing? That’s not a coincidence, Karen, it’s a cover-up, and it’s happening under your nose, maybe with your approval.”

“No proof,” Walsh snapped, her eyes cold as the rain outside, her voice cutting through the air like a blade, her posture shifting slightly, as if ready to pounce. “You’re Internal Affairs, not a tabloid reporter chasing vampire stories or UFOs. Drop it, Mark, or you’ll regret it. I mean it, and I won’t say it again. You’re on thin ice, and you’re about to fall through.”

The warning landed like a physical blow, sharp and deliberate, carrying a weight that felt personal, almost threatening, as if she were guarding a secret too dangerous to touch. Mark left her office, his mind racing, his hands clenched so tightly his knuckles ached, his pulse pounding like a drum. Walsh’s dismissal wasn’t just professional—it felt like she was protecting Hargrove, shielding him from scrutiny, maybe shielding others in the department, a network of complicity he couldn’t yet map. He began tailing the officer after hours, using an unmarked car to blend into Seattle’s rainy nights, the city’s wet streets reflecting the glow of streetlights, neon signs, and the occasional flash of lightning that lit up the skyline. Hargrove’s habits were peculiar, even for a night-shift cop: he avoided daylight assignments, preferred solitary patrols in the city’s underbelly—Pioneer Square, the International District, the alleys of Belltown—and never joined his squad for post-shift drinks at The Rusty Anchor or the dive bar on First Avenue. His movements were too smooth, too precise, like a predator stalking prey, his eyes scanning the shadows as if he owned them, his presence a quiet menace.

One night, Mark followed him to a narrow alley behind a shuttered bookstore in Belltown, the air thick with the smell of garbage, rain, and something faintly metallic. Hargrove met a homeless man, his silhouette stark against the flickering streetlight, his posture relaxed but alert, like a hunter sizing up his quarry. Mark watched from his car, his breath fogging the window, his heart pounding as Hargrove leaned close to the man, their interaction brief but intense, the man’s body slumping slightly. Minutes later, Hargrove emerged alone, his face unreadable, his hands tucked into his jacket, his gait unhurried, as if nothing had happened. The next morning, the man was found unconscious behind a dumpster, two puncture wounds on his neck, his face pale as death, his pulse weak but steady, his eyes wide with terror when paramedics revived him. Mark visited the man at Harborview, but he refused to talk, muttering about “red eyes” and “monsters” before clamming up, his hands shaking as he pulled the hospital blanket tighter, his fear palpable.

Mark’s nights became sleepless, his Queen Anne apartment a mess of case files, coffee cups, takeout containers, crumpled notes, and newspaper clippings about missing persons, the walls papered with maps and timelines. He dug deeper, pulling complaints from the SPD’s archives dating back to the early 1970s, working late into the night under the harsh glow of a desk lamp, the city’s hum a distant backdrop through his open window. He found 22 similar cases—officers accused of bizarre assaults, always involving neck wounds, always dismissed as unfounded or unsubstantiated, the paperwork buried in dusty files or deleted from digital systems with no explanation. The names formed a chilling pattern: Hargrove, Daugherty, Walsh, and even Chief of Police Raymond Caldwell, who’d been a beat cop in the ‘80s when a similar complaint was buried under “insufficient evidence.” Other names surfaced—Lieutenant James Kessler, a wiry man with a hawkish face and eyes that seemed to see too much; Sergeant Maria Lopez, a veteran known for her sharp tongue and fierce loyalty; Officer David Chen, a quiet rookie with an uncanny knack for night patrols; and a dozen others, all current SPD officers, all linked to night shifts, all with impeccable records that seemed too clean, too perfect, like a facade hiding something rotten. The deeper Mark dug, the darker the picture became—a network of officers, all tied to the same strange incidents, all shielded by the department’s upper ranks, their complaints buried in a system designed to protect its own, a system that seemed to bend to their will like a puppet on strings.
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