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Chapter 1 – Attempting a Change
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Chief of Police Raymond Ellory is investigating a crime scene, or rather, one where justice took place, as the skin of the criminals who did deals in this abandoned apartment building has become one with the walls, ceiling, and floors. He chews his gum while thinking about how much he hates vigilantes and what his next move should be. Raymond has a shaved military cut hairstyle with a scar over his left eye, scars on both sides of his face, and is wearing a long dark coat, body armor, and his Chief badge for all to see. His assistant, Chief Assistant Ralph, is dressed in the same way except he isn’t scarred at all and has slightly longer hair.

Ralph approaches him from behind and says, “There’s not much else here to find that the forensics team can dig up. The guy who’s been doing this leaves no trace of entering or leaving. He never gets hit, so he never leaves bloodstains, nor does he seem to walk because we can’t find any shoe marks unique to him.”

“Even if I don’t find anything new, I want this to be a motivator to find him,” Raymond says.

“Motivator? Ha! For most, it either scares them or motivates them to do the same thing. You’re lucky we had other officers come here first after people heard about screams and moans coming from this building.”

“Yeah. No one deserves to live stretched out like this. I don’t blame those two who came here first and put them out of their misery.”

“Will you be here long? You still have dinner with Mayor Jeph and Deputy Mayor Tim later tonight.”

“You can have my meal and be there in my place if I don’t show. Looks like it’s going to be another long night.”

“When is it not? Call me if you need anything.”

Raymond nods while examining the faces of the criminals, all of whom have their faces stuck in a state of perpetual horror, their mouths wide as if they’re still screaming. After checking the two floors of the apartment, he heads to the rooftop and looks out at the city of Meridian. Ahead of him is the center of it that constantly shines and towers above the poverty-stricken areas that surround it. He spits out his gum into a wrapper and is tempted to light a cigarette, but holds back and just plays with his lighter, turning it on and off again.

“Nice view, isn’t it?” I say from the shadows.

Raymond pulls out his revolver and points it in the direction of my voice as he turns around. He says, “Why don’t you share it with me rather than hiding?”

“Oh, I’m not hiding. I’ve been with you. Ever since you got here. Allow me to introduce myself.” I partially manifest my head and part of my body right in front of Raymond, scaring him. “My name is L’Obscurité. It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”

“The pleasure is all mine. I’ve been wanting to meet you and put you behind bars for all the killing and torturing you’ve done.”

“My powers force people to see the sin in themselves. How they suffer and if they die is entirely dependent on them.”

“I don’t care for specifics. I just want you in cuffs! Manifest yourself completely, or I will blow your head off.”

“I’m not here to turn myself in. I’m-”

Raymond fires a shot that cuts across my face.

“Do. What. I. Said.”

“Haha! If that’s how you want to play this, then I will as well.”

Using my powers on Raymond, he starts to shake uncontrollably.

“What...what did you do to me?” he says while his finger keeps slipping from the trigger of his gun.

“Making you see your sin for yourself and revealing more to me. You shake because you hesitate to act at times. You don’t always hold your fellow officers’ feet to the fire when you notice they are slacking, acting childish, or being unbecoming of their office. You think that you can’t handle and solve every problem, and that it’s someone else’s problem to deal with, and even when it is, you don’t always help that person. In those you served, you see corruption at all levels, from the poorest wretch on the street to the most powerful politician and businessman, and you do nothing to change them.”

“Shut-shut up! I haven’t done anything wrong!”

“Inaction is just as sinful as action and can be worse than it. You are guilty of sloth. Guilty of letting criminals get away with theft, murder, the corruption of government, and unspeakable acts of lust, all because you didn’t think it was your problem to solve. That’s why you’re here. You have something to make up for and know that you’ve done wrong.”

“I said shut up!”

Raymond gets control of himself again and fires bullet after bullet into my face until his gun is empty and clicking. The large holes in my face close, and I stand as if nothing happened.

“Your superhuman rounds do nothing to me. Again, I’m not here to turn myself in. I want to work together with you.”

“I’m not going to work with a sadistic freak like you!”

“You have the opportunity to make me less of a freak and more like one of the law-abiding heroes and vigilantes of this city. It’s the better option, don’t you think?”

Raymond thinks for a bit, sighs, then says, “It is, but why would you want to when you’ve been working solo for a year?”

“You know that what I’ve been doing has been inspiring many others to do the same for better and worse. I’d like to make sure it’s for the better by working with the law. My efforts throughout the year have been less than effective in preventing extremist acts of vigilantism.”

“Ha! What does someone like you consider to be extremist?”

“I have no problem with the beating and killings of those truly guilty of heinous crimes, but there are those out there who will harm others just because they have different beliefs, have done minor crimes, work for shady companies or the government, and may appear to be more suspicious than they really are.”

“Understandable, but wouldn’t it have been better to have gone legit or stop trying to be a hero?”

“Trust me when I say that I’ve tried taking a break for a few months and working legitimately with my friends under my true name.”

“And your true name would be?”

“I’m not going to tell you. Not now, at least.”

“Come on. It would establish a bond of trust between us. Show me the face behind that mask.”

“...as you wish.”

I manifest a hand that pulls down my scarf that’s covering my face to reveal that half of my face is rotting and skeletal. This scares Raymond, who unintentionally takes a couple of steps back.

“I’ll let you know that this isn’t my real face, and I have something better than my identity that will establish trust between us. The information that I’ve gathered from the people in this apartment building has allowed me to find the location where they keep their stolen weapons, drugs, and other valuables.”

“How is that better than your identity?”

“Because it shows you that I’m intentionally restraining myself so that I don’t act like I usually do. If I had, those people at their secret stash would’ve been long-dead by now, and you wouldn’t have heard about it until tomorrow. So, what do you say? Can we work together?”

“Seeing as how it’s my best option to keep you from killing every criminal on the street, I accept, but remember, we’re doing this by the book.”

“Yes, sir, Chief Raymond. As an added favor, I’ll fly you to our target.”

“Wait, hold on!”

I wrap Raymond in darkness, and together, we fly through the air until we reach our destination. He’s shaky when we land and takes a second to gather himself.

“Don’t...do that without my okay. Okay?”

“Heh, sure.”

I go through the heavy steel door, unlock it, and allow Raymond inside. This warehouse is a dark, dim place that stinks of sin and the scum that inhabit it, and if I weren’t in my L’Obscurité form, I’d probably get sick and throw up. As for Raymond, he seems to be dealing with it fine and has his revolver out. He makes our presence known and tells the criminals to turn themselves in. No one responds, making Raymond think that no one is here until the criminals respond with gunfire. I shield Raymond with my body until the gunfire calms down and my power starts taking effect on the criminals. Some start throwing up money out of their bleeding mouths, while others start uncontrollably scratching themselves, shaking, or some other side effect as a result of their addiction to drugs, money, or violence.

“What’s happening?” Raymond asks.

“They’re debilitated and won’t die. That is if they don’t kill themselves as a result of their condition, of course,” I say. Raymond immediately calls his assistant, Ralph, to come to this location and bring help for the addicts. “Come. There may be more here.”

Following me with his gun up and ready to shoot, we search the rest of the warehouse until we enter the office within it and are met with gunfire again. Raymond manages to get a few shots off to injure a few of the criminals, so they don’t fight back while I string up the others. Going up to the boss of this gang, I ask him about his other operations, but he is uncooperative and acts tough. I’m not sure if it’s the drugs and alcohol in his system making him act this way or if he’s just that full of himself. Because we can’t get any answers out of him, I manifest a hand and put it down his throat and into his body, which starts expanding like a balloon.

“Hey!” Raymond says.

“Don’t worry. He won’t die from this, even though he may wish to,” I say as I search through his internal organs before pulling out feces from his mouth. “Huh. I couldn’t find a spine, but I did find this where his heart should be.”

The man splits in half from the bottom of his nose down to his crotch, and feces come out of his open body. He’s still alive, his eyes darting around the room, and his mouth agape with a gurgling scream coming out of it.

“What the hell...” Raymond says in astonishment.

“Again, he won’t die and will be back to normal by tomorrow morning, but he may need therapy,” I say.

“You’re screwed up in the head.”

“Maybe, however, this man got what he deserved. I can’t control what happens to those affected by my powers. Anyways, I got the information that I need, but I will have to act on it tomorrow. I have somewhere else to be tonight. Tonight has been fruitful, hasn’t it?”

“I won’t lie. There’s a lot here to lock up, and it’s a gold mine of weapons, drugs, and criminals to lock up. At the same time, you’ve shown that you’re more messed up than I thought.”

“Yes. I look forward to working with you again. Remember well what you have seen and experienced today.”

I laugh as I enter the shadows, leave the building, and travel faster than the speed of light to tonight’s dinner with the mayor. After manifesting myself from the shadows, I enter the meeting at the hotel from the front entrance and take my seat with my best friend, Lancetto, who is dressed in his favorite top hat and suit, glasses, and tie as usual. His gold, white, and blue outfit contrasts with my black and grey suit, tie, and shoes as if he’s the more joyful side of the two of us, while I’m the dark, brooding type.

“How did it go with the chief?” he asks in a lowered voice.

“I think it went well, even though I did scare him a lot. I gave him an offer he couldn’t refuse,” I say.

“Do you really think this is the best way to make your comeback? The people whom you inspired are still at large despite what you did to temper them.”

“I’m open to suggestions since there doesn’t seem to be a better option. I mean, throwing money at the problem, creating jobs, and promoting being good, law-abiding citizens have done less. You should know.”

“Pfft. You could say that again.”

“Besides, Darcy’s contacts confirm that working in the field is better than me behind a desk.”

“Do you really still listen to her after what she did?”

“Sometimes.”

“Are you in love with her?”

“No, I don’t think I am.”

“You don’t think? That doesn’t sound
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