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Trigger


-Extreme, graphic violence



-sexual assault



-cigarette smoking



San Francisco

It starts with driving. It always starts with driving. The wet city streets reflecting the street lights and the neon store signs. The black van hides him, holding him close, hugging him like a lover. Inside he sits in a darkness so profound even night would think it black.

They are out tonight. They always are. The body parts pale in the moonlight. The alleys offering them up as sacrifices. Dirty, cold, shivering, small, ineffectual. Sexual, stupid, vapid, insipid. Soon, soon something else. Soon a fame they would trade anything to avoid.

They rarely understand. They don’t put it all together until the light is soon to fade.

They are the most beautiful when they are leaving.

He parks and ushers a thin brunette over. Nice legs. Eyes dull from drink. He can appear as very normal. He can appear as positively dull.

He asks her her name. She says Maggie, or perhaps it’s Mary. He doesn’t actually give a fuck.

She gives her rates. He agrees. She enters his black van. He offers her cocaine. She accepts.

There is no greater mission. He doesn’t think there is. He’s not an artist, or one deluded into thinking he is unique, or special. He is a violent man. He is one of innumerable. No grand design.

The shadows. The shadows are deep. They are always near to him, darker than regular shadows. They do not speak. They only are.  

There is just driving.

It always starts with driving.

Detective Luce Cassano coughs, violently, then takes a quick sip of his mojito to try to soothe his throat. He wears a green tweed suit coat, with a gray dress shirt, and a green bowtie with red roses. His dark black curly hair is wild, high, and wide, and he has substantial sideburns traveling down either side of his face. The prodigious bags under his eyes are visible even in the gloom of the smoky bar.

His partner, Alicia Mitrea, laughs at him. He lifts his lit Pall Mall red, giving her the finger as he raises the cigarette to his lips.

“Oh ho ho, okay asshole, what, you think closing one murder case makes you a big shot now?”

He smiles, then exhales, slowly. There is a brightness to his eyes.

“Wasn’t much of a fuckin’ case, it was the husband. Nine times out of ten it is the husband.”

“Yes,” Detective Mitrea says, her eyes half-lidded from the drink, “but you figured out it was the ex husband from five years ago.”

“Well,” he says, taking another long drag off of his cigarette, “it’s just a matter of paying attention.”


Mitrea smiles, still wearing her black leather jacket and dark blue jeans. A little butch but Cassano thinks she’s a detective, it doesn’t need to be a fucking flower dress.


“Oh, shut the fuck up and celebrate already, you morose lunkhead,” Mitrea says.

“Lunkhead?” he says, laughing. “You’re calling me a lunkhead? I watched you trip for no reason at all and fall off a curb last week.”

“Yeah, and you didn’t even try to help me!”

“The fuck you want me to do, that was God’s will.”

“You are such an asshole…”

“What? It was! You literally tripped on thin fucking air. That was…” he chuckles, “that was God damn divine intervention!”

“Jesus H. Christ, is this why you are divorced?”

“No,” Detective Cassano says, his smile fading. “I’m divorce because my wife was fucking the mailman.”

There is a pause while Detective Mitrea stares at him, as if trying to decide if he’s kidding. They get along famously. He suspects it’s because each is from similar enough ancestral backgrounds, hers Romanian, his Italian.

Finally, she takes a drink from her own Mojito, and speaks.

“You’re yanking my chain.”

“Hand to God.”

“No shit?”

“No shit.”

“She was fucking the mailman!” Mitrea says, loud enough a few heads turn.

“Jesus Christ, keep your fuckin’ voice down,” he hisses, leaning in, gesturing with his finger for her to do the same. She does.

“He had a bigger package than me.”


Mojito flies out of her mouth as Mitrea spits, bursting out laughing. “Oh you are such an asshole!”


“I ever tell you how I scared the mailman by coming to the door naked?”

“Oh, here we go.”

“Well, did I?”

“Just finish the stupid joke. I know you will.”

“I don’t know what scared him more, the fact that I was naked, or that I knew where he lived.”

Detective Mitrea cringes. She finishes the rest of her Mojito, then signals for the bartender.

“Do you think it’s too late to get reassigned?”

In the corner of the same dive bar a heavyset bald white man sits. Reporter Daniel Trendon is tying one on. His date stood him up. Which pisses him off. He’s really horny. He was expecting to get some sugar.

He slams down his empty glass and stumbles for the exit. He sees a board full of flyers by the door. One paper in particular catches his drunken eye. A white flyer that just says “The Church of the Dark Light,” and has phone numbers one can rip off at the bottom.

He takes the phone number and wanders out drunkenly onto the wet, San Francisco streets.

He sits in his near dark apartment, save a single desk lamp. He will not be here for much longer. The rent is becoming more than he can afford.

He has a spot in nature he thinks would be perfect. It is only two hours away.

San Francisco is such an interesting city to him. A place simultaneously so affluent, yet with such obvious darkness on every street corner; a layer of grime visible to any who keep their eyes open.

One is in the room with him, he thinks. Always hard to tell, they are so nebulous. A feeling of being watched. The feeling never quite leaves.

He uses the blood from the tip of his right index finger to draw a pentagram on the wooden floor. The plan is not terribly clear to him. Not yet. All he has is the raw desire to hurt. The overwhelming urge to end a life. A beautiful life. There is no shortage of beauty in the city by the bay.

He feels a connection to this city of fog. He too lives in the obfuscation of nature. Often, he is not sure if he is entirely real.

Walking the streets he gets the sense it isn’t entirely sure if it is real, either. This facilitates their cohesion. The two of them, unreal together.

He cracks his large knuckles, then smiles in the near darkness. He might go out tonight after all. He stands, then grabs his jean jacket from the hook on the bedroom door.

The ritual is underway. In dark lava stones all around the room black candles have flames that flicker. The two leaders have encouraged all to wear their masks, the ones that show their true natures: the essence hidden underneath the flesh.

The woman is in a fox mask, her light brown hair spilling out behind. She takes off her black, flowing dress and begins to passionately kiss the large man next to her. He lifts her onto a crude, wooden table. On his face is a ram skull mask, with hard plastic horns that sway now as he fiercely penetrates the fox woman, who moans, loudly.

All about the room strangers in various masks disrobe and touch each other. The woman in the fox mask realizes they never got the words started. The chant. However, soon passion engulfs her and she is howling with the rest of the room. Naked forms pumping and caressing, shivering and spasming.

This is the first ritual The Church of the Dark Light has ever performed. 

He shoves his large hand into her mouth to stop her scream. Only a short, shrill sounds escapes before he silences her cries with flesh. She bites down hard. Blood leaks out of her mouth from the wound. She goes to scratch at his face, and he grabs her index finger and snaps the digit. A muffled wail of pain warbles from her bloody mouth. The giant of a man doesn’t react, merely takes the large hunting knife from the waistband of his blue jeans and slams it into her stomach. Her eyes go wide, delirious from the pain. His expression never changes. He stares directly into her eyes when he rams the knife into her, again, and again, and again. He uses his weight to press her into the wall. Her eyes are already starting to flutter when he rams the blade into her throat.

Cassano parks his brown Oldsmobile, and by some minor miracle doesn’t mount the curb. He doesn’t love to drink and drive, but he does, more than he should. He staggers up the steps and into his building.

Inside his place he scrounges through the refrigerator. He has Chinese leftovers. He gives them a sniff. Just on the side of still good.

He sits at his desk, staring at the cork board he has mounted on the wall. He has notecards, pinned with red and yellow thumbtacks. A map of the city is in the middle of the board. Certain thumbtacks are at certain points in the city, with red string leading to a notecard, listing a name, the time the body was found, and how the person was killed.

Cassano got the whole idea from a screenwriter friend, who told him he would use notecards and a board to arrange scenes, to help him with his scripts. And damn if the board, and the notecards, and the string has not helped him, quite a lot.

He stares at the map of the city, eating his leftover beef and broccoli. He has done some good. Seeing all the unsolved cases, it hardly seems like enough.

Reporter Daniel Trendon sits inside the house. It is obvious a lot of people live here. The place is a bit of a pigsty.

The two sit across the coffee table from him. The woman is sultry, bedroom eyes, but with a sort of animal quality to her expression. He gets the impression she might try to bite you if you were necking. The man is broad, tall. His eyes are very dead.

“So your…” Trendon struggles for a word that is not “cult,” and notices the audible pause in his speech. “Your organization—”


“Our collective,” the woman says, leaning in, placing her hand upon the back of his. The reporter darts a glance over at the husband, yet his eyes remain dead, while it is very clear he sees the gesture.



Odd ducks, Trendon thinks to himself. He shakes the confusion away, placing his pencil back to his notepad.
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