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	Chapter 1

	 

	I knelt down on the ice-cold asphalt, staring at the dead, naked woman on her back in front of me. She was barely illuminated by flickering street lamps in a dirty, piss-soaked alley. Why had they thawed me out for this?

	 

	My partner Tucker Carlson knelt next to me. “Any ideas?” he said.

	 

	“There is one thing I can say for certain.”

	 

	“And what’s that?”

	 

	“She wont be having kids any time soon.”

	 

	He flashed me a nasty look. “You can’t say shit like that about the dead, man. It’s not right.”

	 

	I pulled out a cigarette from a pack of Lucky Strikes I had before I’d been frozen and lit it with a butane torch, sucking on the filter until the cherry burned red-hot. I blew the smoke right in Tucker’s face. “I can say whatever the fuck I want you pretentious little bitch.”

	 

	“You’re not supposed to be smoking either. The New World Order outlawed that in 2025, twenty-five years ago.”

	 

	I ignored him, taking another drag as I stared at the woman’s bruised and beaten body. Blue contusions stretched up her legs toward her groin, a cross was carved into her lower abdomen with a dull blade, and the cuts were deep. My money was on someone taking her organs to sell on the black market. What sickened me the most was her twat. It was shaved and stitched shut with 20-pound test fishing wire. What kind of sick fuck would do such a thing?

	 

	“How long has this poor woman been here?” I said.

	 

	“Her body was found around 11:30 PM, given the foot traffic in this area, I’d say she was dropped off no earlier than 11:00 PM.”

	 

	I looked back up at Tucker. “You know I prefer my women with bush, when did that go out of style?”

	 

	Tucker shook his head. “You have issues man. You should see the precinct shrink and make sure your brain didn’t get scrambled during the freeze and unfreeze.”

	 

	“Answer my question.”

	 

	“The 1990’s.”

	 

	“That’s too bad. I could use some bushy tail.” 

	 

	I pulled out a pocketknife from my black trench coat, the bottom rim of which was probably soaked in the piss of a thousand different drunks. Tucker looked at me with a scorn of disapproval. “Don’t you fucking do it.”

	 

	I snapped the blade into place. “Sir, yes sir!”

	 

	He was adamant. “You’re going to get us censured!”

	 

	I sighed. “Quit being such a pussy. The LAPD brought me back from the ice to clean this city up. Do you want me to solve this fucking case or not? Or would you rather I stand here and do nothing while the cocksucker who did this kills again?”

	 

	“Vic, stop it man. You can’t say words like that anymore. You’ll get us sued.”

	 

	“You know what your problem is Tucker?”

	 

	“What?”

	 

	“It’s that you’re a cocksucker, aren’t you?”

	 

	Tucker sighed and shook his head. “We should have left you in ice.”

	 

	I smiled, taking a drag of my cigarette. “You should have, but you didn’t.” I took the edge of my pocketknife and began to split the fishing line sutures, freeing her twat from bondage. As her pussy opened back up I noticed a string of beads curled up inside of her. I took a single bead by the tip, pulling the chain of them out slowly. It was a rosary with a cross at the end. I held it up to Tucker who recoiled in disgust. “It was like pulling a string of pearls out of an oyster.”

	 

	“Fabulous,” he said. 

	 

	Color me crazy, but I wasn’t buying his enthusiasm. I held the glistening rosary beads into the flickering streetlights. “It looks like we’ve got ourselves a religious fanatic now don’t we?” 

	 

	Tucker nodded. “Or one that wants us to think that. Give me one of them smokes, will you?”

	 

	I laughed, ignoring his request, placing the rosary in a small plastic bag and tucking it into my coat. “What do you know about Catholicism?”

	 

	“Give me a cigarette and I’ll tell you.”

	 

	“Here you go you hypocritical prick.” I pulled out a stale cigarette and handed it to him, torching the tip with my butane lighter. “I never would have thought such a gentle soul like yourself would have such a penchant for the leaf.”

	 

	“Fuck you, Vic.”

	 

	I laughed. He was just too easy to pick on. “Catholicism, go.”

	 

	He took a drag. “What I know is this: most organized religions died out a couple of decades ago as the discovery of life on extra solar planets became commonplace. People realized the bible was just another story used to control them.”

	 

	I took another drag and flicked my cigarette butt into the alley. “Can’t say I saw that one coming. Let’s start with ex-priests; they were always into some shady shit in my day. Fiddling little boys and girls and whatnot like first class creeps. Can you cook up some leads with all of your whiz-bang technology?”

	 

	Tucker nodded. “I can. We actually began to collect data on religion as it became more marginalized in society. First it was Hindu terrorists we tracked, and now we track it all. It’s all become fringe.”

	 

	The coroner’s van emerged into the alleyway, along with a few more squad cars, their blue and yellow lights twirling in the night. “Come on man, let’s go.” I tossed Tucker my keys. “You can drive. Surely you’ve got to be good for something.”

	 

	He caught the keys and I honestly thought the little wimp was going to cry.  I wasn’t yet convinced he was ready for real police work. He took one last drag and threw his cigarette out. We tucked ourselves in the car and he pulled out a foldable electronic screen, which he manipulated with his fingers. Technology had come a long ways in 100 years.

	 

	Tucker grew a bit overexcited. “We’ve got ten ex-catholic priests registered in a one mile radius! Two of them have done hard time!”

	 

	“For what?”

	 

	“One went in for rape. And the other…” he paused.

	 

	“Say it.”

	 

	“Child porn production and distribution.”

	 

	I scratched my head. “That woman in the alley was a little old for his taste, don’t you think?”

	 

	“Not by much.”

	 

	“But by enough. Let’s go have a little chat with the rapist. I’ve got a few questions for him.”

	 

	Tucker nodded and started the car. “But just a talk Vic.”

	 

	“Right. Just a friendly chat.” What Tucker didn’t know is that I’d crossed my fingers behind my back.

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	As we drove though the city of Los Angeles I almost lost my dinner. It wasn’t only the dead broad in the alleyway that disgusted me, but the dilapidation of this once fine city. 100 extra years hadn’t done her any favors.

	 

	It was like a cancer hung high above L.A. It was cloudy and cold, and graffiti covered every wall of every building, stretching up so high they must have needed a fireman’s ladder to do it. The electrical grid was shot too, and half the city was out of power at any given time. And the drunks, they were everywhere, wandering around the streets like zombies on a quest for fresh flesh.

	 

	They should have left me frozen. 

	 

	“We’re here,” Tucker said as we pulled up to a small pink house on First Street. The house was old, rotting on the outside. A dim light lit the front door. 

	 

	“Hey Tucker, what’s this creep’s name?”

	 

	“Peter Thiele.”

	 

	“Fuck. That’s just plain ugly.” I checked my watch. It was 2:00 AM in the morning, and this son of a bitch was about to get a nasty surprise. We walked up to the door and I slammed my rolled up fist on the wood as hard as I could. “Open up, LAPD!”

	 

	“God damn Vic, relax. There ain’t no sense in waking up the whole neighborhood.”

	 

	There was no answer so I slammed the door again. “Open up, LAPD! Strike two!”

	 

	“Jesus Christ Vic! Give him a minute!”

	 

	“We don’t have a minute!”

	 

	“Hello?” a voice said through the door. He opened it only partially so that the chain lock was held taught. “How can I help you two gentlemen?”

	 

	“It’s detectives,” I said. “Are you Peter Thiele the rapist ex-priest?”

	 

	He nodded. “My name is Peter, yes. Who the hell are you?”

	 

	“I’m Detective Vic Vicious, and this here’s my partner Detective Tucker Carlson. I need to ask you some questions about a missing person. And I’m not going to ask you twice. May we come inside?”

	 

	“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’ve had nothing to do with a missing person. It’s late, and unless you’ve got yourself a warrant you need to step off my stoop.”

	 

	“Wrong answer,” I said. I plowed through the door with my shoulder, breaking the lock and knocking the ol’ rapist Peter Thiele straight into his couch, where he sat there dumbfounded in a towel and nothing else.

	 

	Tucker was in a state of shock. “Jesus Christ Vic!”

	 

	I just stared at him cold in his eyes. He knew better than to talk back to me, especially in front of the scum of the Earth.

	 

	“You-you shouldn’t say the Lord’s name in vain,” Peter said.

	 

	“He’ll say whatever the fuck he wants you sick fuck. Now you sit there and you answer my questions before you really start to piss me off. Do you want that?”

	 

	He shook his head. “No. Ask what you need to ask and leave.”

	 

	“What did it feel like when you raped those women, huh? Do you miss it?” He shook his head. As if what I said disgusted him. I tapped on my watch. “I’m waiting for an answer. And I don’t like to wait.”

	 

	“What I did was wrong and I’ve been rehabilitated. I really can’t help you. I don’t know anything about a missing person.”

	 

	I smacked him. “Don’t you sass me boy. Tucker, show him.”

	 

	Tucker pulled out his electronic pad and unrolled it. He loaded up the picture of the unnamed female and showed it to Peter. “Now I want you to look at that woman you scumbag piece of shit, and you tell me what you know or you’re never going to walk again.”

	 

	He looked at the picture, the dim light of the tablet shining on his face. He started to cry. “I-I don’t know anything. That’s just horrible. Please, you need to leave.”

	 

	“I’m not done with you. Where were you around 11:00 PM tonight?”

	 

	“I-I was with a friend,” he said, his hands shaking.

	 

	“Does that friend have a name?”

	 

	“I-I don’t know his real name. He goes by E-Eddie.”

	 

	“So you say you have a friend but that you don’t know his real name?” 

	 

	“It’s complicated.” Peter squirmed back into his cloth couch
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