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1: The New World Order
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The world had changed. humanity had changed. For better or worse, society in general had changed.

Crime had not stopped. Suicide, though now illegal and prosecutable if one failed, or even if one was, had not ended. In fact, both had become so commonplace as to be seen as a part of everyday life.

Criminals walked the streets unchecked. Guns had been made a necessity after countless legislative reforms that had made open carry a law man's nightmare. The police were now too afraid to be out after dark to be of any use.

And yet, I was still a police detective. I, Lieutenant Joe Martins, was still old school. I went out on the night beat, numb to the terrors that stalked the streets. At least I was still unafraid.

But then, I had been raised on the streets. I was used to the blinking lights and flashing messages. I knew the people. The dangers.

Those who dwelled in the shadows left me alone. They tended to leave my partners alone as well.

I knew the corporations. The cloners. The Tech kings. The Pharma kings.

I also knew the people. The frightened, huddled masses. And I knew that they were in need of my presence.

And so, I went out after dark. My colleagues believed me to be crazy. A bit touched.

Perhaps that was because most of them had been born within the sanctuary of the fortress-like apartment buildings. Or, maybe, it was because none of them had been out there. None had met me before I entered their world.

They had no idea the things I had been forced to do to survive. Or what those on the streets had to do to subsist. They only believed that every soul on the streets was a criminal

That is why I kept my birthplace a secret. They would not understand. They would sit in judgment.

I did not want that. I didn't need it.  Besides, it tended to do more damage to the one doing the judging than it did to the one being judged.

I had better things than to worry about what others thought of me. Like protecting and serving. Or solving crimes.

I did not agree with some of the laws that had been passed. Laws like convicting those who committed, or tried to, suicide. It was pointless.

The pressures of our society were thousands of times worse than they had been in previous generations. The government was no longer a democratic one. In fact, those in control believed themselves to be the humane, benevolent moral judges of all.

In reality, they were despotic and vindictive. their laws exposed that much about their soullessness. And they were extremely soulless.

It was the price they paid for their endless greed. Their deep seated hatred for any who was different. But, of course, that was the last vestiges of religion.

Their hate. Their greed. Their twisted morals...or should I say, their amorality?

After all, they were free to murder in the name of justice. They were able to rob in the name of bettering society. They were even free to lie in the name of the truth.

The rest of humanity was not so free. Lying held a death sentence. Theft, too. As did many other minor infractions or social habits.

They had even come close to outlawing sexual intercourse altogether. And they would have, had it not been pointed out that the human race would be extinct within mere decades if they did so. Still, they restricted it.

We were now limited to how many children we could have. Divorce was not allowed. Cheating...well, that was another thing altogether. As long as you didn't get caught, you could have as many lovers as you wished. If you were caught, you were sterilized.

Not that it mattered. It didn't stop the cheating. It just stopped you from adding unwanted children to the already critically high population.

Still, no matter how bad it seemed, The lights kept the crime in the shadows. Or when storms took out all the lights.

The cities now spanned the continents. There was no longer any farmland. Our food was now either hydroponically grown or replicated. Genetically engineered.

All animals and birds had become extinct shortly after they had invented the replicator. A side effect of pollution and over predation. But by that time, humans no longer cared.

They had already been stripped of all their rights through their need to be led. The parties had ceased to function independently after 2089, when democracy finally died.

It was now 2139. Authoritarianism had become the norm. The corruption it had sought, or so it claimed, to stamp out was all too prevalent throughout it.

It had stripped the landed poor of all property, forcing them onto the streets and into the shadows. It had closed all factories off to them, leaving them without work and without hope. And, to make things worse, it demonized them. The action had created a division. A schism.

Now, there were two worlds. The "upper world", where the elite lived; and the "lower world" or "underworld" where the homeless writhed in the shadows. The "upper world" only emerged during the day, when the light kept the shadows at bay. The "underworld" was always there, but was only seen at night. In the dark.

Any elite who emerged after dark was an easy target. No amount of security would save them. No law would be broken.

What happened in the dark was left unseen. Uninvestigated. Unpunished.

Only when it spilled into the "upper world" did any crime get punished. Only if an underworlder broke into the apartment of an upper worlder and killed them, then a crime had been committed.

to keep the two worlds apart, glass causeways had been erected between buildings. This kept the upper worlder from having to venture from their building fortresses. And thus, few upper worlders ventured from their worlds of glass and metal.

It had worked until I appeared. I had no history. No apparent link to the upper world.
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2: Formation Of The Suicide Squad
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I had been at the precinct for three years when they decided to start the new Suicide Investigations unit. As a senior officer, I was offered placement as lead detective. It was an opportunity I couldn't pass up.

I was still a bit naive about the laws and thought that it simply meant that we would be investigating and confirming whether a death was suicide or not. I had no idea that there had been laws passed that made suicide a felony. I had no clue that I would have to arrest people for attempting suicides.

But those laws were new. And new laws meant a new unit. And fuller holding cells.

I would learn quickly to refrain from voicing my disgust at the new laws as protesting, and even voicing disgust at the ridiculousness of laws, was against the law as well. And even giving voice to disgust could carry a hefty sentence. One I could not afford.

Still, I would continue to disapprove of the work I did even if I couldn't voice it. I would be rather lenient with many cases. I would list them as accidental deaths even after they were proven to be planned.

Only my partners would know how many cases I refused to file correctly. I, on the other hand, did not keep a record of such actions. I figured that the commissioner would chock it up as inexperience...at least in the beginning.

I no longer cared what he might call it once we got deeper in. I wasn't corrupt. I wasn't without a conscience.

Good deeds need not be recorded. After all, the people I saved from erroneous charges were already dead. They would not know what I had done for them.

And, in the beginning, the Commissioner couldn't prove what I had been doing. There were no machines to counter my claims. And my partners weren't about to squeal either.

They were just as against the erroneous law as I was. Just as they were against the anti-protests laws. And many other oppressive laws.

We had an agreement. None of us within the unit would tell how many cases we incorrectly labeled as accidental. Or as murder.

We would continue to protect as many people as we possibly could. we would ease the burden of the courts as much as we could. All in the name of being humane.

It seemed the right thing to do. And it was.

***
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IT WAS THE SWEARING in ceremony, the moment that the new unit was formed, when the commissioner approached me with a young woman.

"Joe," he began, "I wantcha to meet your new partner, Sam."  He turned so that he was not facing either of us, but could see both of us. "Joe Martins, meet Samantha Royalle. Sam, this is Joe."

" Glad to make your acquaintance, Joe," she smiled and shook my hand, "hope to help you make a difference."

"I hope we do make a difference," I nodded, "and solve how some of these poor souls died."

"I'm sure we'll be able to do just that," she agreed.

"I'll leave you two to get acquainted," the commissioner stated, then raised his cup, "here's to future success."

"He up to something?" She mused. "Or is he always that way?"

"Who knows," I shrugged, "He's always doing something odd."

"So," She looked away nervously, "what's our job going to be?"

"I don't really know," I answered truthfully, "I guess to determine whether someone committed suicide or whether they were murdered."

"You don't suppose that it has anything to do with those mysterious new laws they passed, do you?" She pressed.

"I wasn't aware of any new laws," I shook my head, "but then, I don’t have my ear permanently glued to the news."

"Oh," she released a breath in relief, "well, whatever we're supposed to be doing, let's do it like we did our old jobs."

"Where'd they pull you from?" I asked, suddenly curious.

"Vice," She looked at me suspiciously, "why?"

"Just curious," I shrugged.

"So," she changed the subject, "are ya married?"

"Nah," I stated, "divorced. No kids. You?"

"Nope," she winked, "and not attached either."

"You wanna hook up?" I asked.

"Might as well," she giggled, "after all, we will be working rather closely together."

"Traditional dates?" I asked. "Or whatever might come?"

"I think we'll do the friends with benefits thing," She advised, "and see where that leads. We'll alternate apartments. Mine one night, yours the next. We'll
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