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        The Seattle Record  February 2, 2022

      

      

      
        
        The Angel of Death Strikes Again: More Body Parts Discovered on Alki Beach

      

        

      
        By: Joy Raymond

        The Seattle Record Staff Reporter

      

      

      SEATTLE - In what has become a chilling pattern for Seattle in recent weeks, a bystander has found a twelfth bag on the shore of Alki Beach near Duwamish Head containing human remains. According to a source inside of the Seattle Police Department, each bag has contained a limb from a different victim. Further, the limbs were each branded with the mark of a cross post-mortem.

      Along with the dismembered limb, each bag also contained a letter from the alleged killer, known as the “Angel of Death.” The letters, signed ‘Azrael,’ contain little useful information, according to the SPD. However, the homicide detective assigned to the case, Det. Hannah Wessex believes they will prove vital in identifying the Angel of Death.

      In a press conference held last night outside of Seattle Police Department Headquarters, Det. Wessex stated:

      “The so-called ‘Angel of Death’ is being pursued day and night by the SPD and every current lead is being followed. No further information is being offered at this time. We ask that Seattle residents mind their surroundings and adhere to the previously announced 10pm curfew. 

      There is currently a reward for any tips that lead to the arrest of the Angel of Death, so please call the tip line with any legitimate information.”

      The SPD prefers that all tips be submitted through the following number: 1-206-555-TIPS.

      Despite numerous requests, Det. Wessex will not provide further comment on the case, and the SPD will not share copies of “Azrael Letters” at this time.
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      The sky above us was smokey gray as we made our way down a quiet highway leading from Oregon to Washington. A fire somewhere near the border had finally been contained a few days earlier. Still, the hazy reminder of its destruction was clouding the sky. Even the inside of the car smelled like smoke.

      We were on our second day of the drive from Los Angeles to Seattle. Everyone in the car was more than a little exhausted. We were only four hours away from our destination, but it had been a long drive in Adam’s 1973 MG MGB Roadster. It didn’t help that Aluta was on the floor between my feet, grumbling about every bump in the road.

      It had been two months since we left Song and Danny in the diner in LA. We had to deal with a lot of shit before we could leave California, including Adam’s resignation from the force. He figured this was the last time he could get away with staying in the system as a member of any police force. People were going to catch on that he wasn’t aging, and that would be a problem. It was a problem both of us had dealt with before, though. Repeatedly. Once most of our connections were cut, we packed a few suitcases, and the cat, and started for Seattle.

      It looked like it was time to make up a new identity… again.

      According to Danny’s friend at the Seattle Police Department, they were making no progress on this serial killer, despite what they were telling the press. Danny sold Adam and me as two investigators with “special skills” in the study of demons. He didn’t go into specifics, because he didn’t know any, and the detective didn’t ask. She just agreed to accept our help. All I was sure of at this point was that this Azrael guy was no “Angel of Death,” but that wasn’t enough to be helpful.

      After spending the night at a place in Oregon with a strong Overlook vibe, now we were only four hours outside of Seattle. But Aluta was getting restless; he yawned and hissed at me at the same time.

      “I can’t believe we’re in Washington. You know I hate walking in the rain. And all to meddle in the affairs of humans? Bullshit. You know this guy isn’t Azrael.”

      I gave his pink nose a little flick and turned up the radio to drown him out. The station was playing classic 90s grunge, which meant we were getting close. Adam and I lived through generations of music, but we bonded over our love of grunge in Seattle in the late 80s and early 90s. I would never say it out loud, but I was a little excited to go back, even though the circumstances sucked. 

      “Even Flow” blasted out over the speakers and Adam reached over and squeezed my hand.

      “Remember when we saw Pearl Jam in that park in 1992? Cypress Hill was performing with them that night.”

      I rested my head on Adam’s shoulder and nuzzled in as close to him as I could manage. I remembered everything about our life together. We had centuries of memories that I couldn’t forget if I tried. It was one of the few perks of immortality. We’d had a whole car ride from Los Angeles to reminisce. The only one of us willing to talk about why we were going to Seattle was Aluta, and it was only because he wouldn’t stop fucking complaining.

      Since Aluta got the message to quiet down, I lowered the volume on the radio and sat back up.

      “Does Detective Wessex know we’re coming?”

      Adam nodded as he put his sunglasses on. The sun was ever-so-slightly peeking through the clouds and lingering smoke.

      “She’s meeting us at a coffee shop near her daughter’s middle school. She has to pick her up at 4:30. Something about a photography elective? Wessex was talking really fast.”

      I shook my head as I took a sip of my watered-down iced latte.

      “I’m not sure which sounds more exhausting: raising a middle schooler or chasing a serial killer.”

      Aluta yawned again as he readjusted his position on the floor.

      “The kid. The kid sounds more exhausting.”

      Costa talked up Detective Hannah Wessex a lot before they left LA. He made her sound like a superwoman. Honestly, I was looking forward to meeting her. Once Song went back to work cleaning up Hopewell Psychiatric Hospital, I spent most of my time around Costa, Aluta, and Adam. It turned out that I missed female friendship, new though it may have been.

      I couldn’t remember the last time I had a friend that wasn’t Adam, my father, or the cat. To be fair, it was hard to make friends when you couldn’t tell them the truth about who you were. I felt lucky that Song took as much as she did in stride. Adam and I were always waiting for Costa and Song to have some sort of human breakdown after they discovered as much as they did. 

      Instead, Song committed herself to protecting the teenagers of Los Angeles from any future attacks, and Costa quit the force to become a private detective. Adam was worried Costa was going to be investigating us, but he was willing to give his friend the benefit of the doubt for now. When we left LA, we all seemed to be in agreement that Danny and Song would disregard the more “unusual” elements of our life. Maybe we were kidding ourselves, but I wanted to hope for the best…

      For once.

      The sun was beginning to set over the mountains and I suddenly felt tired. I balled up my jacket and set it against the cold car window. It wasn’t long before the soft rumble of the road put me straight to sleep.
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      “Lilith, we’re here, love.”

      I opened my eyes and sat up with a stiff stretch. I didn’t realize I’d slept the whole four hours we had left on our trip, and now my wings felt wedged to the left. We parked outside of Steam, a small coffee shop in the Seattle suburb of Renton. The detective lived there with her daughter since it was a little more chill than the city. 

      While Adam spent our time apart in little villages that reminded him of small town life in Cornwall, I preferred big cities since I went full-time Terran. It was easier to blend in and there was always something to do, no matter what time of day it was. Despite my preferences, Renton was nice, and I could smell the water when I got out of the car, so I knew Adam would love it.

      Still… there was something strange in the air that washed over me the minute I took a breath. It was eerily still, and for a moment, I thought I could see the salt from the ocean hovering in front of me like snowflakes. It was unnerving, and the stillness made me want to get back in the car to feel cold AC blowing on my face.

      “Are you okay?” Adam asked as he reached out for my hand.

      I nodded and intertwined my fingers with his. We walked into the coffee shop and Steam was a quirky little goth-themed place. It was
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