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Chapter 1 – Jérémiel





 

 

 

I feel the lethargy wrap around me as my steps carry me through the crowded streets of the City of Angels. Los Angeles… What irony when I think about it! This city has nothing angelic about it. The lights are too bright, the noise is omnipresent, and don’t even get me started on the crimes of all kinds that plague every street corner. I shake myself mentally as I cynically think of my sister Ariel. She’s the pessimist of the group, not me. I’m the one who holds onto hope no matter what, even in the darkest corners of this world, much like Jophiel. Though… No one can match Jophiel’s enthusiasm. I admit I envy him more and more as the years go by and the situation around me worsens with nothing I can do about it. Adapting to my new life by taking a page from the mortals? I’m working on it. Well, I did. For a long time. Today, I have to admit, I just go with the flow, waiting for the next day, hoping it will bring that small spark I now lack in the darkness. Damn it! I feel like I’m in Azrael’s shoes! He’d have something to complain about, and yet he doesn’t, despite the dead surrounding him.

“Jérémiel, you look gloomier than ever this morning.”

“Good morning to you too, Ky. What do you want? I don’t like being woken from my sleep by this kind of call.”

“Then you should have chosen a different job, my friend!”

I smile at the athletic man facing me. Naturally sporty, this thirty-something with an upbeat nature managed to win me over with his good mood and cutting humor.

“What have you got for me? I assume you didn’t call me to chat at barely 8 AM.”

“Don’t take it the wrong way, but for that, I’d rather have a busty blonde, my friend!”

We laugh for a moment together, which helps me release the tension from my shoulders as we get back to business. Ky lifts the yellow tape to let me pass, and I step into the heart of the crime scene. I spot the reason for my visit even before he gives me a subtle nod. The kid can’t be older than eight. A poor child whose life has just been changed forever, no matter what I might tell him.

“Kevin, seven years old. He found his parents murdered in the middle of their kitchen. He screamed so much that a neighbor came to see what was going on. She’s the one who called the police. The kid hasn’t said a word since we arrived. We need you to make him speak.”

I nod, aware of the task at hand. I joined the police many years ago. Decades, I should say. Just as Ariel chose to continue her fight with animals, I wanted to continue mine with humans. I wanted to try to save them, even against their will, by repairing what the monsters had broken most dearly: the innocence of a child. Unfortunately, my position as an investigator didn’t allow me to do that. I could only witness the horror that these humans were capable of—infamies more and more sordid as the years passed. We’re losing a war we never really fought. I miss my wings… My stingers, depending on the circumstances. They had their advantages and disadvantages.

“Jérémiel, you still with me?”

I shake myself, setting aside distant memories from another life, another world.

“Of course. I’m going to talk to him. I’ll keep you updated as soon as I know more.”

“Perfect. As usual, I need the family context, the recent events, everything.”

“Don’t worry. I know my job.”

Ky nods.

“And you’re the best in your field. That’s why I only call on you and wake you up at the crack of dawn if I need your services.”

I take the compliment for what it is. Ky is fundamentally good and incredibly honest. He hasn’t lost all his illusions yet. The murders he’s been studying so closely in recent years haven’t yet taken a toll on his good nature. In twenty years, it will probably be different…

This poor kid… He witnessed everything. His account was as difficult for him as it was for me. As an archangel of Scorpio, I have a great deal of empathy, which can become a true curse. I have dedicated my life to the most wounded by becoming a psychologist within the Los Angeles police department, but it’s not without consequences. The suffering of the witnesses becomes my own. I take their regrets and their wounds so that they can rebuild their lives. I allow these innocent beings to find a small spark of light amidst the darkness, but I fear I will end up losing mine. Sometimes, I think that all the combined powers of the archangels are not enough to save this world in decline simply because this world doesn’t want to be saved. Then, I meet a pure soul. A soul like Ky’s, who gives me hope, who gives me a reason to keep going despite all this fighting. Furthermore, my brothers need me. I can still feel the lingering distress of Ariel last night. She killed. We are archangels; we protect life. However, we are also seasoned fighters, and the rules of the game have changed over the centuries. Where it used to be enough to negotiate and shed light, we now have to act decisively and protect. Taking life doesn’t become any easier. It is simply necessary, and my sister’s guilt had no reason to exist. She only defended her life and the lives of her friends. I feel a bit hypocritical when I think about it. I told her that she needed to toughen up, even though I myself don’t follow that advice. It’s always easier to preach than to follow your own guidelines, I suppose. Weariness tends to envelop me in a stupor that I’m no longer sure I want to leave. To feel nothing would be a welcome luxury, a certain comfort while the Gates of Light remain deaf to my requests to return home. I don’t feel like I belong on this earth, surrounded by the pain caused by humans, unable to detach myself from it. I certainly could have chosen another profession, but I only know how to help people. That is the very reason for my existence; yet my task is endless, and it weighs on me. The simple act of flying above the clouds, in that peaceful, cottony realm, would be a true comfort. Unfortunately, just like my brothers, my powers have diminished in proportion to the advance of Evil. Today, I am nothing more than a man ill-suited to society who doesn’t age and cannot die. It’s ironic when you’re surrounded by death every day! 

“My brother, you tire me.”

Azrael’s voice always makes me smile. Paradoxically, the darkest of the archangels is my breath of fresh air.

“You’re maybe exaggerating a bit there!”

“No, my brother. I’m always happy to hear from you.”

I can feel his smile through our archangel bond. We can communicate with our brothers with a simple thought whenever we like. Yet, among my eleven brothers and sisters, Azrael is the one I annoy the most. Probably because he is the one most able to understand. After all, he is the angel of death, the Grim Reaper himself.

“Please! Don’t insult me by reducing me to this farce created by humans!”

I laugh quietly. It’s true that it’s all just nonsense. Azrael is only black in his attire. In reality, he helps lost souls mourn. More than the dead, he is there for the living. If humans only knew… Another myth shattered.

“What do I owe the pleasure of hearing you mock me, Jérémiel?”

“I just wanted to talk.”

My brother isn’t fooled for an instant. We’ve known each other since the dawn of time, since the world began. Nevertheless, he doesn’t ask me any questions. Sometimes, words are useless; a simple presence is enough.

“I don’t like knowing you’re so gloomy. You should come visit me. You wouldn’t lack for work here either.”

“And where is this ‘here’?”

Since we don’t age, we are forced to move around regularly so as not to attract attention. A person who is sixty but looks barely thirty would quickly become suspicious. It’s a shame that human life is so fleeting. Just like the archangel of Aries, I know I would be saddened to leave the friends I’ve made in this city.

“I’m in Brazil. The heat, the beach, and the pretty girls.”

I shake my head with a chuckle. Azrael has adapted perfectly to this life, taking all the possible advantages despite his condition as an exiled archangel.

“I don’t have your incorrigible flirtatious side, but I promise I’ll think about it.”

I have dated women before. However, I’m too unusual for them. Those are their words, not mine. Apparently, even my look stands out. I glance at the mirror in front of me and can’t deny them. Simply, I don’t care about their opinions. Love is a very subjective matter for me. I long for it. However, I haven’t met women who capture my attention enough to make me want to invest in them and make an effort.

“Take care of yourself, Jérémiel. You’ll end up looking like Ariel!”

I’m offended as I end our telepathic connection. But after all, maybe my sister is right. She’s allowed herself to become so softened by her human friends that she’s becoming like them. She weakens to the point that we can almost no longer feel her as an archangel, but rather as one of our protégés. At this rate, she’ll soon be mortal. That could be a blessing, a cure for the pains that have been eating away at me for too long. After all, we are from another time, another era, and another world. Our place is not here. Oh! My thoughts have taken a terribly grim turn. The story of the child this morning was too intense for a week already well-packed. It’s high time I close this file and go to bed before I end up in depression. Tomorrow will be another day.

I grunt while adjusting my cap on my head. The world is crazy right from the moment it wakes up, and no one cares about others. That’s why I’ve already been bumped into three times before reaching the police station where I’m stationed.

“Honestly, you wake up on the wrong side of the bed every morning, Jérémiel.”

Yeah! While Ky always looks like he just stepped out of a fashion magazine with his well-tailored jeans and fitted shirts, not to mention his flawless haircut held together with a layer of gel. You’d think he’s been up for hours, even though I’m sure he only emerged from the arms of his one-night conquest at the last possible moment, just before clocking in. I’ve followed him to his wild parties before, I know how he operates. Without adopting his habits, I’d still love to know his secret for looking so fresh and ready in the morning!

“Don’t be jealous, my friend. Not everyone can be a sex symbol. There are the guys who have class no matter the situation, and then there’s… you.”

I could take it badly if I didn’t know him so well. But that’s exactly why I don’t take offense. I can see the mischief glinting in his eyes.

“You must have had one hell of a night to be this energetic.”

I can literally see his eyes light up at the thought of the night he spent in excellent company. I don’t have any doubts about it anymore.

“You can’t even imagine.”

I’m not even trying to imagine. I leave him behind, so I don’t have to hear more, but Ky loves talking about his sexual exploits, which leaves me both confused and indifferent.

“She was a real bombshell. Exactly what I needed after a crappy day to forget everything. She had the breasts…”

“Ky, I don’t want to kick you out, but I have work to do, and I’m sure you do too.”

I feel a little guilty for upsetting him, but I really don’t want to hear the details of his night. Male-female relationships hold little interest for me, after all. I haven’t met the perfect one, as George, our sergeant at the station, would say. He often tells a story along the lines of: you have to roll with the punches to find your match. I never understood that expression, but I guess I haven’t rolled enough yet. In the meantime, I have no interest in forming any false ideas about what happens in a bedroom. I’ve tried, and it didn’t end well. I just don’t get Ky’s obsession with something so... ordinary. 

 




	
Chapter 2 – Jérémiel





 

 

 

There is an unusual buzz at the police station. The air feels electric. My colleagues are fired up. No one can sit still, even though no case files are piling up on the desks. I read the newspaper this morning, and nothing caught my attention. Yet, I have the feeling that everyone else is sensing something important that I’ve missed. Once again, I feel different, apart from the world. Even Ky seems more excited than usual. He’s talking passionately, waving his arms to emphasize his words while facing George. From a distance, the contrast between the two men is undeniable. Ky is as muscular as George is round, with his belly pulling at his cheap shirt, while my friend’s shirt highlights his waist. Though they are both the same height, George looks more cramped. Even without considering his sixty years, he’s less imposing than his younger counterpart, who can silence a suspect with just a stern look. That’s probably why they enjoy working in pairs. They complement each other in their differences and love playing the good cop, bad cop game. However, when it comes to chasing a suspect, it’s always Ky who gets the job. George calls it the privilege of age.

I approach them to find out what’s causing the commotion, but they don’t even notice me, caught up in their conversation. So, I stay silent and let my ears wander.

“Can you believe it? Over a hundred unsolved murders, and he’s finally ready to talk. It’s the case of the century.”

“Easy there, kid. This guy hasn’t said a word about his crimes in ten years, and you think he’s going to spill just because of your pretty face? Let me laugh!”

Ky isn’t someone who doubts his skills, far from it.

“I’ll get him to talk. Come on! Put in a good word for me with the chief. I want to be assigned to this case.”

“Half the station is going to work on this, Ky.”

“Yeah, but I want to be the one to interrogate him. I want to get the locations out of that scum so the families can finally grieve.”

“You have no idea what you’re asking, kid. Greg Calahan isn’t just some local thug. He’s the biggest psychopath of our century. A monster like him shouldn’t even be walking on this earth.”

That’s when George notices me and asks for my opinion.

“You don’t agree with me, Jérémiel?”

I have no desire to get involved in this discussion, which I’m not even sure I completely understand. So, I just shrug, hoping he won’t press me further.

“Seriously?”

Ky is outraged by my obvious lack of interest in this case, which seems to fascinate him deeply.

“Let me guess. You have no clue who Greg Calahan is.”

“Exactly. Should I have heard of him?”

“Unless you’ve been living in a cave in the middle of nowhere ten years ago, yeah.”

Hmm, ten years ago, I was wandering in southern Peru looking for an inner peace I never found. That’s when I decided that being a cop wasn’t for me before eventually turning to psychology. So, I wasn’t exactly cut off from the world, but I wasn’t in Los Angeles, not even in the United States, and with little interest in foreign politics or televised news... Ky starts fidgeting again at my blatant ignorance.

“Okay. Let me give you the rundown. It all started fifteen years ago. Women began disappearing. Not from the same neighborhood, not with the same jobs, or the same social connections. No common link between these women, nothing.”

We’re in Los Angeles. With nearly four million inhabitants and a daily murder, disappearances aren’t really a surprise. Especially when you consider not just Los Angeles, but Greater Los Angeles, including the suburbs, with a population of 18 million. Ky continues on his roll.

“Anyway, nothing to raise any alarms, nothing to trigger a full investigation. But over the following months, these women started to reappear. A little bit here, a little bit there.”

I choke on his enthusiasm as he tells me such a grim story.

“Once, they even found several body parts from different women in the same place. The crime scenes were always isolated, out-of-the-way spots, usually in a park. And one day, a DNA trace was found. Ten years ago, Greg Calahan was arrested and convicted of a dozen murders, but the police always suspected there were far more victims than the evidence showed. The investigation never explained how he picked his victims or where he killed and dismembered them. He’s serving multiple life sentences at the county prison.” 

“Good. At least a monster I won’t have to meet.” He’s definitely the kind of guy who would make me regret not having my archangel abilities anymore.

“Since the investigation was solved a decade ago, why are you talking about it in the present tense?”

Ky is so excited that he can’t find his words, so George takes over.

“Greg Calahan announced he was ready to give the names of his other victims and the locations where we could find their remains.”

How horrifying! I can’t even imagine the pain of the families, unable to mourn without knowing what happened to a loved one. And to think that Azrael has to handle this part of the job. I’ll gladly leave it to him. However, I still don’t see where they’re going with this.

“And?”

Ky is now bouncing around like a child on Christmas morning. Or rather, like an adult high on crack.

“Calahan is going to be transferred to our precinct for questioning. I absolutely have to meet him. This guy is a legend!”

I clench my fists, having heard more than enough.

“This guy is a monster, a serial killer of the worst kind who deserves the death penalty for his crimes.”

My two colleagues widen their eyes at the harshness of my words. I’m usually a fairly calm person. However, I can’t stand Ky’s obvious excitement at the thought of meeting a guy like that. I never imagined my friend like this. Ky purses his lips, furrowing his brows, while George has decided to slip away, clearly sensing my anger.

“I never said otherwise, Jérémiel. Calahan is the kind of person who shouldn’t see the light of day. But he’s also my ticket to becoming a lieutenant. He represents the greatest challenge in a cop’s career, the kind of challenge that only comes once in a lifetime. I don’t want to miss it.”

Now that sounds more like him. Without being petty or heartless, Ky is an opportunist. I should’ve remembered and understood the reasoning behind his thoughts. He’s just hoping that bringing this case to its conclusion will put him on the chief’s good side.

“Sorry, Ky. I got carried away for nothing. I’m not… Sorry.”
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