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I think that most of us would agree that vampires are a pretty sticky topic. Especially when it's dark outside, or inside or both and the one talking to us has front teeth that appear way too long to be normal. No matter that. Some people are just a bit long in the tooth, but when I speak of vampires, I'm not talking about the hot and sweaty ones on the covers of inexpensive paperback novels or Amazon digital books that all the women are buying up like crazy just to see a man's chest that isn't flabby and unappealing. I'm talking about real vampires. The ones who don't go bump in the night, but instead could be your next door neighbor, except they don't drink wine. Sorry, bad joke.

No, I'm talking about the lonely souls who would do anything to have a partner, even a bad one. The ones who will strike a deal with the devil if they thought it would bring someone to love into their lives.

Be careful what you ask for. The missing button on your shirt might not be there for a reason. And what has taken its place might just shut your lips forever.

So what got me into my latest caper?

Money as usual. And Al.

You see when I was a graduate at Cal Tech, the geek heads there decided to volunteer me for a ride across the universe to a distant planet and back. Trouble was. I never made it to any planet. I never even left. Not me personally. My atoms did. Every sucking one of them went whoosh across the Milky Way until like Einstein hinted, they curved around like a boomerang and landed back where my body waited, still intact. Mostly.

The end result. I was still standing there after they fired me off, but things had changed. Drastically.

I could now tell when someone was lying. I could see through walls and clothing. Ya-whoo! You say. Nah. Not really. There's a very good reason why most people wear clothes. And you should thank them over and over for doing so. You don't want to see some of the things I do. Yuck!

You really don't want to see that third head growing out of their belly buttons, or the scales on their back or the Alien type head hiding beneath their skull ready to burst out and consume you. No. You really don't want to see that. And their sexual organs. God preserve us, some are downright killers. Literally!

But I could.

I could also see angels and demons. Mostly the hellbound. The ones who sell their souls at a discount to gain a specific favor, which rarely turns out the way they wanted it to.

I'm a private eye. But I call myself a private angel, because I work on the side of the good guys. I don't usually have a weapon in my hand. I don't do fancy dancing on the gravestones of my enemies; unless it's a Halloween Ball, of course; and I don't date vampires. Least I didn't.

This brings me to my story. This file. Number 322. You won't believe how it all began. Well, you might. Since they always begin in my basic office bedroom suite in downtown Studio City. An abandoned movie studio turned into condos, with me living in the cheapest one at the top. Also the hottest during summer. No air. Coldest during winter. No heater.
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​Chapter One: Sergeant Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band
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"It's wonderful to be here, it's certainly a thrill." The Beatles blared over my headphones. I was in lala land. I hadn't had to work for about a month now and I could catch up on my reading and my classics.

I was ready to go with the Sergeant Peppers Album for the fiftieth time that day when I felt a finger on the back of my head. This is a hard thing to do when your head is compressed against the arm of a sofa bed.

That's right a sofa bed. It's the main feature of my one bedroom office suite. Complete with wall to wall bookcases filled with the world's greatest authors and a small desk with a trashcan on the left side and frig on the right. 

I keep my Zevias in the frig to sip on when I'm concentrating. Usually Cola and Crème Soda. I alternate so I don't get too caffeinated. Oh and Zevia is sugar free and actually good for you.

Anyway, I felt this definite poke on the back of my skull. I was so startled I sat straight up and came face to face with Al, who was sitting on my lap.

Now, don't get freaked. He isn't physical like you or I, but he can do a mean finger when he wants to. And he had just done that.

I freaked again as his finger shot back onto his hand and he screwed it tight. He grinned. He was just showing off. None of his body was real. It was just a projection to help me keep my sanity. Ghosts are much more insubstantial, but some of them can be quite ugly when they want to get to you. Which most of the earthbound ones do unfortunately.

He wasn't. This was Albert Einstein, my mentor and private ghost. I loved him to death. Who wouldn't love having that old man on their team, giving them advice and generally screwing up their lives at the exact moment they had it all figured out.

Not bad things, mind you. Just things that will stretch you. Like teaching you humility, endurance, patience, virtue. You know all those things they teach you in church and you promptly forget the moment you leave.

"Young man." He said, pointing his pipe at me.

"Guilty." I admitted, shooing him off my lap.

He floated off me and hovered above the floor until I frowned and then he let his feet touch the floor as if they were physical. He knew how much it freaked me out to see them floating or passing through the floor. Not good for my concentration or my sex life. Not that I had all that much these days. 

"What?"

He waved his pipe at me again to make his point, which I was still waiting for. "You've got a job."

"Like hell I do." I snarled. "I'm in the middle of the fiftieth listen to Sergeant Pepper and my tenth read of the last Dresden novel."

"Throwing temper tantrums are we?" He asked with the hint of a smile.

I sighed and put my feet down on the floor and slipped them into my dress shoes. He never acted like that unless someone was about to knock on the door.

Years later after I had been shot across the universe with the Einstein Equation at Cal Tech, I was still adjusting to his eccentricities, but one thing was certain. He never showed up unless I was about to see some action. 

And usually it involved a damsel in distress, my getting my heart broken and a lot of money. Well, at least enough to pay expenses for a time, I thought with a frown.

Knock. Knock.
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​Chapter Two: Heartbreak and Zevia
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My door rang to the sweet tune of bucks to pay my landlord and Zevia for the frig. I sighed, did the Superman run which is me hasting to fold up the sofa bed, straighten its covers, place its cushions properly and then pick up leftovers from my desk and hurriedly trash them.

As I went for the door, I grabbed my suit jacket and Bogart hat, slipped my gun back into my holster beneath the jacket and my Star Wars cards in my left suit jacket pocket. Hey! A man's gotta have secret weapons!

I finished that and opened the door.

She was a dame. Tall. Elegant. Built in all the right places with all the right proportions guaranteed to drive a poor man like me off the road of sanity.

"Yes?" I asked in my most sincere voice, doing my best not to let my tongue hang down to the floor.

"Are you Detective Angel Hamilton?"

"Is this Friday?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Got me then." I answered with a smile, gesturing her inside.

She gave me a puzzled look, and then entered. She searched for a chair. I only have one and it's usually snugged under my desk so it's not easy to grab. She saw the sofa bed, sighed, and then sat down on it, crossing her lovely legs, left over right, clasping them with long finger capped with beautifully tapered red fingernails.

"Have a seat." I told her.

She gave me another puzzled look and nodded, adjusting her position somewhat, thinking I was going to sit next to her. 

Evidently she thought I was a sleazebag and was going to hit on her for sex and money before I would do a dime's bit of work for her. She didn't know me. I don't do it in that order.

I do the work and then I get paid if I do my job right. Otherwise money back guaranteed.

As for sex. I never ask for that. Always creates problems. I don't need it. But it seems to be the one thing that my clients insist on me having. So I usually cave in, not wanting to hurt their feelings. Yeah. I know it's a poor excuse. So?

I shut the door and sat on the edge of my desk. I had completely forgotten about Al. He sat on my frig, watching her intently. I don't know why. He usually flits soon after I get my client. But this time he was sticking around.
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