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“Eat you and suck you dry!”

“Don’t think so!” I spit back, clenching my teeth and praying I could keep its teeth from my neck. And that would be quite the feat to do, considering its teeth hung a good foot long out of its mouth.

I don’t know which was worse looking to me at that moment. The huge fangs hanging from its mouth, or the long, sharp claws that were ripping at my throat, and I was barely managing to stop.

Its sense of humor stank, just like the rest of it. I would have pinched my nostrils against the stench, but I needed both hands at that moment. On their wrists and keeping that vampire’s ugly bite away from me and its talons at arms’ length.

I don’t know about you, but I’d call this situation double jeopardy!

Vampires are not just blood suckers.

They like their meat fresh too.

Least these ones do.

I know a lot about the vampires I’ve killed; but very little about every kind there is, but I’m getting there. Pretzel by pretzel.

I managed a quick glimpse of the victim I had been investigating, saw the side of the body all ripped apart and chunks missing, then the neck with huge gouges where the vamp had taken its bites and sucks in the first place.

God! I really, really hate these things. She must have been pretty at one time. Maybe a really nice person too. But none of that mattered now and that made me really, really mad. And you don’t want to make me made. It’s hard to do, but when it happens there’s hell to pay!

The beast tried to sling me off my feet, since its claws were getting nowhere by hooking my belt and lifting me upwards. It worked; and so did I. It gave me the move I had been waiting for. 

They’re so predictable. 

When everything else fails...like sneaking up on you when you’re not looking, or in the middle of a seduction, they resort to brute force, then to weight lifting. One of those usually does the job. But not with me.

First, I’m not afraid of heights. 

Second, it made the mistake of leaving my arms free, thinking I’d lose my balance and fall forwards or back so it could plunge its fangs into me. 

Third, I’ve got damned good balance and my body is as tight as a newly made plank of wood. 

Fourth, I do my exercises every day: Lifting four six packs of Zevia soda up and down the stairs to my flat. Full ones up, empty ones down with the other recyclables in a huge bag in my right hand and garbage n the other. Both bags held up high so they didn’t trip me.

Really works well for tightening your gut. Even a skinny one like mine.

I slashed at the monster’s midsection, using my new found height and momentum to swing the pretzel stick like a high velocity javelin, straight into the most vulnerable part of its body right now: the belly button.

And God, did it ever have a huge one. All puckered out like a pair of kissing lips and surrounded by stiff, reddish black hairs that poked out like miniature daggers.

I don’t know who hurt more at that moment. Me getting stabbed by those damned hairs or the fiend with fangs trying to eat and suck on me, screaming because I had just pretzeled him a good one! Which, by the way, I got blessed that morning at the local Catholic church. 

Crosses are not always effective, because it depends on whether the vampire was religious before it got turned or not. Believe it or not, some even turn religious after they’re turned, which sounds confusing, but the poor people die so fast they haven’t had the time to figure out they’re dead, let alone a vampire. 

They only know somethings wrong with them. Of those few, fewer still choose to go to a church and convert.

They become the tough ones to kill. Because converting is purely intellectual once you’re turned and there’s no way back. The soul has fled a long time ago.

Mine was most definitely Catholic; because it wore a Saint Christopher medallion.

Its screams of pain almost shattered my ear drums as I drove the hardened pretzel as deep into its belly button as possible.

We both screamed at the same time.

I would have said it was perfect harmony.

But nothing about that fang monster was perfect in any kind of human way!
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I have to admit that after a good workout with a vampire, I drop a couple pounds. I’m no Bruce Lee, certainly not funny like Jackie Chan or half as talented in the chops, but I know my pees and cues when it comes to defending myself...from the paranormal and supernatural beasties that exist.

So, when I got done with my duties, I took a chair behind my desk, slipped a Zevia Cola from the porta fridge and sipped away to my heart’s content.

Amazing what a shower can do for a man who’s been out on a hard day’s night.

And yeah, I live in a studio apartment with my kitchen in my bathroom and my closet my storage room also. One makes do with what one has.

Any delusions I had that I might be a rich detective had long ago fled the coop and been butchered at the local dubious supermarket meat counter.

You don’t get rich hunting things that go bump in the night.

You’re more likely to inherit six feet of down under if you’re not good. Really good.

So, I sat there, grateful to live to see another morning, to sip another Zevia, to look forward to a comfy sleep on my old sofa bed, which stared at me like a lovelorn beauty waiting to take me into her arms.

Sigh. Another aspect of my life.

No women.

Not that I don’t like that. God! Do I ever. It’s just that I wouldn’t want to share my life with someone who might be zombified, turned into a lycanthrope or vampire, or a lump of gelatinous blob monster. I love women. I don’t hate them. And to let someone I loved be caught be what is usually after me.

That’s just plain selfish.

And no one’s ever, ever gonna accuse me of that and get away with it.

But I do have friends.

“Why thank you, Knight.”

I didn’t even bother to look.

Al.

“Morning Al.”

“Morning. How was your quest?”

“You should know you were watching over my shoulder every minute,” I grouched.

He laughed. “Well, you know the rules, I can’t interfere with free will.”

“Except mine!”

“There’s that.”

I swiveled to look at my favorite angel ghost, Albert Einstein. The perfect image of him in his later. Stark white hair that flared upwards in all directions, a walrus mustache that quivered like a living being and luminous eyes I didn’t stare into, because I was afraid of getting lost there.

He was floating in the air, on is side, elbow propped on...whatever it is that ghost angels prop their body parts on. He grinned.

“I almost died; you know. You coulda helped a tidbit.”

“How do you know I didn’t?”

I showed him the holes made in my hand and wrist from the vampire hairs.

“Oh.”

He shrugged. “I don’t...”

I sighed. “...Interfere with free will. I had to do it myself or the vampire would have gotten away again.”

“Like the last time.”

My turn to sigh. I had botched it the first time, which is why the vamp came back harder than ever the next time we met...on his terms!
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I know. I know. I know.

It sounds stupid as hell, but it’s for real. All the guys like me, including P.I. Bones, Demon Delivers, Shassy Monster Killer and even that one from Chicago...Harry something or other...they use the place.

And let me tell you, I would be dead today if I hadn’t done my research at the Studio City library branch of the Los Angeles Library of Mythological and Legendary Beasts, which to the public is named: Nancy Potter’s Fanciful Library.

I found the book hiding like a frightened child behind the skirts of two huge tomes written during the fifteen century, which covered everything from Anerobic Beasts to Zeons, those ugly legendary critters with horns in the center of their forehead that were really nasty in a tight fight.

They’ve been wrongly labeled and named in legends and mythology as unicorns, only tamed by a virgin. Truth is they are not sleek and beautiful, all white and pearly, but carnivores that eat...virgins.

Vampyres Extraordinaire and of Legendarie Status was the title of the book. Whoever had written it had done so using blood. After I read it, I know they had been on their death bed after a fatal battle with a monster like I have just killed. So, I owe a double gratitude to this vampire hunter as they are known today for both writing the book and sacrificing his last blood to do so.
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