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The phone call had been creepy. But that’s the nature of the business I’m in these days.

I feinted left, as a fiery claw ripped the air just inches from my beautiful nose.

“Help me!”

My heartbeat faster. 

A girl in trouble.

Here comes your knight in shining white armor baby, I thought.

“You do? What kind?”
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I feinted right.

The huge, clawed foot just missed my left side, but ripped through my ten-dollar One Dollar store set of jeans making the natural rips in them look even more natural, but with a hint of blood now etching the new opening.
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“I can’t tell you right now. But I’m in trouble. Shit deep trouble and I need you, Mister Hamilton.”

Her breathing was thick and languorous. I imagined this blonde with deep set brown eyes that peeked from beneath a caved in hairdo of blue and pink sprayed bangs, hanging just above those cute eyes.

“Please!” She begged, sending shivers up and down. But not my spine.

“Do I have the wrong number?” She asked, suddenly realizing I might not be there on the other end.

“No, sorry. Just thinking.”

“You are a supernatural detective, aren’t you?”

“Says so on my business card.”

“I need your help.”

“The world needs my help.”

“I’m not the world. And I need you know,” she panted.

The sound of her voice distressed me. It didn’t sound quite right. My supernatural alarm bells were starting to chime in, and they weren’t soft either.

“Uh.”

“I really, really need someone...now!”

Sucker me. 

The bells vanished.

They usually do.

As I said, sucker me.
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The goo demon hooked right and left at the same time, sending its tentacle claws at my neck to rip it out. 

I did the only reasonable thing a man in my dire situation could do. I hit the deck, then rolled as one of its clawed feet also hit the deck, right where my head would have been....and squashed and torn if I hadn’t rolled to.

I thunked hard into a leg of my old fashioned, much too old fashioned and heavy desk I had almost broken my back to get up the stairs to my studio that was laden with most of my worldly possessions...a beat up laptop, an old Royal typewriter I had fond  memories of from my Sophomore years in college, four unopened six packs of Cola Zevia in its bottom right drawer, and six more in the bottom left drawer.

Middle drawers filled with a calculator. Two kinds. Old and digital. Boxes of unused and used pencils of various sizes, bitten rubber erasers, twonked out blotters, empty pencil boxes...hey, I collect them, right...and silver bullets for Werewolves, huge iron crosses for Vampires...leads better than silver, they hate lead it gets into their blood and poisons their heart...what little they have.

The goo demon shot a series of porcupine darts from its belly as it opened.

I managed to hurl myself to the other side of the desk was only grave on my right ear by one of those nasty things. Belly button darts really stink, not to mention they hurt!
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“I don’t know. It’s awful late.”

“Only two in the morning.”

“Even ghosts don’t haunt these hours.”

“But I’m going to die if you don’t help me.”

“Sorry to hear that. But I might die of sleep exhaustion if I do.”

I’m kidding about that. Didn’t really say that, but I should have, so I’m trying to butter up my image a teensy weenie bit by retro-managing what I should have said from the dumb things I did say and do.

“I’ll make it worth your while.”

That caused more alarm bells to go off, but I never was one to listen to them at school. I’d just saunter into the nearest bathroom, pullout a book to read until the noise went away. So, I guess I owe myself for this slack in bright-eyed, bushy tailed coolness.

Besides, if I haven’t already mentioned it, or you haven’t already noticed, I’m a sucker for a pretty face and a sexy detached voice over the phone is a hook, line, and sinker every time. 

Why?

Because my imagination is second to none and what I was imagining from the tone and nuances of her voice was something not any real true blooded American man of my age would run away from.

A hot night!

I suppose I could have mistaken her intent, because of my hot-blooded nature, but let me push forward a bit in time and say most definitely, let it be noted, she really said it. And the way she said it made more shivers go up and down. But again, not my spine.

“Okay. Where do I go?” I finally said, caving in. Anyone bothering a guy like me who is the hardest damn detective in the world to find anywhere, especially these days when telephone directories are a waste of paper and you must Google everything, has got to be serious.

Besides, I was down to my last dime and willing to take on any case.

And I do mean any!

I only play hard to get to shake down the client. Not for money. I know that will come. No, for a more practical and safe reason. To see how real, they are. 

You see I have this little problem.

Women don’t take me seriously.

Would you?

A supernatural detective is your cup of tea.

I think not.

So, I had to make sure what she wanted was my cup of tea...though being poor...made any flavor tea tasty. So, I went the rounds with her to get a good feel for what she was as a person and what her need was.

Which in shorthand means, I accepted right away!
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The goo monster howled angrily and tried to toss the desk at me, but it didn’t work. It really is that heavy. It didn’t budge. Not even an inch. And believe me I have enough bruises and cuts on my knees from banging into Old Smoky as I call her sometimes.

I got up, finally determined to end this.

Last thing I needed was that damned monster making a mess of my desk. I practically lived on that thing. I ate on it, composed on it, studied on it, practiced on it, talked to clients on it, made my meals on it...

Remember I live in a studio, right. No kitchen either. Not a very good studio. Used to be a closer for an old movie theater to store their movie cans in back in the days when movie theaters used celluloid film instead of huge digital projectors like today.

Disgusted with my plight and determined to minimize the bruises I was collecting; I had grabbed a little something from beneath my desk I kept for emergencies. 

Hairspray.

It was just a hunch.

But the damned thing was female.

Not the hairspray.

The goo demon.

I walked towards the gooey mess trying to improve its digestion by eating me. “Got a little something special I’ve been saving for this occasion.”

The blonde’s face appeared out of the goo and gave me a puzzled look. “For me? But I’m trying to eat you.”

“I know,” I replied with the biggest shit eating grin you’ll probably ever see.

I sprayed.

More screams and howls.

But this time, not because of frustration and most definitely not because we had just had a pleasant time in my boudoir...which in my case is on my sofa bed. 

No, it was because she was angry, frustrated and now...hurting! You know. The three stages of denial.

I hate hurting living creatures. I love all life. From the tiniest of bugs to huge freaking awesome whales in the ocean that sing like angels...loud, deep voiced ones...but angels.

But here. There was no living creature.

Here was a Hellbound.

They take on human shapes and bodies to serve their evil needs. And I most definitely. Most, most definitely do not like evil things. 

Even the pretty ones.

Like she had been.

So, I sprayed her again.

It worked.

I guess goo monsters...especially female ones...I don’t know if there’s male or not...don’t like hairspray...especially the cheap ones.

Anyway, she didn’t.

I swear though, one thing I hadn’t expected, was that she began to cry. I could swear I saw regret in her eyes as tears poured out and her face began melting beneath the blast of hair spray.

“Help me!” She cried out, turning into her lovely face again, completely, but half melted, eyes pleading. “Help me, I’m melting!”

“O.K!” I replied., and then I emptied the can on her.

Sorry. I don’t want you to think I’m cruel hearted. I’m not. But a monster that’s trying to eat me can’t suddenly go all Sunday Church communion on me. It’s lights out and you’re outta here time when that happens.

True her phone call and initial appearance were great Balls of Fire hot and seductive. But that’s how this kind of succubus operates. At ten all the way. They can’t afford to allow you one inch of latitude or longitude, or you might run away.

But once they get up close and personal, you’re a dead man for sure.

Yeah! You get the best night of your life sexually...for about all of ten seconds...but then they suck you as dry as a blown balloon letting out all its air. Puff, boom. Nothing left but a sack of flesh and bones.
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I bent over, gasping for air. Glanced at my side. Ripped. Skin flap hanging down.

I wanted to faint at the sight.

I want to emphasize that ten seconds of intense, god-awful pleasure, is not worth what comes next.

Succubae are beautiful on the outside only, but they are one hundred percent putrid ugly inside.

Like this goo monster.

Ugly all the way through and now that I was battling for my life, not even pretty that one special percent.

Yuck!

Finally, catching my breath, and talking my pain into a quiet roar, instead of an intense crowd cheer, I began to calm down.

If you can call a heart beating two hundred beats a minute...calm!
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You’d think that by now I’ve had such things happen so often that I’ve become hardened to the sight of blood, even my own. 

Nope!

Not even for one bloody moment.

Pain hurts.

That’s the purpose of it.

To hurt.

To make you back off and protect yourself.

Except in the case of Hellbound, you don’t get that cooling off period. It’s fight or die. And maybe die anyway.

Sucks! But that’s the life of a spiritual detective. What I am today.

Knock down and get knocked down.

Then get right back up for the next round.

You might wonder why I call myself “spiritual detective,” and I could grind that in a thousand different directions and ways, and it would still confuse the average person.

But I’m not in business for the average person, even though some of them are my best of friends. No, I’m in this business for one thing and one thing only...to stop the Hellbound from taking over our planet.

Sounds like apocalyptic event. It’s not. It’s something that is creeping slowly, day by day into our world, because normal people like you and me...well, like you...are refusing to believe that there’s more to life than a beer and a night on the town or kicking the heels up on a comfy and having a beer. That is what I call the down low consciousness. That person has allowed themselves to sink as low as they can without entirely drowning. They love living in the rough...drama and trauma if you need a translation. They want to keep believing that this world is a bitch and no use and fighting against something you can never win.

Just not so.

That’s what the Hellbound want you to know.

But I’m digressing, back to my story.
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“Damn!” I swore, eyeing the red puddle of goo laying on my living room floor that had been a beautiful blonde with colored bangs, deep brown eyes, and curves enough to cause a man driving too fast to crash off the side of the road.

I had almost done that.

But fortunately for me, she had let her guard down long enough for me to see the goo behind the oohs. Red goo. Slimy, sticky, demon red goo with too much suck you to doom and death texture to it.

I looked at the goo again and the empty can of hair spray I had used to dissolve her more pleasant curves into the true Hellbound she was.

She had come to my office...also my studio apartment, for your information...looking like a million dollars and promising the world to me to help her.

But that wasn’t what she wanted at all. 

It was my flesh she had wanted.

To eat!

Then I spotted the two cases of Zevia Cola I had stored at the right of my desk. The cardboard boxes were shredded, cans popped by multiple punctures, and the clear, tasty cola was seeping out onto my nice old carpet, adding more age to it, which the landlord wouldn’t care about one bit, as he never came to look at anything I complained about anyway, because he knew I couldn’t find a cheaper place to live and do business from.

The life of a supernatural cop. Detective. Sucks like crazy, but it’s even worse when you have a stinking landlord and messy goo demons to clean up.

I eyed the goo again. It would only be a few minutes before that stinking mess merged with my beloved Zevia cola. Knowing how weird and unpredictable these supernatural creatures were, I decided it best to take no chances.

“Mop time!” I cried out.

I grabbed my laptop on my desktop. Which fortunately had not been struck by the goo demon, thumbed through a few folders an found “Hammer Time.”

So, to the beat of “Hammer Time,” I sought my mop, my wash bucket and lots of sudsy soap to soak the carpet and clean up the mess that was mine to do.

Not only is my life not one bit glamorous, but you really got to watch out for who you date. Unlike most people, I have the unenviable ability to see the supernatural...those things which are invisible to the naked eye of most people.

Sure, some clairvoyants, mediums, and such...lucky them...can see what I see, but not all the damned time!

And they don’t’ have to deal with their dates turning into cabbage headed monsters or blood sucking vamps who want to add you to their menu of the evening.

I do!

But I’m getting ahead of myself.

Let’s back up a bit and explain a bit before I bury you with my music and my complaints.
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“Oh Angel,” she cooed, all nice and cozy curled up against my right shoulder, seated against me on my nice, a bit too soft, sofa bed, which was not a bed now, but was getting to be a rosier and rosier prospect at any moment now as she nibbled on my ear.

“Stop that!” I told her as she bit a bit harder.

“But you taste so good,” she complained.

“I thought it was girls who were supposed to be sugar and spice and all that fun and tasty, sweet stuff.”

“Who said I’m a girl?”

I glanced at her, checking her out again. Two arms. Two legs. Two eyes. Nose in center of face. Blue eyes. Blonde hair. Dimples. 

Yup. 

Girl.

“If you’re not, you’re sure the best duplicate clone of one I’ve ever seen.”

“This is not Star Wars, Angel.”

“Got that right. If it was, I’d probably be 3SeePoh, stuck on a desert planet without a can of oil to be found.”

“Are you always so positive?”

“Oh yeah. Positively always.”

She laughed, kicked her long legs from beneath her and slid off the sofa. “Time for beddie bye.”

“So soon. I hoped you would stay longer.”

“Hopes are like diamonds, Angel baby, there’s lots of them, but they’re too precious to purchase for most men. Are you one of them?”

I got up, sighed. “Guess tonight I am.”

She laughed, gave me a hard kiss. “Thanks for the memories.”

“Haven’t had time to make any yet.”

She laughed again. “You will.”

I don’t know why I always fall for that line. I guess I’m a natural born sucker for the soft talk. The sweet baby you’re the best and I will love you always just before she sash shays out the door forever.

She stopped at the door and turned back. “About tomorrow.”

I felt my heart pounding. Please don’t tell me you want to make mad love in the laboratory again. I just couldn’t take another rack of test tubes up the wrong way again.

She grinned.  She knew my thoughts. Course it doesn’t help when your face is as easy to read as that of a children’s picture book.

“Get out of your head, Angel. You fantasize too much and live too little.”

She was serious.

I could tell. She always licked her lips when she told it like it is. And she was downright slobbering at that moment.

Well, sorta.

She gave me a quick kiss. “I had a good night.”

“Coulda been better.”

She laughed. “Angel, it coulda been sooooooo much better.”

And with those last words, she left a hot to trot, needing to take a night long cold shower young man trembling with desire and loss at the door as she shut it gently behind her.

I sighed.

Sat down hard on my trashy sofa bed.

When will I ever stop being a loser?

I reached over to my desk, which didn’t take much stretching as studio apartment is built for a small man who only needs about ten square feet to live in.

An exaggeration, but you get my point.

It’s small.

I took a half warm can of Zevia Cola in my right fist, sat back and sipped.

That’s when I noticed what I’d put off doing earlier, reading my mail.

I never got anything but bills.

But then, most college students don’t.

And graduate students were even more likely to be on the shitty side of bill collectors than most.

I sighed deeply, feeling sorry for myself this night more than most.

I set my can down and took the large, golden manila envelope peeking over the edge of my desk like a sad Snoopy who’s just been s hot down by the Red Baron and hurriedly opened it.
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