Mixtape
V. Castro
Mixtape
© Copyright V. Castro Stories 2025
All Rights Reserved
This is a work of fiction. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, without the written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission, requests contact the author.
Cover Art by Grim Poppy Designs
I’ve always loved music. Since I was a child, music had been part of my life because the radio was always on in the car, family parties had the boom box on a table at the front of wherever we were so people could dance after a few drinks and a full belly of food. I had to be satisfied biting into the limes since I was too young for the beer or tequila. And when I began practicing brujeria as a woman, it became an essential part of my private rituals at home. But never did I think music would become a ritual I would share, or have the power to call to unseen entities. My heart always focused on healing. The only darkness I faced was my own. Music was incense for my soul. As I would learn, we often underestimate ourselves. I did.
How many soundtracks do we have stored in our heads to remind us of others? In high school I made mix tapes on real cassettes (yes, I’m that old) and when CDs came out, I continued to make my mixtapes. I love them because they are an anthology of sound, emotion, and memory. They take you on an intimate journey and can show you one’s soul. Music can reflect the soul and the soul can be a beacon in this dimension for those we cannot see.
Pam always wanted the wrong men and strangely they were all the same (especially how they looked). She came over on a Tuesday night with a bottle of wine and puffy eyes. Her condo block was in the same complex and just a walk across the pool. “Can you read my cards? I don’t know what to do. Your tarot readings are the best.”
I gave her a side glance as I took out wine glasses after letting her in. “You know exactly what to do.”
She sat down on one of the stools on my counter and grabbed a chip from the bag I opened before she arrived. “I need to just fall out of love with Dave. How did you get over your thing?”
I placed the wine glasses down and paused. I never really thought about it. It just happened. “I don’t know. A lot of wine and music. A mixtape I made to keep myself busy one night.”
Now she gave me a look. “Girl, nobody makes those things anymore.”
“Sorry, but I’m old school in some ways. I like the intention behind it.”
“You can make playlists on any streaming service.”
“I guess, but it’s more than that. It’s the physical act of holding it in your hand and handwriting the name of the mixtape with a red sharpie.”
“Is that what you do?” she asked with a chuckle.
I lifted my wine glass filled to the top. “Cheers. To getting over losers with music.”
She clinked my glass. “To the end of someone who thought a weekend away was too much of a commitment.”
I took a large gulp then walked into the living room. I had two six-foot-tall bookshelves filled with CDs and DVDs. My eyes scanned the CD collection until I found the mixtape labeled, “Get over that shit.” Every song belonged to a particular tape because these tapes began in a notebook. I would write down a theme then let the songs come to me. Sometimes they played on the radio, came up on my shuffle at the gym, waiting for coffee. I’d make a voice note of it on my phone then write it down later under the appropriate theme. Sure, I could leave it on the phone, however, there is magic in writing. Thought becomes visual and with a song, emotions that some cannot articulate find the right words. Like a spell.
I smiled and brought it back to the kitchen. Pam was browsing Instagram, creeping on Dave.
“Here. I want you to light candles and listen to this before bed. The next day listen to it again and again.”
Pam rolled her eyes and took a deep breath before putting her phone down. “I would do exactly that, but I don’t have a CD player. Most people don’t.”
She was right. Most people no longer gave CDs the time of day. Call me a big nerd, but I still had the original Pearl Jam CD I purchased when it was released. I looked at the case again. “The songs are here. Maybe a playlist? But the exact order. Don’t add or delete any. And please don’t share it. These are personal. They may be for others, but still have part of me in them and whatever out there that inspires me to put it together.”
I wasn’t sure if she would do this, but I hoped she would. She glanced through the list. What do we have here…“Violet” by Hole followed by Pat Benatar’s “Heartbreaker.” She smiled. “I like that. I want to be the heartbreaker for once. Quite the playlist. But I don’t get why you are so freaked out about sharing? What about sharing is caring? I doubt the demon of heartbreak would mind.” She gave me a cheesy grin.
“Just listen to it.” I said placing my hands on my hips trying to be serious. Only time would tell if she saw this more than a joke.
The following morning my phone pinged. It was a video of Pam listening to the mix while she put on her make-up and mouthing the words of one of the songs. I had to chuckle. Then she sent me a text.
Happy now? :)
I texted back. YES!!! Was that too difficult?
She responded straight away. I have put all the songs on a Spotify playlist and shared it on my social media. Hope he sees the songs and knows it's over for him. I’m already hating him more. Quite a few people have listened to it already. My friend Nina across the street loves it.
Now I rolled my eyes. Not because she was losing interest, but that she made my playlist public on Spotify.
I put my phone down feeling slightly exposed. People would listen to what was in my head, what dwelled in my heart. I grabbed my phone again and checked Spotify. There it was. She wrote a little caption. The best mix to get over their shit! It had hundreds of likes.
It was public now and taking it down might cause a fight with Pam I didn’t want. What was the worst that could happen? People dump sleazeballs. I couldn’t be afraid.
Keep listening! I texted back. It seemed harmless. My only hope was that she would truly never go back to that toxic situation. My watch alarm when off then letting me know it was time to leave for work.
At the end of the day as I packed my bag and laptop I received another message from Pam.
You won’t believe what happened!
What? I typed back dreading her reply saying he wanted another try at their relationship. It didn’t occur to me the playlist would be as potent for her as it was for me.
I don’t feel anything for him anymore. I looked at his Instagram and wanted to vomit! I swear I am not blowing smoke up your ass.
Good! Now let that shit stick.
A week later she began dating again, not worrying about Dave. He was deleted and blocked. Something she never did before with Dave. It was also at the same time I received a message from someone I didn’t know.
Our mutual friend Pam mentioned you made the mixtape. My name is Nina. Hope you don’t mind she gave me your number.
I am. And it’s no problem. I messaged back with a surge of excitement at my fingertips from the flattery. Maybe I didn’t want to share the playlists because I was afraid of a lot of criticism from people I didn’t know. Not some supernatural reason.
Can we meet for coffee? I’d like to discuss getting a mixtape for myself. I have a big problem and his name is Tade.
This seemed odd to me, but I trusted Pam. Okay. How about Saturday at Big Joe just outside the complex?
Great. See you then.
Nina sat at a table with a large mug of coffee. Whatever this woman was experiencing had to be bad. The heaviness of her presence was not something I had encountered before. It felt like a cosmic thunder cloud hovered above her. Maybe she needed an exorcism and not a list of songs to make her move on. Most people just needed reassurance it was okay to follow their intuition. I could sense that looking at the deep sadness in her eyes that were darkly rimmed from lack of sleep. Her skin appeared sunken in at the cheeks. I sat down as she picked at a muffin.
“Hi, Nina. I’m Pam’s friend Scarlett. How can I help?” I asked.
She stared at me on the verge of a deluge of tears and pain. Without hesitation she spoke. “I want to kill my ex.”
I didn’t know how to respond or if she was serious. “Um…I don’t deal in murder. Just getting over pricks or needing a boost to your workout.”
She pulled out her phone and scrolled through something I could not see. “This is why.”
She placed the phone on the table. It was a photo of her with a busted lip and an eye closed shut. The other eye bright red from crying. The sight made me sick.
“That’s for the police. I can’t help you with murder.”
Her hand shook as did her voice. “You don’t understand, I have tried everything to keep him away from me. I don’t have social media anymore. Everything paused. I’m afraid to leave my house. I thought of moving out of state, but then I’d leave my family and friends. Why should I be punished for this obsessive psycho? It’s either his life or mine. I know it. I have a restraining order, but I find little reminders of our relationship on my car at work or on my doorstep. There are the cards I gave him for special occasions, small gifts, candy I like. It’s creepy. I can’t afford to put cameras everywhere or keep moving in this city.” Tears streamed from her tired eyes. “I’m desperate,” she said in a whisper.
And I could hear the desperation. If I knew for certain I could find that bastard and make him pay, I would. But that type of power I didn’t possess. At least I didn’t think I did. I stood up. “I can’t help you. You are asking me to help you commit murder. I don’t even know if my mixtapes are capable of that.”
She grabbed me by the wrist. Her hand was wet and clammy. Her bloodshot eyes made her look possessed. “You have to try. People are commenting on the playlist and how it worked for them. I’ve never seen Pam happier. Pam told me you were the most reliable and strongest friend she has ever had. If anyone had the ability to help it would be you.”
I shook my head. “For minor things…you need the authorities to put him behind bars.”
She let go of my and slumped into her chair. “I have. I have done everything like I said before.”
I looked at her again. “I’m sorry.”
I walked out feeling awful, but it wasn’t something I could solve. Would it even work? I didn’t want to give her a false sense of hope. Wouldn’t
