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Prologue

Cindy sat at the edge of her bed, gazing out of her bedroom window. She was scared and anxious—feelings that had become so familiar now that they were like unwanted visitors who showed up uninvited. She took a deep breath and exhaled softly as she watched the drunken October sun waver just above the desert mountains.

It would be night soon, and that meant that the ghosts would be around as soon as the twilight kissed the sky with its pattern of twinkling stars, and the fading light from the sun casts a watered-down blue hue on the horizon.

Cindy felt a strange kind of relaxation bestow her even though the aching dread coddled her. She felt fear making the tiny hairs on her neck stand and nervousness biting at her chest. It wasn’t relaxation in the sense of bliss; it was the serenity of weary submission. Tranquility crept over Cindy as the anxiety nipping away at her nerves suddenly lifted. It was as if she was succumbing to the horrors in her home. What else was she supposed to do? Make herself sick and faint by waiting to see which ghost was going to appear when and where? She didn’t want to look at the bathroom or her bedroom door anymore. She settled on gazing out the window that late evening. She was going to let the orange glow of the melting sun bathe her skin with its gentle warmth until the cold of autumn dominated and nature’s light clocked out for the day.

Her daughter was with her sister, staying the night. The poor little girl was now too frightened to sleep another night in the house on Moon Creek Avenue. If she had to stay another night, the man in her closet was going to hurt her. Cindy felt helpless and weak for not being able to protect her child. How was she supposed to protect her from something that was there but wasn’t? You couldn’t call the proper authorities for something that only showed up when it wanted to and then vanished without a trace. And it wasn’t only the man in the closet, for there were others.

As Cindy now sat complacently with a veil of dread over her, a face appeared underneath her bed. It was pale and skeletal. Thin, blue lips formed a small “o” shape on the man’s face, but his expression was frozen. The eyes were dead—the color of gray smoke, and they watched Cindy’s legs and her feet. The man underneath her bed remained still, like a snake waiting to strike.

The bathroom door was closed, and a dead, naked woman was standing right behind it. Her wrinkled cheek, from marinating in blood and cold water, was pressed up against the door. It was as if she was eavesdropping on a conversation. The woman smiled as she felt the misery that was emitting from the room behind the door. She pressed her face against the door harder, squishing the dead skin on her cheek and making water slide slowly down the door.

A new visitor had appeared in the hall. The young man simply walked up quietly and started to peer in as Cindy gazed out the window. The young man was wearing a black newsboy cap ruined with dried blood on the left side. Beneath the newsboy cap was a terrain of gore that implicated a gunshot wound. The blood ran down his shirt and ruined the top of his gray cardigan. He stood in the hall and watched like an art admirer at a gallery. He had no clue why he was in the house, so he started looking around.

Cindy felt all of these eyes on her but didn’t care at this moment. Her mind hadn’t gone to break, never to return just yet. She was just thinking, why me? Wondering what was going to happen. Her options were slim to none. It was either writing back to the ghost investigators, temporarily putting up with the ghosts, finding a curandero to bless the house, or even worse, living with her dad again. She didn’t want to go to a yerberia. She didn’t want to live with her dad and his envious new wife. She didn’t want to leave her nana’s house. She was now wrestling with the thought of having the paranormal investigators in her home. All she had to do was give a reply, and they’d show up, but was she going to go forward with that?

The sun finally dipped behind the mountain.

The orange glow was now replaced by the dark blue shadows of dusk. The sun was on its way around the globe. Stars started to shimmer dimly as the sky began its transition into night.

With a heavy feeling in her chest and stomach, Cindy thought she better turn on the light in her room.

The man underneath reached out a bony hand and clasped it around Cindy’s right ankle.

Cindy screamed.


The Hauntings


The Move To 
Moon Creek Avenue
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Cindy couldn’t believe that she was finally getting a place of her own. It wasn’t under the best of circumstances, but she and her five-year-old daughter, Mallory, needed their own space. Cindy had grown weary and uncomfortable living with her sister, Gloria. And then with her mom. After living with her mom, it was her dad and his new wife and… David’s parents—before the couch surfing began. Cindy shook her head and sniffed at the thought of that name—David, that person, that—Cindy shook her head and took a deep breath. She placed her sweaty palms on her lap and looked out the window of her Tio Rudy’s Chevy truck. She didn’t want to think of Mallory’s deadbeat father, who cared more about weed and getting drunk than his daughter. This was supposed to be a good day—move-in day. She didn’t want to spoil something that she asked the universe for in tears daily: a home of her own.

They had left packing all of her and Mallory’s stuff at her dad’s house on the north side of Devil’s Hill. Her dad’s house was the only place that she and Mallory could sleep on a bed—in a room. Her dad owned two high-profiting Mexican restaurants in Devil’s Hill called El Pollo del Diablo. So he had a spacious home and a new trophy wife to go with it. His wife, Margarita, was lovely when she wanted to be, but Cindy felt her cold stare every time she saw her in the home. Cindy felt Margarita was jealous of her and her dad’s relationship in some sick way. She walked chin-up around the house—wagging her heavily injected faux Kim Kardashian ass with the boobs to match.

Cindy and her daughter would wait in the room for her to leave so they could prepare something to eat in the kitchen. Margarita kept to herself, but Cindy didn’t want to live there much longer. And on the week when Cindy was breaking down in depression the most, unfortunately, her nana passed away. But fortunately, she gained a new home. It was a bittersweet moment for her. She didn’t know how to feel about it. If she was too happy, was she disrespecting her nana? Did that mean she was actually content that the poor old woman had died? And if she wasn’t happy about it, was she being ungrateful about her nana putting her name in the will to inherit the home? Cindy decided to stay neutral about the whole situation. On the other hand, Mallory was ecstatic about finally getting her own room, and that was okay. Her baby deserved a place to call home.

Cindy and Mallory were now venturing to the side of town that was keen to home invasions, fatal shootings, robberies, and late-night hovering from the ghetto birds in the sky. And not only was it poisoned with a high crime rate, but there were a few stories about bizarre and evil things going on around this side of town. A girlfriend from high school—Cynthia Gomez—said she swore she saw a walking scarecrow in the early hours of Halloween. Cynthia was an exaggerator who thrived on gossip and making up things just to talk to someone, so Cindy disregarded that outlandish story. But if it were true, Cindy hoped never to have to come face to face with anything supernatural.

Cindy noticed how everything changed once she started drifting into this particular side of town. It went from Starbucks and pricey sushi restaurants and smooth streets to pothole-filled streets, liquor stores, and pawn shops that bought and sold firearms to whoever had a thick enough billfold. Looking at her surroundings only motivated her to continue with her online college courses as soon as classes were in session. She was determined to make a better life for herself and Mallory. David had been out of the picture for a year, and she wasn’t about to bring him back into her or Mallory’s life for the sake of financial gains, no matter what.

They pulled into Moon Creek Avenue.

“Is that the street, mommy?” said Mallory as she pointed at the street sign that read Moon Creek Avenue. She placed her small, stubby nose on the truck’s window. Her light-brown hair shone beautifully in the autumn sun.

“Yeah, that’s it, mija,” said Tio Rudy. He adjusted the red trucker hat on his head. Fluffs of thick wavy hair were sprouting out underneath it like overgrowth. “You and your mommy are going to be able to finally have your own space now. That means you can fart whenever and wherever you want.”

Mallory pulled away from the window, looking at her tio, and giggled. “Ewww!”

Cindy smiled and softly placed her hand on her daughter’s scabbed knee from playing with her cousin’s skateboard and falling on the street two days before. “Mallory farts wherever she goes. She doesn’t care who’s there,” said Cindy.

Mallory’s jaw dropped. “No, I don’t!”

Tio Rudy and Cindy laughed as Mallory sulked in the middle of them, crossing her arms over her chest. Cindy leaned over and gave a small peck on Mallory’s head. “I’m just kidding, Mal. Keep pouting, and your lips are going to stay like that.”

Tio Rudy looked over at Mallory and said, “Hey, maybe she wants to be like Kylie Jenner. Or a pinche fish!” He opened his mouth and puckered his lips, imitating a fish fresh out of the water.

They all started laughing, including Mallory. She pictured an ugly catfish puckering its big, red lipstick-covered lips over and over. She also imagined a bushy mustache on the fish, just like Tio Rudy’s.

As they were pulling into the driveway, Cindy took in the house. It wasn’t in the best neighborhood. She was indeed going to live on the “bad side” of town, far from where she was last staying with her father. But the house was beautiful if you took away the rustic appearance the home’s exterior had taken. The wood was beaten down and expanded by the monsoon storms and cold winters, but Cindy saw it as a project she could take on, fixing up her nana’s house—her house. It could be like one of those home renovations shows she loved to watch on the HGTV channel.

The houses on both sides of Moon Creek Avenue all had a beaten look, and they were the only two-story homes in the area. All other places around the area were either duplexes or tiny houses built in the 1950s, long before poverty and gangs took over. The gangsters seemed to be gone now, finally getting on with the times, but there were still some crackheads roaming the streets, walking around aimlessly like zombies in a horror flick. Drugs were the only things that never got out of style, unfortunately. And there were plenty of drug dealers supplying the dope heads; their clean big-bodied cars sitting on huge chrome wheels in the driveways pointed them out like spotlights. Cindy would be careful with herself and Mallory.

Tio Rudy parked his truck in the driveway and put the screeching clutch into park.

Mallory got up from her seat. “Let’s go! Let’s go! I wanna see my room!”

“Whoa, settle down, Mal. Let’s get a couple of things first, okay?” said Cindy, combing a loose strand of hair over Mallory’s pointy ear.

“Your sister came by earlier. I think she thought you were already here. She wanted to help, but she had to go to work already,” said Tio Rudy.

Cindy smiled. “Aw, that’s too bad. I miss Gloria. I’ll call her tomorrow.”

They all started to unbuckle their seatbelts.

“Is nana home?” said Mallory. Her wide, honey-brown eyes waited for a reply. Her chubby cheeks were turning a little red from the cold air.

Cindy and Tio Rudy gave each other a solemn look and then quickly looked away. Tio Rudy adjusted his trucker hat and rubbed his nose.

Cindy sighed and smiled. “Um, Mal, we talked about this, remember?”

Mallory’s smile turned into a frown. She started gazing at the floor of the truck, poking at a cigarette butt with her shoe. “Yeah, I ‘member. She’s with the angels now.”

Tio Rudy cleared his throat, snuffing a sob. His voice quivered, but not so much for Mallory to notice. “That’s right, Mal. And she will be watching over you and mommy in your new home, okay? You two will be safe here. Yeah, this used to be nana’s house, but now it’s yours and your mommy’s, mija. Your nana gave it to you two, okay?” Tio Rudy glanced over at Cindy and smiled. His thick mustache covered his quivering lip.

Cindy returned the smile and glanced out the window. “Okay. Let’s get going.”

“Yay!” screamed Mal as she got up from the seat.

Cindy opened the door and felt the cold October air touch her face. She also felt the gentle warmth of the sun. It was good to get some fresh, crisp air. Her tio’s truck smelled like stale cigarettes and old crusty socks. It was the smell of an unkempt party animal that was so boozed up they couldn’t smell themselves. Her Tia Carla usually locked the door on Rudy if he came home late from drinking, so it was most likely that he had slept in his truck the night before. So, if it smelled more sketchy and musty than usual, it was always most likely because he had to sleep in it.

“Mommy! Can we go in?” Mallory asked as she jumped impatiently on the stoop of the house. Tio Rudy was unstrapping the cables he had strapped all of Cindy’s things in from the bed of the truck.

Cindy looked up at the windows, noticing how dark and lonely the home was since her nana had passed away a month ago from a heart attack. She had three horrible strokes before her heart finally gave out for good. “Yeah, Mal. Let’s help your Tio Rudy first, okay? Then we can go in, and you can play with your dolls.”

“Hurry! Hurry! It’s gonna be fun!” Mallory said with a smile.

Cindy smiled at her daughter. “Yes, it will be!” She looked back at the house, looking at the window in the attic. She had a great feeling about the home—her home. She had the feeling that her life was going to be so much better. But if Cindy were to look back at this moment, she would have known how wrong she was. And she had come to terms with the fact that some things are just unavoidable no matter how much you wish you could have seen a sign.
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They had to make three trips to and from Cindy’s dad’s house to gather all of their belongings, so the move became a strenuous and exhausting task for Cindy. Tio Rudy, on the other hand, seemed fine. He was a big man—six-foot and three inches tall and about two hundred and fifty pounds, so he was pretty used to being used for things like helping people move. The only discomfort he showed was wincing here and there and the slick sweat on his face. His wavy hair spilling out under his hat started sticking to his forehead.

When the moving was finally done, Cindy picked up carne asada burritos and super nachos from El Pollo del Diablo—free, of course. She also picked up a six-pack of Pabst Blue Ribbon for her tio. He wouldn’t take her money; he refused to do so over and over, so she just fed the man and bought him his favorite drink to show him her appreciation. He ate hungrily and quickly along with Mallory, who always ate the burrito from the middle. It was an eating habit that drove Cindy mad. Don’t eat the burrito like that, Mal! Mallory would then reply, Like what, mommy? And she’d bite into the middle some more.

When Tio Rudy went home—or to sleep in his truck for having too much of a good time the night before—Cindy unpacked boxes here and there as she walked restlessly on the first floor. Thank goodness the house had a working heater. If the heater wasn’t turned on, the house would have been an icebox. Cindy remembered a time in the winter when her nana’s heater wasn’t working, and it felt like her whole face had gone numb while she was supposed to be sleeping. On one of the nights, her dad took her to her nana’s because he and her mom were fighting; they always had ugly arguments.

Cindy was wearing a loose, cozy sweater with a pair of jack-o’-lantern leggings. She was wearing fuzzy socks with ghosts on the top of each one.

She was carrying boxes and placing them in the best places to unload the contents. She first went into Mallory’s new room upstairs. She remembered how it used to be her dad’s room up until he was sixteen and got her mom pregnant. She set up Mallory’s small desk and placed her crayons, pencils, and coloring books on it. She wanted to keep the very active and artistic Mallory busy while she started to put things away. She wanted to feel more at home already. She tried going to sleep, but thinking about all of those boxes and clutter around the house made her mad with anxiety. So, she made some pumpkin chai tea and got to work on the packed cardboard boxes she had collected from her cashier job at Wally’s Food Corner.

Cindy had gotten a job two weeks after she left David. She saw the ad on the window for part-time at Wally’s Food Corner and applied. The manager—an old, tall man with a huge belly and a mouth made for cursing—told her that they were looking for a cashier. He said the last one was kidnapped a couple of days before. Cindy felt fearful and worried about that situation, but that was the only place willing to comply and work around her schedule. She needed to pick up Mallory from her mom’s house (she was watching her), but now Mallory was a kindergartener. She would be attending Rosewood Elementary, which was conveniently three streets away from Moon Creek Avenue. The manager at Wally’s had no problem with working around her obligations.

It was weird to be in her nana’s house without her nana being there. Every time she’d go, her nana would smile, even with her eyes, and sweetly embrace Cindy and Mallory. She used to treat Cindy as if she was still Mallory’s age. She would offer Cindy coffee and pan dulce or some Mexican cookies and give little juice boxes to Mallory to wash down the cookies. Remembering these things, Cindy could still smell the coffee her nana used to make and the taste of the pan dulce. She missed her nana very much, and she knew that Mallory did, too. Mallory still wasn’t very understanding of the whole death thing, and Cindy didn’t exactly know how to approach that subject. The best thing she felt she could do was to paint her a picture of a catholic view of the afterlife, even though Cindy wasn’t very religious at all.

She needed something to say that would put Mallory’s mind at ease. So why couldn’t she paint a fairy tale for her daughter?

As Cindy carried boxes from the kitchen to the living room, from the living room to her bedroom to her bathroom, she started to get a creepy feeling that someone was watching her. She would look down the dark hall expecting to see someone there, and then she would get the chills. She had to turn on every light in the house. Whenever she would feel scared, she would holler at Mallory: “Hey, Mal, you all right?” One of the times, Mallory replied, “Yes, mommy! Why do you keep asking?!” She was busy drawing herself wearing a tiara, wielding a sword, and riding on a unicorn that was farting a rainbow. Hearing her mom call for her every minute was starting to be a pain in the butt, but she wouldn’t dare tell her mommy that.

Cindy started to feel guilty for feeling this way—even thinking that her nana would haunt the home. As if her nana would scare her and Mallory like some old Victorian ghost who couldn’t rest. Her nana was a kind person and had a good heart. She couldn’t imagine her floating down the halls of her former home, standing in the shadows—watching, or appearing at the foot of her bed, standing behind the shower curtain or—

“Jesus. Stop it, Cindy!” Cindy whispered as the hairs on her neck stood up, and a chill rippled her arms. She was standing in the kitchen, setting a box of glass bowls and plates on the counter.

Cindy looked back, straight into the hall, and screamed. Her heart jumped in her chest and started hammering fast. Her knees had become weak, and she felt her eyes bulging.

This is it. This is it, Cindy. Your dead nana is in the house, and she wants it back, she thought.

Standing at the end of the hall was Mallory, clutching a unicorn plushie. Mallory screamed as soon as she heard her mother. She ran down the hall and went to her mommy. Cindy closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “You scared the crap out of me, Mal! Why did you just sneak up like that?”

Mallory was hugging her waist. “I’m sorry, mommy! I just wanted to ask you if you can tuck me into bed already. I’m getting sleepy now. And so is my unicorn!”

Cindy picked up her phone from the counter and checked the time. “Oh no, it’s already ten-fifteen! I’m so sorry, Mal. I lost track of time when I was putting everything away.”

“That’s o-right, mommy. Can you sing me something?”

Cindy led her daughter out of the kitchen. “Sure.”
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After Cindy sang a Fleetwood Mac song, Mallory finally fell asleep. There were still some boxes in Mallory’s room, but Cindy decided to tackle those in the morning. She was starting to feel the aches and pains in her feet and all her body from moving.

As Cindy lay on her daughter’s bed, covered under the same purple My Little Pony comforter, she was checking her Instagram, scrolling aimlessly. Cindy was starting to dabble into art again—a childhood hobby, so she followed a hundred or so accounts of freelance artists, cartoonists, and painters. She was looking at chibi drawings of Eddie Kaspbrak and Richie Tozier from the It movie in love when she received a notification from her direct messages.

It was a message from David. She recognized his smug smile on his profile photo and his crappy pompadour-style haircut. His nappy beard looked like a tragic nest of scraggly pubic hair; it was painful to look at. Cindy cringed and felt embarrassed for even having a relationship with David. The shot from cupid’s arrow and the blindness of love did a great fucking job at obscuring the many impurities that resided inside and outside of David. He was a smooth-talking son of a bitch who knew how to sweep in on a vulnerable girl. A girl whose cheeks would turn rosy red at the sound of someone calling her beautiful or giving her any kind of positive attention. But what Cindy never caught sight of was that this wolf in sheep’s clothing was only trying to get laid. David was a virgin up until the time he and Cindy had sex in his bedroom. Well, if you counted hands, David was far from being a virgin, but he knew just how to zone in on the quiet, wounded, friendly, and naive girl who would show slight signs of bright life as she smiled—rarely. And this girl didn’t know how sexy and pretty she was.

She didn’t know how great her ass was or how seductive her lips were. How wild it was to imagine her hair hanging down—preferably laid out on the bed; how her not-too-small, not-too-big breasts looked great in whichever shirt she wore. David was hooked.

All of his friends had gotten laid already, so David wanted the same, but no girl was ever into David. He was very loud, obnoxious, tried to be funny, joked inappropriately, and wasn’t the ideal guy (at all) that any girl would want to be seen with. David never broke out of his high school personality, not even three years later—after Cindy finally had enough of his shit. So, David moved in, whispered his sweet nothings to Cindy, played the nice-guy role, and finally got laid. He had fallen in love with Cindy. But when it came down to romance and making Cindy feel special, David couldn’t care less. All that David was interested in was the sex, and he didn’t give a shit if Cindy wanted to have it with him or not. He’d come home drunk from drinking with his friends at a local bar downtown and simply get in bed—stinking of weed and alcohol, and would put his filthy hands all over Cindy’s body. All this while Mallory slept in the crib beside her.

But no matter how much she loathed David, she was happy that Mallory was here.

Cindy looked at the message and rolled her eyes. She didn’t want to, but she clicked on the message anyway. Her anxiety was nagging at her.

The message read:

Hey, wat up? Heard u got ur nana’s house. tight. wanna hang out?

Cindy’s cheeks instantly became warm with anger. Who in the hell told this guy about the house? She had no clue how he could have found out. Was this asshole serious? She blocks him, then he makes a new account to message her? Message her this? She wasn’t going to take it. And instead of giving his condolences and asking how she and Mallory were. The nerve of this loser. Cindy replied:

Mallory is okay. Thanks for asking. I wouldn’t “hang out” with you if you were the last fuck boy on earth. LEAVE ME ALONE.

David replied:

lol whatever. prolly got some dude there anyway. I wanna see mal.

Growing more furious, Cindy replied:

It isn’t any of your business who I am with or who is at MY home. Before I block you again, let me just tell you this. You will NEVER see Mallory. You don’t even give a shit about her. And I don’t want a poor excuse of a human being to be around her. You’re lucky I don’t take your broke ass to child support. The reason I won’t do it is that you don’t deserve ANY time with Mallory. Leave me alone, or I’ll tell my dad or get the cops involved for harassment.

Cindy saw that the message was seen, then David started typing. Before she could read any more bullshit from him, she went to his profile and blocked him.

Her face was red and hot with anger. She needed a glass of cold water. She carefully got up from Mallory’s bed. Mallory was in a deep sleep, snoring softly. Cindy placed the unicorn under the cover next to her. She crept out of the room, making the floorboards groan a little.

The hallway was eerily dark. Cindy was starting to imagine her nana as a ghost, but quickly forgot about that because she remembered David’s messages. She flicked the switch for the hall light and began to descend the stairs.

Who could have told him about the house? Cynthia? It probably was her. That big-mouthed bitch, she thought.

Cindy turned on the light in the living room. It was still cluttered in there, but it looked much better than it had earlier. It was also quite bare. Her dad told her that he was going to deliver her some couches the next day. She smiled at the thought and walked into the kitchen, turning the light on before stepping in.

The kitchen was also bare but looking better. Cindy realized that she needed to buy more pans, pots, dishes, the whole set-up. She didn’t want to go to Wyatt’s Super Mart, so she would get them cheaper from her work. She grabbed a glass, took out a pitcher of water from the fridge, filled it quickly, and gulped down the water. The water helped her feel cooler. She didn’t want to let David ever get her mad again. And hopefully, that was the last time she would have to interact with him.

After Cindy turned off the light in the kitchen, the doorbell rang.

Ding-dong!

Cindy’s heart started pumping furiously. She looked at the wooden door. Too damn bad there isn’t a peephole. She looked at the time on her phone—it was eleven-twenty-five p.m.

Who the hell is ringing the doorbell this late?

Her stomach dropped.

Is it David?

Cindy started to step slowly, walking toward the door. She decided she would peep out the window next to the door first.

Cindy moved the white, see-through curtain to the side. No one was there.

“What the hell?” she said as she took a good look outside.

The streets were empty. A couple of lights were on inside the houses in front. A cat walked down the sidewalk as the October wind rustled the brown and orange, crunchy leaves. But there was nobody there.

She looked around her porch—nothing but the floorboards and the old bare tree sitting in front. Cindy shook her head and walked away from the window. She turned off the light in the living room before starting to go upstairs.

Ding…dong!

Whoever had pressed the doorbell held on to the button this time. Cindy’s chest was feeling hard pressure again. She took a deep breath but didn’t bother with the light this time. She was like a ghost floating calmly in the dark living room, lit vaguely from the yellow streetlights outside. She went to the window once again, and she took a tiny peek.

Nothing.

“Are you fucking












