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© 2025 by Julie Grayson 

First Edition: August 2025  

Cover Design by: Ghoul-ie Grayson 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, or manifested in any form—physical, spectral, or as a vague sense of unease—without written permission from the author, except by reviewers who may quote brief passages for the purposes of sass, criticism, or proving a point on Nextdoor.  

Disclaimer: This story is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons (living, deceased, or ambiguously gaseous), HOA board members, poodles with poor cardiovascular health, or sentient household mold is entirely coincidental and probably not our fault. 

The author assume no liability for:  


	DIY exorcisms gone awry.  

	Emotional damage caused by the loss of antique bone collections.  

	Cheese fondue-related incidents, spiritual or otherwise.  

	Wi-Fi disruptions of a possible supernatural origin.  

	The existential dread of being judged by a sheep.  



Permissions: To request authorization to quote, adapt, or attempt to summon excerpts via a dog flap, please contact the author through reasonable means. Carrier pigeon, smoke signal, or a polite note left under the floorboards of a suburban split-level are all acceptable.  

Note: The goblin monitors all requests and may respond with a cryptic limerick. Fondue-based bribes are encouraged but not guaranteed to work.  

Special Thanks:  


	To all the misunderstood entities just trying to vibe.  

	To Tessa, for her brave lichen studies and her stash of Funyuns.  

	To Monsieur Bubbles, whose memory lives on in our hearts and on a headstone with googly eyes.  

	No HOA bylaws were permanently upheld in the making of this story, but several were aggressively side-eyed. 



Warning: Do not attempt inter-dimensional hopscotch without proper supervision, a clear understanding of ley lines, and a lawyer. The Suburban Cryptid Integration Council (SCIC) has not reviewed or endorsed this text. 

A Note on the Text: The author wishes to state for the record that souls do, in fact, taste like burnt hair and alpaca poop. This is presented not as an endorsement, but as a matter of public culinary awareness. You’re welcome.
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Chapter 1: The Unfortunate Incident of Mrs. Pickering’s Poodle 
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Let’s get one thing straight: I don’t eat souls. Never have, never will. The whole idea is absurd, like accusing a vegan of secretly hoarding pork chops. 

Souls taste like burnt hair left in the sun: dry, bitter, with a lingering aftertaste of alpaca poop. And let’s not forget the texture. Imagine chewing on a wad of expired aspirin wrapped in mothballs. No thanks. I’ve got standards. 

This whole “soul-devouring monstrosity” narrative? Blame Brother Reginald of Bumfluff Abbey, circa 1347. A real piece of work, that guy. We’re talking a monk so bitter, he made gargoyles look cheerful. Rumor has it he started the lie after I accidentally vaporized his prized turnip garden during a particularly enthusiastic game of inter-dimensional hopscotch.

(Look, the rules were unclear, and I told him not to plant root vegetables in a ley line intersection.) To get revenge, he scribbled “BEWARE THE SOUL-SUCKING GOBLIN BEAST” in the monastery’s ledger using handwriting so atrocious, it’s a miracle anyone could read it. Though, to be fair, “soul-sucking” might’ve actually been “scone-sucking.” Medieval inkblots are a bitch to decipher. 

But nuance dies faster than a mayfly in a hurricane when you’re a seven-foot-tall mass of sentient smoke. Take the villagers of Woolspit, for example. Really lovely folks, if you ignore their habit of conflating “glowing eyes” with “definitely plotting to curse our livestock.” All I did was lean over a pasture fence one evening to count sheep, for fun, mind you, like a cosmic Sudoku and suddenly I’m Public Enemy No. 1.

Never mind that their prized ram, Gerald, had the IQ of a soggy crumpet and a face only a mother could love (and even then, grudgingly). Next thing I know, they’re waving torches and chanting Latin hymns that rhymed, which, I’ll admit, was impressively on-the-nose for an angry mob. 

“Heathen goblin-fiend!” screeched the mayor, brandishing a pitchfork like he’d just discovered capitalism. “You hexed our sheep!” 

“They’re literally just standing there,” I tried to reason, gesturing at the flock, who were busy nibbling grass and ignoring the concept of object permanence. “If anything, Gerald hexed me. Do you know how demoralizing it is to be judged by something that licks its own scrotum?” 

But logic is a foreign currency in rural medieval Europe. They burned my cave to the ground, along with my antique ottoman, my limited-edition “World’s Okayest Goblin” mug, and a perfectly good collection of 12th-century taxidermied hedgehogs. All because Gerald the Sheep started balding three days later. (Coincidence? Absolutely. But try telling that to a town that thinks rosemary wards off gout.) 

So yeah. Here I am, centuries later, lurking beneath the floorboards of a split-level ranch in suburban Ohio. Turns out, suburbia’s no better: just swap Latin chants for Nextdoor rants and torches for gluten-free scones. But at least the Wi-Fi’s decent. 

My latest misunderstanding began with Mrs. Pickering’s poodle, Monsieur Bubbles. The little rat-dog dug up my foot bone collection (a hobby, not a fetish, thank you) and proceeded to parade around the backyard with a femur like it was at Westminster. 

Naturally, I yelled. A polite yell! The kind that says, “Kindly return my tibia, sir.” But Monsieur Bubbles? He dropped dead. Heart attack, probably. The little guy was 14 and subsisted entirely on bacon grease and rage. 

But nooo. Blame the goblin creature with yellow glowing eyes. Classic.
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Chapter 2. The Subtle Art of Miscommunication 
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Humans are obsessed with labeling things. “Monster.” “Demon.” “Goblin.” “That weird mold in the shower.” You’d think a species that invented interpretive jazz could handle a little ambiguity. But no. The second I oozed out of the air vent to apologize (and retrieve my femur), Mrs. Pickering screamed like I’d announced a timeshare presentation. 

“IT’S THE DEVIL!” she wailed, hurling a fondue pot at my head. 

“I’m a goblin,” I corrected, ducking. “Devils have hooves. And better PR.” 

She fainted. 

Look, I get it. My aesthetic is niche. I’m seven feet of sentient smoke with a voice like a chainsaw gargling gravel. But I moisturize! I cry at rom-coms! I just also happen to enjoy collecting femurs and muttering ominous limericks. Is that so wrong? 
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Chapter 3. The Haunting (That Wasn’t) 
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To appease the neighborhood Facebook group, the Pickering family hired a “paranormal investigator.” 

Greg, a man whose neck beard had its own gravitational pull, arrived with a backpack full of gizmos and a catchphrase: “I ain’t afraid of no ghost!” 

I hid inside the washing machine. 

“EVP session commencing,” Greg intoned, holding his voice recorder aloft. “Spirit! Why do you torment this family?” 

“Torment is a strong word,” I muttered. “I watered their ferns when they vacationed in Boca.” 

Greg’s eyes bulged as the recorder played back my gravelly baritone. “Did... did it just sass me?” 

I sighed. Being misunderstood is exhausting.
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Chapter 4. An Unlikely Ally 
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Enter: Tessa Pickering, age 10, amateur mycologist, and the only human in Ohio with a functioning brain cell. 

She cornered me in the garage while I was reorganizing my rib cage. “You’re not scary,” she declared, clutching a jar of lichen. “You’re just sparkly mold.” 

I bristled. “I’m a goblin entity of darkness.” 

“You named your femur ‘Steve.’” 

“...Steve’s a good name.” 

Thus began our détente. Tessa agreed not to “exorcise” me if I helped her pass her science fair. (Turns out, “Do Goblins Prefer Sunny or Shaded Haunts?” won 2nd place. Lost to a potato battery. Rigged.) 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



Chapter 5. The Great Fondue Fiasco 
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Everything went sideways at the block party. 

Mrs. Pickering, emboldened by boxed wine, decided to “reclaim her home” via a DIY smudging ritual involving sage, a hairdryer, and Mariah Carey’s Christmas album. The resulting smoke alarm symphony brought the entire cul-de-sac running. 

Cornered in the pantry, I did what any self-respecting goblin would do: I panicked. 

“BEHOLD,” I boomed, swirling into my most terrifying form: a vortex of shadows and teeth. “I AM THE NIGHTMARE THAT DEVOURS THE...” 

Tessa kicked me in the shin. 

“Ow! Rude!” 

“Stop being so extra,” she whispered. “They will literally call the National Guard.” 

So I improvised. 

Grabbing a ladle, I channeled my inner Julia Child. “Bonjour, mortals! Tonight, we’re making fondue.” 

Twenty minutes later, I was teaching the HOA president how to properly emulsify cheese.
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Chapter 6. The Goblin Who Came to Dinner 
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I still live under the floorboards. Tessa feeds me Funyuns. The Pickerings installed a “goblin door” (a dog flap with gothic trim). And every full moon, the neighborhood gathers for my infamous “Haunted Hot Dish Night.” 

Monsieur Bubbles’ grave? I put googly eyes on the headstone. It’s what he would’ve wanted. 

So yeah, I’m a goblin. But I’m their goblin. 

And if you tell anyone I cried during The Notebook, I’ll wreck your Wi-Fi.

––––––––
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The End​
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	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: The Sneeze Heard ’Round the Manor
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The tires of the Eischens’ minivan crunched over gravel as they rounded the final bend, revealing Patience Manor hunched against the backdrop of the mountain peaks of Grand Lake, Colorado like a dusty dowager in a moth-eaten fur coat. 

Suzanne, the eldest of the two Eischens’ daughters, lowered her phone, squinting at the turret sagging under its own gloom. “Mom,” she said, “you swear this isn’t a murder house?”  

Claire adjusted her smart glasses that were desperately trying sync to the manor’s nonexistent Wi-Fi. “The Zillow listing said ‘rustic charm with paranormal potential.’”  

“Which is code for ‘squatting raccoons,’” Mark muttered, hefting a toolbox from the trunk. Quinn, the youngest daughter, was already halfway up the porch steps, pressed her face to a grime-caked window. “I think I saw a ghost!” she shrieked.

“That’s probably just your reflection, kiddo,” Mark said, prying open the front door with a crowbar. It groaned like a disgruntled opera singer.  

The foyer reeked of mothballs and forgotten piano lessons. Claire immediately stuck a voice-activated thermostat to the peeling wallpaper. “Alexa, set ambiance to ‘cozy Victorian.’”  

“I’m sorry, I don’t recognize ‘cozy Victorian,’” droned the device.  

“Noted,” Claire sighed.  

Suzanne filmed Quinn wobbling on a chandelier chain (“Risking my life for the ‘gram!”) while Mark prodded a suspicious stain on the ceiling. “Might be water damage. Might be ectoplasm,” he shrugged.

“Ectoplasm’s green, right?” Quinn asked, Googling on her smart watch. “This color is more... latte foam.”  

By nightfall, the family huddled in the least-leakiest bedroom, swaddled in sleeping bags. Claire rigged a motion-sensor nightlight shaped like a raven. “I think this place may smart haunted after all,” she said.  

Then the wall sneezed.  

“Ah... ah... CHOO!”  

A Victorian-era woman suddenly materialized mid-sneeze, her lace handkerchief exploding into a confetti storm of spectral tissues. Lady Penelope Snodgrass blinked at the family occupying the room that was once belonged her own daughter, her hoop skirt phasing through a moldy ottoman. “Blast this postmortem hay fever!”  

Mark raised an eyebrow. “You’re allergic to yourself?”  

“It’s the dust,” Penelope sniffled, dissolving into a coughing fit.  

Suzanne whipped out her phone. “TikTok live in 3... 2...”  

Downstairs, a cowboy’s voice yodeled through the floorboards: “YEEEEE—OW!”  

“Jed’s stuck in the clock again,” Penelope sighed, floating through the door. The Eischens followed, their flashlight beams catching “Cowboy Jed” hip-deep in the grandfather clock, his spurs jangling against the pendulum. “Dangnabit! I was chasin’ a spectral jackalope...”  

“That’s a stuffed bunny,” Suzanne said, pointing to Quinn’s childhood toy poking from her backpack.  

“Unhand me, chrono-prison!” Jed bellowed, yanking his ghostly limbs free with a pop.  

Then came the books.  

Copies of Pride and Prejudice, Frankenstein, and The Last of the Mohicans, soared from the shadows, bopping Quinn on the head in rapid succession. “SHHHHHH!” hissed a voice like rustling cardigans.  

“Ms. Whistlebottom!” Penelope chided. “These fine people are guests!”  

The librarian ghost flickered into view—or rather, half of her did. Her shushing mouth hovered mid-air, detached from her body, which was still materializing by the fireplace.  

“Is this a 3D glitch? Fascinating!” Suzanne whispered, zooming in.  

“SHHH— oh bother,” Ms. Whistlebottom mumbled, her glasses materializing upside down.  

By dawn, the Eischens family sat bleary-eyed around a card table, clutching mugs of hot chocolate.  

“So,” Mark said. “We’re definitely haunted.”  

Claire scrolled through Suzanne’s TikTok notifications. “We’re at 50k views. #Ghostfluencer is trending.”  

Quinn tugged a cobweb from her hair. “Can we keep them?”  

Outside, the Colorado sun rose over Patience Manor’s crooked silhouette. 
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Chapter 2: Wi-Fi, Why Try?
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The Eischens’ demolition of Patience Manor’s mothballed grandeur began at dawn. Claire duct-taped a router to a taxidermied moose head in the parlor. “If we beam Wi-Fi through its antlers, maybe we’ll get two bars,” she said, squinting at a YouTube tutorial titled “Haunted Hotspots 101.”  

“Or summon a cyber demon,” Suzanne muttered, propping her phone on a pile of National Geographic magazines to play the first episode of Hauntflix’s: ‘Renovation Nightmares vs. Actual Nightmares.’”  

Quinn, armed with a glue gun and a bag of googly eyes, stuck eyeballs to the peeling portrait of Penelope’s late husband. “Now he’s watching us,” she declared.  

The portrait scowled.  

Ghostly Interlude #1: Séance 2.0  

Penelope, determined to redeem her spectral reputation, gathered the Eischens for a “proper” séance in the conservatory. She lit (read: attempted to light) a bundle of sage with a trembling finger. “Spirits of the beyond, we seek...”  

Ah... CHOO!  

The sage exploded into glitter.  

“Is that the dreaded craft herpes?” Mark asked, plucking a speckled pink fleck from his beard.  

“It’s vibes,” Quinn corrected, sprinkling the glitter into her hair.  

Penelope wilted. “In 1897, my séances summoned ectoplasmic ecstasy.”  

“Well, in 2026, you just summoned a Michaels clearance aisle,” Suzanne laughed, zooming in on the ghost’s pout.  

DIY Disasters (Sponsored by Chaos)  

Mark’s “easy” floorboard repair escalated when Jed mistook the power drill for a “mechanical rattler.” The cowboy yelped, phased through the floor, and accidentally reattached the chandelier to the ceiling fan.  
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