
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Los Posadas

––––––––

And bonus story

Pancho Claus

Vs. Krampus

––––––––

by 

V. Castro


Copyright © V. Castro 2023

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 Design by Grim Poppy

Interior Formatting by Platform House


Contents

Las Posadas

Pancho Claus Vs. Krampus

Other Works by V. Castro

The Haunting of Alejandra

Immortal Pleasures

The Queen of The Cicadas

Mestiza Blood

Out of Aztlan

Hairspray and Switchblades

Dia de Los Slashers

Goddess of Filth

Rebel Moon

Alien: Vasquez



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Los Posadas



V. Castro


[image: ]




Dedicated to Santa Muerte, familia,

readers, reviewers, and all the fans.

Thank you.
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I always said I would buy my mother a home. It would be just for her in those golden years without a husband. She had been through two bad divorces, single parenthood, and working through two degrees with two children. Now I could finally make good on the promise I’d made to myself that drove me to my success, even if it had bled me in the process. 

We stood arm in arm outside the two-story, three-bedroom home in the town of New Braunfels. It’s a wonderful little town in Texas between two very different cities. We were both born in San Antonio, a now sprawling city of Targets and freeways with The Alamo sitting at its heart. Austin is on the opposite side of New Braunfels. A little too vegan and hip for her with terrible traffic. Plus, people from California were moving there in droves. 

She squeezed my arm tightly. Her voice cracked. “This is too much. I can’t let you do this.”

Tears streamed down my cheeks as I remembered all those years of hard work and fighting past doubt. And the years we had to live with family when we didn’t have a home of our own. “I can and I already did. You deserve this.”

It had been our way not to know in our hearts what we truly deserved, or were capable of. I held her close like a mother would a child. My tears continued to spill over cheek bones that possessed the same sharp angle as hers. Then a calm passed over me. Some dreams are real. I knew about nightmares and demons. This was the good stuff, the stuff of holiday movies and feel-good books. I chuckled as this reality hit me in full bloom.

“C’mon, Mom. Let’s go check out your new home.” 

“Our home for a little bit. I’m glad you will be living with me.”

I had one last surprise. As Christmas approached, I had taken the liberty of decorating the entire house for her after choosing simple furnishings she could change if she wanted. In the vast open plan living and dining room, I set up a seven foot tree with red, gold, and green glass baubles. White lights illuminated the two poinsettias on either side of the fireplace on the right side of the living room. It’s Texas, so I wasn’t sure how much use she would get out of it, but it was a nice cozy touch. Inside, I nestled fern-scented white pillar candles. On the mantle, I placed a series of nichos I’d purchased from small vendors in Market Square in San Antonio. Each little box depicted various saints. The last one was the birth of Christ in a manger. A tiny burro nestled close. I loved seeing La Virgen as La Catrina, her face a skull beneath blue robes as her pits for eyes gazed upon a baby Christ who also was just swaddled bones.

On the opposite left side wall, there was a credenza with a family altar I’d created. Instead of poinsettias I had two glass vases with blood red roses, one for us and the others for those passed. The roses brought the altar alive when the candles were lit. For years we remained apart as a family, each doing their own thing in their own way. People passed away. Babies were born. Marriages and divorces. I united us all, and our beliefs, on a red lace cloth with seven seven-day candles, a mini Christmas tree decorated with tiny red ribbons, family photos, and a crystal bowl filled with fruit as the offering next to a smaller ceramic bowl filled with holy water. A single stick of copal in a diffuser. There was a mix of her Christian ways and the beliefs I was becoming closer to with brujeria. The combination of the candles and incense smelled divine. I hoped this would be a new family home where we could all gather on the holidays, or just for the hell of it. She burst into fresh sobs on my shoulder as she scanned the interior. “I don’t want to go on my cruise now! I want to stay here with you.”

“Mom. You are going on that cruise with your sisters. You have never done that before. You all need to take some time to reconnect. Go live that Golden Girls dream. I’ll be fine here. I’ve got my puzzle club. The gym. Probably do some baking. Have fun. You earned it.”

She threw her arms around me and kissed me on the forehead before pulling away and making the sign of the cross in front of me. “You are protected!”

She dipped her fingers in the holy water and sprinkled it over the roses. “May these bring blessing, too!”

I fought the urge to roll my eyes because I didn’t believe in God or Jesus the same way she did. That didn’t matter now. Her love was protection enough. “Thanks, mom. Now let me show you the rest of the house.”

“My room have a big window? You know I like the fresh air when I sleep. I don’t need anything else.”

“Yes, you have the biggest room with a walk-in closet, bathroom, and big windows.” 

She wiped her mascara-stained cheeks. It felt so good to do this because she had never purchased a property for herself and she probably would never spend this kind of money on something she really wanted. Too extravagant. I, on the other hand, had no problem enjoying this new phase of life.

⸙⸙⸙

We spent the rest of the evening listening to Christmas music and flipping through trashy magazines. I placed mine down when Jeff Buckley’s version of “Hallelujah” began to play. The lights on the tree seemed to dim slightly as I thought about the possibility of spending another Christmas alone. My love life could be described as that single bulb on a string of Christmas lights that doesn’t quite work and because of that it ruins the entire thing. My ability to find a healthy relationship up to this point had been as easy as unknotting that damn string of lights after it’s been thrown in a box for a year. I decided to take love out of the equation so the rest of my life could flourish. And it did. Working on myself without distraction was the best Christmas gift I could ever give myself. But the desire for connection, deep connection, like the ghost of Christmas past, always shook chains in my heart. My soul knew there was real love out there to be experienced. As much as I tried to fight it, the need for intimacy and physical touch was a longing and need I couldn’t deny. Whoever came next had to expect hours of lovemaking until we both resembled dried, over-cooked turkeys. Every bodily fluid drained until nothing was left. All we would want would be to chat lazily about how quickly the year went by, or moving aching muscles to order takeaway. That was my one and only wish I would make on Las Posadas when I lit the candles.

My mother and I went to bed at a modest 11 p.m. without the worry of a hangover. The last thought before I closed my eyes was seeing Henry the next day. He was the mortician and funeral director I could feel myself falling for. I wanted him the first time we met. If I had one wish, it would be to make love to him Christmas Eve into Christmas morning. 
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