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    To my dad, Ruben, who first taught me the importance of self-defense. 

      

    


Copyright © 2026 Genevieve Leanne Dominguez

All rights reserved. 

Spooky Stories: A Short Story Collection

Yellow Post-it Note - Originally published in Working Title: A Literary Arts Podcast on October 27, 2019. 

The Call Center - Originally published on my previous website - https://genleanned.wixsite.com/my-books/the-call-center - on October 28, 2025.

This short story collection is a work of fiction. The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this book are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and/or products is intended or should be inferred. 

No part of this story may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, please contact Genevieve Leanne Dominguez at author.genevieveleanned@gmail.com

Editor: Genevieve Leanne Dominguez



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Yellow Post-it Note

[image: ]




How long can someone live in a costume? 

The screen is the only light in the car. The boy and girl, immortalized through pixels and high-definition color, laugh and play. The boy, with his bright blue eyes, made you believe he was a pirate about to be mutinied, a scientist examining the stars, a British teacher admonishing his students for believing in ghost stories.  

He had a good British accent.  

“Cheer up, fellow – ”   

I jump from the sharp tap on the passenger window. Sean smiles and holds up two packages of Nutter Butters. I silence the video.  

“Hey partner. Brought you these.” 

He tosses me one package and it slips through my fingers. The phone falls and lands near my shoes. My uniform feels stiff. I haven’t worn it in yet.  

Sean rips open his package and I start the car.  

“Chief wants us to oversee the off-campus residence at the university tonight,” Sean says.  

“Wonderful,” I reply.  

It’s Halloween. The sky is quiet, dark. The streetlights guide us to the apartment complex.  

Once, he stood under a streetlight in his vampire costume and pretended it was a spotlight. I laughed, unaware of how much the costume was ripping him from his identity, fragments of him buried underneath different characters for years. I didn’t see it because I was the one who introduced him to costumes and spotlights and scripts long ago.  

Autumn, it’s just acting, he said.  

He tried to bite someone’s neck that same night.  

I park the car at the far end of the complex. It’s not large. I’ve been here before to quiet some parties.  

There’s five buildings, 2 floors each. Each floor holds about seven apartments. Most of them will be open so students can have one giant party like last year.  

The silence rests in my ears and creates whispers of what once was for him. He encouraged me to attend college. I decided on a different route.  

The darkness settles far below the clouds. The nearest streetlight is a speck. A car screeches by. A quiet tickle enters the center of my back.  

“Check this out.” 

Sean hands me a yellow post-it note with neat handwriting.  

“A ghost is here to claim what he used to say,” I read. 

“Neat, right?” he asks.  

I crumple the note and stuff it in my pocket.  

Sean and I split up. I’m responsible for buildings 3 and 5. It’s 10:30. One minute before the party begins. 10:31 on 10-31.  
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