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​DEDICATION
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For everyone who has ever looked into the darkness and wondered if something was looking back.
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​AUTHOR'S INTRODUCTION
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Every city has stories.

Most cities bury them.

Mexicali 2.0 collects them.

Some stories are told around campfires.

Some are whispered at family gatherings.

Some are passed from worker to worker during long graveyard shifts.

Others are only told after midnight, when nobody wants to admit they are scared.

This is one of those stories.

Whether you believe it or not is your decision.

I only know that enough people have reported seeing the same thing that I stopped laughing about it years ago.

A tall mariachi.

A black suit.

A wide sombrero.

And two red eyes glowing from the darkness.

Some say it is a demon.

Some say it is a ghost.

Some say it is something much older.

The old people have another name for it.

Tecuani.

Predator.

Hunter.

The thing that comes looking for you after the rest of the world has gone to sleep.

This story begins the same way many bad decisions begin in Mexicali 2.0.

With someone who should have stayed home.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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​Parque Mariachi

The mariachi was standing in the middle of the street at exactly 2:13 in the morning.

No guitar.

No horse.

No car.

Just a black suit, a long poncho, and two red eyes burning in the darkness.

I saw him near Parque Mariachi.

Everybody in Mexicali 2.0 knows that place.

People avoid it during the day.

At night, only idiots and drunks go near it.

Unfortunately, I wasn't drunk.

I just couldn't sleep.

Summer in Mexicali 2.0 can make a person miserable. The heat sticks to your skin even after midnight. I had spent hours tossing around in bed staring at the ceiling before finally giving up and going for a walk.

The streets were mostly empty.

The city felt different at that hour.

Not quiet.

Waiting.

Like something was holding its breath.

I was already halfway past Parque Mariachi when I heard it.

Ras.

Ras.

Ras.

A metallic scraping sound.

Like an aluminum can being dragged across the pavement.

I stopped walking.

The sound stopped too.

The hairs on the back of my neck stood up.

I looked down the nearest alley.

At first I thought it was just a shadow.

Then the shadow moved.

The figure stepped forward slightly.

Tall.

Too tall.

Wearing a mariachi suit.

His face was hidden beneath the brim of a sombrero.

The only thing I could see clearly were the eyes.

Red.

Not red like brake lights.

Not red like neon.

Red like hot coals.

Red like something burning deep underground.

They were staring directly at me.

I should have run.

Instead I froze.

My heart started hammering against my ribs.

My mouth went dry.

The air felt heavy.

I tried to move.

Nothing.

My legs refused.

The mariachi remained motionless.

Watching.

Waiting.

I blinked.

He was closer.

I blinked again.

Closer.

Another blink.

Closer.

Each time my eyes opened, less distance separated us.

My chest tightened.

I couldn't breathe.
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