
  
    
      Warning: this book has zero plot and runs on vibes only…

      We are all monster fuckers here.

      If you don’t like weird peens, demons who change gender, and wanton women… this is your sign to turn back.

      For everyone else, have fun!
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      I had thought that moving to a city, far outside the city of Seattle, where there was less than five thousand people would be the break that I had been waiting for. Life had run together, and I couldn’t stand the people or the life any longer, so this would be my new start. A peaceful time where I could just keep to myself and not worry about anything else.

      But I was so very wrong.

      From the outside, Black Diamond seemed to be the perfect place to run away to. The town was small, the people kept to themselves, and the space was far cheaper than anything in Seattle. Perfect for someone who didn’t want to be found, perfect for me.

      When I drove into the town with my Corolla packed to the brim, I got my first whiff that something was wrong. Although the town had been decorated in spooky Halloween décor, an odd feeling hung in the air as I worked my car through the town. The streets may have been nearly empty, but when there were people out on the sidewalk, they would turn and stare at me. It was hard not to shiver when the eyes felt like they were burning holes into my car’s windows.

      I shuddered when my eyes locked with a particularly mean-looking older man’s. He was wearing a button-up with loose slacks and looked similar to every other businessperson I had seen on the streets of Seattle. . . except the large shotgun that was perched on his shoulder. That gun alone commanded my attention but, paired with the man holding it, was pure nightmare fuel.

      I swallowed my fear and sped up, ignoring the lingering looks.

      When the realtor showed me this house over our FaceTime, I was in love with the open porch and bay windows. It felt cozy, safe, and the windows made it seem more open. Not to mention the outside was great for the price I was paying. It stood only one story high, had light gray paint and black trimmings. It fit well into the space around it, and I knew that it would look particularly eerie when Halloween night came around, though I was sure I wouldn’t have time to decorate.

      The yard could use some work. It hadn’t had a good watering in god knows how long, and there were weeds every few feet. . . but the interior was perfect. With dark hardwood floors and an open concept, I just knew that I would be at peace here. There were three bedrooms and two baths, which was way more space than I needed, but I wanted an office separate from my room and maybe once Libby. . .

      My heart constricted in my chest at the thought of my younger sister. Her blonde hair and shining eyes were ones that I would never forget. . . especially when they were bloodied and dark the last time I saw them. I sometimes forgot that she was no longer among the living, and every time I had to remember how she died, it was like a shock to my system. She had been against me moving away, but when she had died one night in a horrific car accident. . . I couldn’t stay anymore. I was already planning on leaving, but that heartbreak was the final straw.

      And now I was alone.

      I had been looking at this place before she had passed and planned to make one room hers so she could have it whenever she came over. . . but now I guess it would stay forever empty.

      I smiled as I drove through the neighborhood and up to the house that awaited me. Everyone had their decorations out for Halloween, which was in just a few short days. From spider webs to big blow-up skeletons, the place looked like it was ready for trick-or-treaters. I noted that I would have to go to the store in town and buy some decorations for the house and maybe some candy for the kids. I didn’t plan to do anything special, maybe watch a movie and hand out candy. . . but that would all depend on my mood when the time came. It had been hard to be happy about anything as of late.

      I pulled into the long driveway and turned off my car before stepping out into the crisp air. It had rained earlier; I could tell by the fresh scent of the lawn and water that still stained the concrete of the driveway. I inhaled it selfishly, enjoying the moments of peace.

      This is what I am here for, I thought as a moment of stillness passed over me. No rush. No pressure. Just me, and this house.

      With a happy sigh, I collected my purse from the passenger side door, along with my laptop, and walked toward the house. The porch creaked as I walked across it, and I immediately caught sight of a few crooked nails that I noted would need to be fixed in the next few weeks. The keys were hidden under the doormat—how original—and I let myself in. I turned on every light as I passed, not wanting to be left in the shadows of the creaky, old house for long.

      The realtor told me they would have it cleaned before they left, and sure enough, my nose tickled with the scent of chemicals. Without a moment to waste, I put my stuff down on an all-white kitchen island and began opening the windows. The cold air rushed in, and I inhaled deeply while staring out at the darkening grassy area around the house. At that moment, it really did feel like it was just little ol’ me here with this vast amount of space—and opportunity—in front of me.

      This house came with about an acre of land, and it would be perfect if I ever got to it, but I reminded myself to slow down as the lists of to-dos were piling on top of each other.

      “One step at a time, Ruby.” My sister had said this when I used to nag her about the state of her house. It was not that I was a neat freak. . . I just wanted to make sure my baby sister had everything she needed to be successful in her life. Everything that I never had.

      I cleared my throat against the knot that had gathered and headed back outside to start moving stuff into the house. It was easier not to think about the hard stuff when you were busy. I got into an easy rhythm while pushing away the thoughts.

      First, I would bring in the boxes and leave them near the entrance. Then, once all of the boxes were brought in, I worked to start unpacking everything.

      By the time the first box had to be hauled into the kitchen, I was sweating buckets even as the air turned cold and the outside had fallen dark. As much as it bothered me, I knew that I couldn’t unpack everything, so I focused on what I could do tonight.

      It will be the perishables and kitchen utensils tonight, I decided. Tomorrow will be the rest of the house.

      I was lucky that I could buy this house fully furnished, so an entire kitchen awaited me, including a Samsung fridge. It was a double-door fridge and was bigger than anything I had owned before. The only downside was that it had a slight smell of fish in it, but besides that, it had also been meticulously cleaned.

      I poured myself a cup of wine, though I didn’t bring any wine glasses, so I poured it into a mug that was in the shape of a cat. I laughed lightly at the action. I had stopped by a Target before coming down here; I didn’t know much about the town, so I had a minifreak-out when I realized that I would be home alone with no alcohol for however long it would take me to find a suitable store.

      Three short knocks at the door stirred me out of my thoughts, and I had to dive to catch my beloved cat mug before it crashed to its untimely doom. Only a bit of the wine spilled on the counter and stained the oversized, white shirt that was now clinging to me from the heat of the moving. I cursed and frowned at my now-ruined shirt.

      “Coming!” I yelled and placed my cup safely on the counter before running to the door.

      I could see the figure outside of the door’s windows, the silhouette blurred by the protective film on the glass but, guessing by the long hair and stature, it was most likely a woman.

      I smoothed my hair down and flung the door open. The lady on the other side looked to be just a few years older than me and wore a flannel, though it did not do much to protect her swollen belly. A foil-wrapped baking dish was in her hands, and I had to hold back my grimace as the pungent smell of fish wafted from it.

      “Oh, sorry,” she said in a sweet voice. She gave me a smile that showed all of her blindingly white teeth. Her dirty blonde hair was pulled up into a bun, and a few loose strands framed her face. “I didn’t mean to disturb you.”

      She’s pretty, I thought. Though given her belly, I am assuming she doesn’t swing my way.

      She leaned forward, and I flushed when I realized that all of my mess and baggage was still in the front hallway and right in her sight.

      “Not at all,” I said in an equally light tone. My customer service skills were rusty, but the act was like riding a bike; you simply never forgot how to make people believe that you were having the time of your life when you just simply wanted to die. “I just got in not long ago and was unpacking.” I wiped my sweaty hands on my jeans and extended one to her. “I’m Ruby.”

      Her eyes shifted toward my hand before shifting the dish in her hands and gripping my hand lightly.

      “I’m Anne,” she said. “I live right across the way, the light gray one you see over there,” she pointed out toward her house, and I noted that there was the same old man that I had seen in town waiting on the porch. He was watching us intently and inhaled his cigarette before blowing it out in a puff of smoke. I was relieved to see that he did not have his gun in sight this time but wondered briefly how he had treated the baby daddy when he knocked up his daughter. “That’s Daddy; you can call him Mr. Collins.” She grimaced lightly. “He’s a bit old-fashioned.”

      I smiled back at her.“It’s nice to meet you, Anne,” I said. “I’m sure we will have a lot of time to get to know each other over margaritas one night.”

      Even as I offered, I had no real intention of doing so and realized my mistake when she patted her belly.

      “Oh, I cannot drink, but I am sure we will find a way to connect,” she said in a sweet tone. “This is for you. I thought with the moving and all you probably don’t have much to cook for yourself.”

      I took the tray from her.

      “Oh, this is perfect!” I gushed. “Thank you so much!” I paused, looking around the disheveled front room. “Would you uhh. . . like to come in?”

      She shook her head before taking a step back.

      “I must be getting back, just wanted to stop by before it was too late!” she said, and then, with a small wave, she ran back to her house, looking back over her shoulder as she did.

      I leaned forward and watched as her father continued to stare me down. Feeling a chill run up my spine, I shook my head and shut the door. I didn’t walk away until I was sure that all the doors were locked.

      Bringing the tray to the kitchen, I began shutting all the windows, and without a moment of hesitation, I dumped the dish in the trash can.
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