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  Meet the Author


  Sandy DeLuca is an American writer and visual artist.


  As an author, she is known for dark and surreal prose; often visceral and shocking. She is best known for her work in the horror genre.


  She resides in New England at present, living in an old Cape Cod house, sharing that space with five felines. Her house is filled with paintings she’s rendered over the years; books, ranging from popular fiction to the dark and esoteric; and an array of oddities she’s purchased on journeys to New York City, Boston and Salem, Massachusetts.


  She left her day job in the banking industry in 2011, and now spends her days creating fiction and painting.


  Bibliography


  Fiction


  Darkness Conjured


  Death Moon


  Descent


  From Ashes


  Hell’s Door


  Into the Red


  Manhattan Grimoire


  Messages from the Dead


  Reign of Blood


  Settling in Nazareth


  Poetry


  Burial Plot in Sagittarius


  Dangerous Dreams


  Paths of Destiny


  Art Books


  Gardens of the Fey


  Naughty Ladies


  Painting the Third Fate


  Mad Hattery


  Vampires, Zombies, and Wanton Souls


  DISCOVER CROSSROAD PRESS


  Visit us online


  Check out our blog and


  Subscribe to our Newsletter for the latest Crossroad Press News


  Find and follow us on Facebook


  Join our group at Goodreads


  
    
      [image: cp]
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  Author Notes


  This book was conceived in 2001, most of it written after September 11th. Since that time, technology has advanced and items mentioned, such as VCRs, are no longer in vogue. It had a very limited paperback print run, often finding its way into Delirium Books promotional giveaways—and only listed for sale with several small retailers. I am thankful that Crossroad Press is publishing this book in digital format in 2017.


  Please note that my character Detective Mansi made an appearance in my novella MESSAGES FROM THE DEAD. Over the years I’ve thought about doing a follow-up book starring my protagonist Ruby. Maybe that will come to be in the future. Nazareth is a fictional city. If it were a reality, it would exist in Southern Rhode Island, somewhere by Narragansett.


  Thanks to David Niall Wilson, David Dodd, and the editorial staff at Crossroad Press for bringing this book back to life. Thanks to Greg F. Gifune for being the first to read SIN all those years ago, and to Shane Ryan Staley for doing the original formatting and design.
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  PROLOGUE


  IN THE BEGINNING


  December 16th, 1978


  The Star. Mrs. Twining says it means that wishes will come true, that all things dark will disappear. I look at the tarot card again then slip it beneath my pillow. I liked the picture, a pretty girl gazing into a river, so I stole it from Mrs. Twining. She’ll never figure it out, she forgets things. People like her are easy to fool. She doesn’t remember to take in her laundry, even when it’s storming—like now.


  Rain thumps against my window and lightning dances across the room—reminds me of the fireworks we saw at the state fair last summer. I’m not scared of thunderstorms. I like them, especially when they come at night.


  Today was my tenth birthday. Wish I was older so I could learn to read tarot cards like Mrs. Twining down the hall or wear pretty night clothes like the ladies in the magazines Dad keeps under his bed.


  I’m wearing a cotton nightie. There are pink and blue bears on the sleeves and around the neck. Guess I can pretend it’s silky and elegant.


  There’s only one blanket covering me ’cause it’s warm tonight. Daddy says it should be colder up here in December.


  I hear him talking in the living room. Some men came to see him earlier. They were still here when I kissed him goodnight. One has a scar on his face and he reminds me of the motorcycle guys who hang outside the drugstore. The other guy is dressed in a suit. He looks like James Bond, but he talks like he’s from Brooklyn.


  James Bond gave me a dollar and patted me on the head. Scarface just ignored me.


  They both seemed really interested in Dad’s paintings. They tracked mud on the kitchen tile, and dribbles of rainwater from their clothes made spots on the parlor rug. Dad didn’t seem to mind though.


  The rain is coming down harder and the voices in the other room are lower. There’s a sound like beads clicking and it smells like flowers. Feels like the air got thicker; like somebody’s in here with me. I see something—right in front of my bed.


  There.


  I saw him real clear after the last bolt of lightning. He’s a black man, but he looks different than the black guys around here. He looks like those African native guys in the old movies on TV or in National Geographic.


  My heart is thumping. I want to call my father, but it feels like something’s stuck in my throat. I sit up and the card falls from under my pillow. It rises up, spins around and lands in the man’s open hand. He smiles at me, not in a scary way. His eyes sparkle, like when Mrs. Twining pins my drawings of her cat to her wall.


  The lump in my throat is gone, but something’s still not right. The man holds the card between his thumb and forefinger. The pretty girl looks sad and the river has turned red.


  “Daddy, Daddy…”


  I hear Dad’s footsteps. He’s here now. His face is serious.


  “Sugar plum, what’s up? Daddy’s sort of busy with the men out there.”


  “There’s somebody standing over there.”


  “Where?”


  “In front of my bed.”


  He switches on the light. “There’s nothing—nobody here, Ruby. You had a dream.”


  “I saw him. I really did.”


  He rubs his chin with his thumb. There’s blue paint on the tip. He smells of the soap in the upstairs bathroom. “Tell you what. I’ll leave your light on, okay?”


  I check under my pillow and the card is still there. Of course, it was a dream.


  “Okay.”


  He kisses me on my cheek. “Night, baby.”


  “Night.”


  Right after that, I guess I fell asleep, and Dad must’ve come in later and shut off the light because when I open my eyes it’s dark in the room again. The black man is back and standing next to me on the side of my bed. He looks down at me and touches my pillow. There’s blood on his hands.


  I want to scream and call my Dad but he puts his finger up to his lips like he’s saying “Shhh”. His eyes are so kind.


  Thunder booms and lightning lights up my room again. But he’s gone.


  The rain lulls me back to sleep.


  1


  COMING TO NAZARETH


  August 2001


  I wish it would rain.


  Seabirds circle above, wings gliding with the wind, dark angels guarding the Earth below. The sun sinks and slowly disappears behind slate blue clouds.


  The salty air smells good. It’s been so damn hot. There have been record-breaking temperatures across the Northeast for the past three days. It was reported that on Monday the thermometer rose to one hundred and eight degrees in New York City.


  Humid summer nights remind me of a loft I once had in SoHo, where my canvases lined the walls. Painting in mid-August, with fans blowing all around me.


  Heat.


  Johnny Candelo.


  They went hand in hand.


  Too bad I hooked up with him—the wrong guy. Too bad the people he double-crossed were the kind who nobody in their right mind dared to fuck with.


  Johnny was crazy, no doubt. There’s nothing he wouldn’t do for money. Lucky for me they smoked him and then kindly asked me to leave town.


  All in your best interests, they said.


  I miss that loft in SoHo.


  I miss the sounds of the city, Johnny’s smile and the way he’d watch me as I blended color on my palette. Things were going well in New York. I’d hooked up with a group of other artists and we sold our work on West Broadway.


  Wish things had been different back in New York, but I guess I was always meant to be a traveling woman.


  Mick Jagger is singing Ruby Tuesday on the radio.


  Funny both Bo Bo Sims and Mrs. Hudson called me that at one time or another.


  My first name is Ruby, but my last name has never been Tuesday. I was born Rubina Gianetti back in Denver. My parents had me when they were just kids. Mom left my father when I was a year old. He was just a nineteen-year-old guy alone with a baby, a stable boy for a racehorse owner. He earned minimum wage. My dad always had a certain charm and he fell in with the right people, made some money on the races. I have a sneaking suspicion that a lot of it wasn’t legal. But he always took care of me if I needed a hand.


  I inherited my artistic talents from my dad. He’s used his abilities in some very unique ways over the years.


  He told me he was too young when he met my mother, didn’t know his real self, but a guy over at the stables took the time to make him realize just who he really was—taught him well. Me and my pop, we have an understanding. I respect his lifestyle and he respects mine.


  I quit school at sixteen. I was smart enough, got good grades, but was bored easily. English was okay. I loved Shakespeare and The Canterbury Tales. My guidance counselor cut art from my schedule; said I needed more discipline and it was his way of handling it. Claimed a more rigid workload would keep me out of trouble. It didn’t work.


  What trouble? I conned Suzy Bentley into giving me her school lunch money every day. Told her I’d get her a date with Angelo Mendesa; wasn’t my fault if she believed my bull. I got Harry Dillon to do my English term paper too. He thought he’d get a date with me. Both of them talked too much. Can’t blame them, they were just kids and I was a cheat.


  I worked odd jobs for a couple years after I left school. I waited tables, cleaned houses, and tended bar. Last job I had was at a club in downtown Denver. A regular named Dr. Armand Stadler took a shining to me. He was in his forties, quite handsome and eager to get his hands up my skirt. He ran a New Age shop in town. He’d published some books on astrology and fortune telling.


  He talked real smooth, had lots of money. He got to my heart and I gave in to him. Tables turned, he was my first.


  I always believed that nobody gets anything for nothing, so I picked his brain, had him teach me to read the tarot, about herbal magic and how to get people so hooked on the occult that they’d return week after week—sometimes day after day—for readings and spells.


  When I was eighteen I up and left the Rocky Mountains. Dad kissed me and told me to call him if I ever got in a jam.


  Armand put a curse on me. “By the power of water, earth, fire, and air you’ll never find lasting love.” He was calm, sitting on his sofa, cup of tea in hand, probably thinking he’d scared me into staying. “Never,” he screamed when I walked away.


  Changed my name to Ruby Gia when I got over the state border. Since then I’ve used several variations of my original name.


  Lately, I’ve been Ruby Nicholas.


  Nicholas was my Dad’s first name at birth. He’s changed it a few times as well—along with many other aspects of his life. I also get my freedom-loving spirit from my father.


  Now Mick is singing the part about being free. As far as I’m concerned it is the only way to be. Freedom is priceless. Nobody asking where I’m going, where I’ve been or breathing over my shoulder every time I make a move.


  You’ll never find lasting love.


  Even in this weather, there’s nothing like the free life.


  Freedom. Isn’t that what it’s all about?


  I think of all those people who get up each morning, go to air-conditioned offices and spend the best part of the day hunched over a computer. What kind of life is that?


  Not me.


  Not Ruby.


  I’ve got my sweet Matty. I’ve got my potions. My tarot deck. I’ve got some canvases stashed in the back of my van—some finished, others in various stages of completion. If you look hard enough you can find my art hanging here and there across the country. People like it. Have paid me money for it. One day—maybe when I’m too old for this life—after I’ve saved up enough bread—I’m gonna open a gallery. Maybe I’ll go back to Manhattan and exhibit the street artists who the upper-class galleries snub. It’s not easy standing on the pavement in the boiling sun, waiting for a sale, or just a pat on the back from an admirer. Once, on a hot day like this, a gallery director threw a pan of water at us. She said it was “to cool things off”, but the bitch just wanted us off the sidewalk. She ruined two of my watercolors and an Armani blouse I’d lifted out of a boutique on Madison the night before.


  Things can be tough, whether it’s selling art to tourists on the street, or hustling spells to old women. The best of us just roll with the punches. The weak settle way before their time.


  I’m glad I’m away from Boston. It was hotter than any New York City summer I remember—in more ways than one. The college kids have all gone home. And most of the old rich ladies who came from Newton, for readings and for my remedies, would rather sit home in their air-conditioned mansions. Or spend their time stalking Laurie Cabot’s shop in Salem.


  I’m heading straight down to Atlantic City. My connection is there, will be for a while. Lots of opportunities for a girl like me. Men are weak. They gamble. Get drunk. A pretty girl can make a mint. That’s what I’ve been told—and that’s what I’ve learned.


  Women are eager to know the future. To possess the magic to change things that aren’t quite right.


  To hell with Boston and a landlord who gets ticked when I can’t pay the rent on time. He didn’t supply AC. Sleeping in that damn hole was near impossible for the past few days. To hell with the cops asking all those questions about Mrs. Hudson. Things were getting too sticky. So what if they told me to stay put until everything was settled?


  Settled isn’t a word in my vocabulary. While I’ve still got this body—this face—and while I can still talk the talk—I’m a traveling woman.


  I’m just a false shaman, claiming to have magical powers—ancient wisdom. Oh sure, I see things sometimes—have these dreams—stuff that’s happened since I was a kid. No big deal. My father told me it happens to everybody. Most people ignore it. Others have snatches of it happening through their whole lives and never do anything about it.


  Dad said it’s the wise person who learns to listen.


  I’m not so good at listening.


  The stuff I make up during my readings and the spells I create are the things that make me money—the fake stuff.


  Real to me is when some old broad is handing me a wad of twenties for saying that her old boyfriend from the 1950s is coming back into her life.


  I’ve been so many places.


  I’ve gotten tired of some. Other times circumstances have driven me to leave.


  Got booted out of Thorn Bush, Georgia for scamming the local housewives. Me and a partner had a nice tidy business set up there. Wasn’t our fault if they believed rosemary and lilac sewed into a pouch and worn inside their bras would make them sexier. They paid me fifty bucks for that stuff.


  I smile as I gaze into my rear-view mirror. Now my old wooden box sits in between suitcases and my other belongings. It’s filled with rosemary, violet, roots, and thorns—ingredients guaranteed to cure arthritis, bring back lost love, and grant protection from enemies.


  Those Southern ladies even believed me when I told several of them there was a curse on their families. They needed to come back six times before the evil went away. I swore them all to secrecy. My partner said I went too far over the top with that one. That sooner or later things would catch up with me.


  I told him he was overreacting.


  Then I had one of my dreams about Johnny. He was in a frenzy—the way he used to get when he lost a bet or when somebody cheated him out of money. He was pulling my bags out of my bedroom closet, piling my clothes and belongings next to me.


  You got to leave town, kiddo.


  Leave as quick as you can.


  Then he winked and I saw a vision of the village women. They were in single file, walking right through my bedroom. Johnny was watching them, arms folded. Some had knives, others had hatchets.


  Don’t worry about asking your partner for your share of the profits before you hit the highway—cause even if ya don’t, Karma will bring you back together to settle the score.


  Johnny waved his arms as the Southern ladies walked through him. They rushed at me, dozens of them—then stopped short a few feet away from me and began to stab and mutilate each other.


  These are damn evil bitches, Ruby—up to more harm than you, me or your damn partner could ever conjure.


  Run.


  It sucked when a bunch of them got together one afternoon for lunch. They drank too much wine. They confided in each other. They came to the conclusion that it was more than coincidence that a dozen families in one small town
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