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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.
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  Author Notes


  Barlow Falls is a fictional Rhode Island city. Although this novella takes place in Rhode Island certain landmarks have been fictionalized. Plain Meeting House Road does exist, but no murders took place there as far as I know, except in my mind. There is a “vampire cemetery” on that road, but certain facts and legends associated with it are from my imagination.
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  Bobby and I met a girl back in Boston, young naive, an easy target. After a few drinks, we got the diamond ring on her index finger along with her wallet, which was stuffed with hundred-dollar bills. I was satisfied, glad we’d have enough money to get through the next month or so, but Bobby is never satisfied. I was scared in the beginning, always thinking we’d get caught, end up spending our lives in prison, but I’m not afraid anymore because I’ve learned that scamming and conning makes me strong—taking what I want—gives me a power over others and that’s what keeps us alive. It’s what keeps us safe.


  It’s raining and there’s not much traffic on the pike. I gaze at the gold band on my finger, a symbol of Bobby’s love. I haven’t taken it off since we tied the knot up in Maine. It’s been twenty years. It was a small ceremony, inside the preacher’s parlor. His two daughters were there, shivering when we finished our vows, knowing their time on earth was about to end. We grabbed the gold and silver they wore, and took five hundred bucks from a box on the preacher’s desk. He was already dead by the time we cut the second girl’s throat. We buried all three in the small graveyard by the chapel. There have been too many to count since then.


  Sometimes it’s quick, other times Bobby takes his time, toying with people we meet, earning their trust—ending it when they least suspect. Sasha and Tim will probably be no different.


  They sit close together in the back seat, her head on Tim’s shoulder, his hand on her thigh. They don’t mind dried blood on the upholstery, or moaning coming from the rear of the van. They’re young, spellbound by Bobby, hanging onto every word he says. He’s destroying them. They can’t leave, but sooner or later Bobby will set them free—in one way or another.


  Earlier I drank hot coffee, watching Sasha pace outside the restaurant window, high heel boots kicking up rain, thin clothing clinging to her body; cooling off after another fight with Tim. They’re like feral cats, clawing at each other until each is left with emotional scars, with heartache. Sasha said they didn’t fight before we hooked up with them. They didn’t do a lot of things they’re doing now. It’s Bobby who changes people and infects them with his evil.


  It didn’t take much for him to influence me. I was born into evil, raised by a woman named Mary Beth Farrell, somebody who had no respect for life and who hurt too many people. Sometimes I miss her, even though she never told me she loved me—even though I was one of the people she hurt. I believe she’s


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
OEBPS/Images/CoverDesign.jpg
SANDY DELUCA





OEBPS/Images/image0.jpg
\?@3@@?





OEBPS/Images/image1.jpg





