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Dedication










To my Dad, Timothy Mccomack.












For the deluxe version of this Ebook sign up for my newsletter on my instagram or tiktok :


https://www.instagram.com/authordaniellewolfe?igsh=MTQycXdyaWxtNXVjZg%3D%3D&utm_source=qr


Tiktok and Instagram: @authordaniellewolfe

















  
  
Death's Romance Playlist










Infinity- James Young


Like that- Sleep Token


Afterlife- Evanesence


The Offering- Sleep Token


The Unforgiven- Metallica


Done with Everything- Line so Thin


Relic- Awaken I Am


is that love? – cloudyfield


Dangerous- Sleep Token


Arcade- Duncan Laurence


Emergence- Sleep Token


Gorgeous Nightmare- Escape the Fate


One for the Money- Escape the Fate


Collar of Truth- Violent Vira


Sweet Dreams- Marilyn Manson


Bulletproof-Godsmack


Roses-Awaken I Am


Wrong Side of Heaven- Five Finger Death Punch


Lifetime- Chris Grey
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Prologue












The paint around the altar slowly peels with each passing year. This has been my sanctuary ever since that day. I neatly arranged my altar with a black cloak draped over a small wooden table in honor of them. I have wanted to find peace since they died. But I simply couldn't.

"Santa Muerte, please…. Please help me.” My lip trembles. “I know you can hear me.” My fingers wrap around my arms as I silently pray, and every single hair on the back of my neck raises.

“You have sent death to follow me.” The candle flickers, casting dark shadows that dance across the wall. Sweat beads across my forehead as I lie back down on the sleeping bag. I  placed it perfectly in the corner where my bed used to be and ran my fingers through the stray threads of the worn carpet. The only things that scamper across it now were bugs, dust bunnies, and the occasional mouse. At this point, no living thing, not even a rodent, could produce fear in me. Not since the night he came into my life.

"Santa Muerte, protect me, I pray."  A long, deep breath escapes with my words until a pounding at the front door rattles the frail frame of the house. The noise pangs through my head and heart, and my body responds with it. I have to leave again.

“Police.” A booming voice and flashing lights dance across the window. That first night when they died, the police came and rescued me. This time, they came to take me away. The pounding on the door gave way to heavy footsteps, causing the floor to creak as they drew closer. 

“Police, we’re coming in!” The voice calls  louder this time. 

I kiss two fingertips and touch the blood stain on the carpet. “Goodbye, Daddy.”

 My breath is as light as a feather as I pull my black hoodie over my head to shield my face. One… two… three. I dash out of the bedroom doorway and head for the small washroom in the back where Mom used to work.

“Put your hands up.” The voice commands with the sharp sound of a gun cocking.

“Or what?” I turned around to the foreboding light with my palms clear for him to see and look at his cold stare.

"I'm unarmed." Yet another time, Death called to me. But I'm not afraid.

“What’s your name?” The officer asks as he lowers his gun. He looks more scared than I do.

“Lucia."

“You again?” He sighs and lowers the flashlight that was beaming in my face.

"What?” I clip back.

“The neighbor called on you again," he says as he eyes my shrine to Santa Muerte in the corner, with the candle still flickering light across the skull. I offer my hands to the officer. He waves his hand back at me instead, gesturing around the house. 

"Can I get my rosary before we leave?" I ask as one last request.

“Yeah,” he replies.

"My Father had it on him when he passed away…." I turn to the officer with a blank stare. " In this house." I don't want to leave here again, but for some reason, Santa Muerte kept me here, rather than with my parents. Santa Muerte gave me a protector instead. The warmth o Death’s wings cover me as I pick up the rosary from beneath the skull and blow out the candle. The rising smoke from the fire that was once there casts an omen on my reality. This life is a vapor. It quickly fades away. Death is my only stable home.










  
  

1

 Foster Kid









There is something about being a foster kid that resonates deeply within you. It settled in more when I realized that after my parents died. There was this harsh reality that no one wanted me. Except for him. Death was the only constant in the midst of it all. I can always feel his presence around me, lingering over me. At night, I feel his slight chill down my spine as I lie down to sleep, and His light feathers brush across my back. Something wanted me. Adopted me, even. He was the only one still here. Possibly even the very thing that took my parents. 

In this moment, all I felt was warmth across my back as his wings were shielding me again. The gun cocked at me from the police officer was just a painful reminder that only those I love are at odds with Death.

I climb into the back of the police car. The officer rubs his mustache as if in deep thought when He slams the door behind me. This is the lot I got. I huff lightly as I wipe the sweat from my brow and move across the back of the police car. They have me again. My empty stomach churns as the houses I see through the window grow farther away, with each mile away from my real home in Oakcliff.

Miss Rose's weary eyes peer out from behind the door as it opens to the late-night police officer banging on it. She shrugs, and her eyes lack enthusiasm as she sees me next to the officer. Yes, she reported me missing, but she doesn’t want me, just like the others.

“Thank you, officer. We will try to make sure this doesn't happen again.” the officer nods and she shuts the door. I had become all too familiar with them already.

“You're going to have some tea,” she says, walking to the kitchen, “Might help you sleep.”

“Sure.” 

She pulls a tea bag from the cabinet.  “So where'd you go, Luce?” 

“My parents' house,” I swipe my arm across my jacket and let the dirt that had caked on me over the last couple of days slowly shake off. She slams the cabinet shut once she gets the mug out of it. “And why were you there?” an edge to her voice.

“To help me finally sleep… maybe.” The truth is that since my parents died, sleep has eluded me. I chase after sleep every night, only to be met with the phantom that fills my nightmares. Each time, he finds me in the most vulnerable place. His deep, penetrating eyes look into mine, and his fingers coil around my neck. The edges of his teeth would meet my veins. I would find myself there, paralyzed in fear. Would he take me too? Just like he did with everyone else? But for some reason, he never does. He kills everyone I love, but his dangerous temper never seems to fall on me. Is it love or hate that inspires his odd and violent behavior? Perhaps he loved me? 

“Luce.” The mug clanged down on the granite countertop. “When is this going to stop?” I could tell by the annoyance in her voice that she was not bothered by the fact that I wasn't here the last couple of days. But I would choose to sleep next to the blood stains of my father on an old, worn carpet, and inconvenience anyone. It takes as long as I can sleep in peace. The only times the nightmares stopped were at my parents’ house. 

“I don't know.” The truth is, the last couple of days… I finally got some rest. It's like, when I am near my old home…" I pause and glance down at the warm mug in my hands in contrast to the chill I felt from speaking about this. "The house where it all happened is when I can finally rest.” I pick up the mug with the tea steaming from the cup. My weary body begins to slink into the chair. I blink slowly. Did she put something else in this? It tasted weird, like a strong herb.

 “Go to your room.” She says through clenched teeth. 

“Alright then.“ I replied. She nods.

My chest heavy, I drag myself to the room with the rickety wooden door. It’s a little better here than my bedroom at my old house, but this, even this, is not my home. I run my fingers through my hair as tangles lightly snatch between my nails. I want to rest, but can I? Will if I'm not close to where they died? I peel off my dirty hoodie from the last couple of days. The rosary from my pocket lands on the carpet beneath me. Would this help, maybe? I rest the rosary on the palm of my hand. It seems to help at least when I pray with it to Santa Muerte. The beads glide over my head and down to rest on my neck and the cross lays against my chest. Maybe this will save me? 

“Daddy, I would choose you over this.” A chill running down my spine reminded me that Death is here, and he is the only one who wants me now. 
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The emptiness of the walls around me reminded me that I found myself in this harsh reality. The dining room smelled of old furniture and stale chips. Possibly from the dinner Miss Rose had offered last night. Life had another curse to come upon me today, and she sat at the table, nibbling at the bowl of cereal in front of her. Entranced by her phone, she texts rapidly. Who knows what or who would want to talk to her?

My breath is heavy now as I walk over to the pantry door. Her very presence gnaws at me as she sits at the table texting away. I know she can't stand me either. Mallory is a foster kid just like me. I don't know what her issue is, but my very existence seems to be a threat to her. Her own insecurities translated to detecting anyone else getting attention besides her as condemnable. She coated herself in splotchy self-tanner and bleached hair rebellion. Commodities that were probably stolen from the CVS across the street from our school.

“What's that you got around your neck?” Her high-pitched voice, like nails on a chalkboard, pipe up as I place my bowl at the table. I ignore her and open the fridge to find the milk. There is none.

“You found God finally? Decided to walk away from your weird witchcraft shrine?” She keeps on. I turn to look at her. Her clear blue eyes challenge me like the police officer with the gun had last night. I grit my teeth as I hover around the fridge searching for any bit of milk for my breakfast. I peer at Mallory’s glass and then at the empty jug in the trash.

“Can I have some of that milk for my cereal?" I ask.

“No." She takes a sip of the glass. I slam the fridge door shut and sit in the wooden chair  cata-corner from her at the lopsided table Miss Rose had in the nook. She stared down at the one thing that made her feel important —her phone. I didn't understand her attraction to it. If she wasn't bothering me, she was scrolling or texting…endlessly. Maybe it was an escape for her from the painful reality she had, or the ability to have power or control of something outside of herself. I can understand that at least.

"So, where were you the last couple of days? And where'd you get that?”  Mallory pointed to the rosary on my neck.

“I found it.” I broke the silence between us. She didn't need to know its real origin.

“Oh, so it's not yours!” She looked back at me. I pressed my hand against the wood-grain table.

“Of course it is,” I bite back. It was my dad's, but I stayed silent, not trusting her with even this tiny truth about myself. I swear, this girl's presence in my life is proof that the night my father was taken from me, God and all his mercy had left me, too.

She snarls at me again before looking back down at her phone. Her nostrils with an irritated nose piercing flared as she sipped on the milk left in her glass. I want to punch this girl in her face. Instead, I take a bite of my dry cereal.

Miss Rose’s voice trails down the hallway as she slowly walks into the kitchen.Miss Rose never announced herself, but instead shouted into the void of any room when she talked. “The Case Worker is going to be here soon, Luce.” Her voice filled and bounced off each empty wall. I held my spoon tighter as I looked up at her with wide eyes. Fine, I don't want to be here anyway. Mallory smirked at me, holding the milk glass up like she was holding a wine glass with a sparkling merlot. 

A light rapping at the front door stopped me from storming away from the table. Miss Rose scampers over to the door and opens it to Emily, a young, fresh-out-of-college social worker. Her short bob haircut, skinny jeans, and blouse gives strong millennial vibes. She’s the best caseworker I’ve had since Rowan died. He honestly didn't compare to any other I had.

Miss Rose waved her arm for the caseworker to come in, and then he walked in behind her. I swiveled in my seat, turning away from the table.

 “This is Santiago.” Emily offered an introduction. A guy wearing a leather jacket that fits tightly around his waist, cargo pants, black leather boots, and carrying an army-green duffel bag slung over his shoulder. His dark eyes lifted to me and then to Mallory. Her spoon stopped mid-air as she eyed him up and down. She looked at me and then back at him. My heart beating in my chest left me second guessing the reckless choices I made the last couple days. Did I want to leave this home now?

 "Miss Rose." My gaze stopped her.  “I thought the social worker was coming to take me to another home?” I zeroed in on her aged eyes with slight decline .

"They needed someone to take Santiago in."  Her brows furrowed as she didn't seem happy about whatever was happening. I knew her motives. She is only here for the meager paycheck they offered her for each one of us.

“Let me show you to your room.” She walked down the hallway. Santiago’s mouth turned upwards with a slight smile revealing a dimple on his cheek . This is going to be interesting. My lips perk up a little, and I take another bite of my cereal. 

“ Great, someone else to deal with in this hellhole. But at least he's hot.”  Mallory broke the silence of the breakfast table. 

The rest of the morning passed slowly as I sat on my bed waiting for a moment to meet this new guy …Santiago. I have less reasons to run away now. I may have found someone who I might be interested in. I lingered by my bedroom door as Emily and Miss Rose walked back down the hallway until I finally heard a noise from his room across the hall from mine. Ok, I'm going to do it. I'm going to introduce myself. It's not every day a guy like him gets to live in the same foster home as me. I push out into the hall, pleased to find it empty and raise my hand to knock on the new guy’s door with the faint sound of Metallica behind it.

“Come in…” A voice inside replied. I pushed open to see Santiago smiled at me standing next to the dresser in the corner. It was worn , with broken knobs and disjointed shelves that he was sticking his clothes neatly into. Santiago lowered the music volume on his phone as I walked in. “Metallica? Nice.” I pointed to his phone as he sat it on the nightstand. I eyed his cellphone. How did he get something as expensive as that? 

“I have taste,” he smirks.

I nod in agreement, looking around with eager eyes at his belongings scattered across the bed. His leather jacket that he wore earlier was resting on a desk chair in the room with his combat boots next to them. 

“I never got your name.” He interjected.

“ Lucia, but I go by Luce,” I reply, extending my hand to him. He takes it with a grin. Amused by the fact that I would formally give him a handshake.I look into his eyes. They are light brown with shards of gold flecks within them. Enthralling.

“So …Whats your story?”  I ask. There is always some story behind why someone has ended up in foster care. Mine was one of the unusual ones. Normally a kid found themselves here by neglectful drug addicted parents, or someone who simply couldn’t handle kids. Mine otherwise , died. 

“The last family couldn't handle me.” He muttered and rested on the bed. 

“I know how that goes.” I sat down in the chair wearing my leather jacket. The sun beams through the window down on him and accentuates his jawline. His deep brown eyes, soft black hair, and…. light dimpled smile.  I don't know if I have a reason to run away from this home anymore.

“What'd you do ?” I prod him. There has to be something behind that innocent look. 

“You seem to be familiar with the system. Emily said something about Miss Rose wanting to place you somewhere else. What'd you do ?” He questioned back. He stepped forward closer to me. His tall frame looming over me. 

My body froze . What the hell? I’ll tell him my vices I guess. 

“I run away frequently. There isn’t a real home for me since my parents died.” I replied.

.” His hard eyes softened as if he knew how I felt . Or he had some level of sympathy for me.

“I got too many traffic tickets.” He confesses and steps away from me.

 “Traffic tickets?” 

“Yeah,” he nods. 

“You drive?” Learning to drive isn't easy for us kids in foster care much less having something to drive. I didn't have the chance to drive on my own or even get a car in this place. With his phone and now vehicle, I wondered how he had access to such funds. 

“The bike I own would be kind of dumb if I didn't." He added.

“A bike?” 

“A motorcycle,” he clarifies as if it shouldn't be a surprise. 

“How long have you been in the system, exactly? You come from some money?” 

“Since I was eight.” He replies matter-of-factly, like he had nothing to hide or be ashamed of.

“And you?” 

“Same.” My eyes wander over to a Les Paul guitar he has sitting in the corner. I slowly pick it up and study the polished frame on every point of the guitar. 

“Where are you getting all this fancy stuff?”

“You really want to know?” He asks.

“Yeah… I do.” . Again , I felt like his tall frame overpowered me . I stood still with my eyes staring square back into his . I wouldn’t let him intimidate me . 

 He leans closer to me with a slight smile,“Street races.”  He replies.

“That explains the tickets.” I lower the guitar. 

“So … How long have you been in this home?” 

“Too long. But don't change the conversation.” I held him with my eyes. “Where do you race?” 

“Lockwood and Main.” 

My hand let go of the guitar neck, slamming against the wall . His eyes flinched. I knew exactly where that was. My old neighborhood right by the cemetery where my parents were buried. Before they died, I would hear the cars or motorcycles ripping through the streets at night. Almost like a symphony that I would fall asleep to at night as a kid. Daddy had a bike too. Each memory I held in fondness with him was tied up with him riding, working on or talking about his bike. 

“So you're good at racing?” I turned to Santi, leaving the guitar in its restful position on the wall. 

“You can say that. You want to watch me sometime?” 

“Sure. I'll see what you're made of.” I pulled away from his body, close to mine at this moment. I didn’t want to be unphased by the sexy view in front of me. His tight black shirt covered his chest, eye level to me. 

“I have a race tomorrow night.” He adds. “We can leave when Rose goes to bed.” I stare back at him with wicked eyes. I can tell already … he is just like me.

“Okay, Santiago.” I exaggerate his name.

“I go by Santi.” 

“Right.” I wink at him. “Catch me before the race tomorrow night then.” 

I walk out of the door, my feet dragging across the carpet, until I find myself in my own room. A humble abode that I believed to be the best place I can be…. at least for now. I turn to my dresser and take off the rosary from my Dad and lay it on the top. I wonder if I could find a place, a home, with these races. The roaring through the streets is what made my heart beat faster. Just like the times I held onto Daddy as he zoomed around our neighborhood streets. I want to feel that free again. The wind blowing through my hair, and every care of the world behind me as I held tightly to him. 

I breathe in deep. The wings, the gentle touch I remember since the day that freedom was taken from me, sweep across my shoulders. Death is here again.
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