

  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE WITCH DIARIES DUOLOGY: QUEEN OF QUEENS

    

    
      First edition. June 20, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Crystal Fontanez.

    

    
    
      Written by Crystal Fontanez.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

The Witch Diaries duology: Queen of Queens

Chapter 1: Legends–Crisy 5 | Chapter 2: Castle–Crisy 21 | Chapter 3: Queen–Crisy 43 | Chapter 4:  Bonding–Chael 67 | Chapter 5: Love never dies–Sylvester 75

Chapter 6: Missing you–Crisy 81 | Chapter 7: Hopeful—Crisy 94 | Chapter 8: The war returning—Annabelle 100 | Chapter 9: Diaries–Crisy 109 | Chapter 10: Her kingdom–Sylvester 121

Chapter 11: Invading–Chael 132 | Chapter 12: Crisy’s kingdom–Crisy 136

Chapter 13: Affairs guilt–Crisy 153 | Chapter 14: Chael–Matrimony 161 | Chapter 15: There Rings The Bells–Crisy 166

Chapter 16: Sylvester–I lost her 199

Chapter 1: Legends–Crisy

Chapter 2: Secrets of the Castle

Chapter 3: Queen–Crisy

Chapter 4:  Bonding

Chapter 5: Love never dies

Chapter 6: Missing you

Chapter 7: Hopeful

Chapter 8: The war returning

Chapter 9: Diaries

Chapter 10: Her kingdom

Chapter 11: Invading

Chapter 12: Crisy’s kingdom

Chapter 13: Affairs guilt

Chapter 14: Chael

Chapter 15: There Rings The Bells

Chapter 16: I lost her

Chapter 17: Babymoon

Chapter 18: Back home

Chapter 19: Guardian

Chapter 20: Pure pain

Chapter 21: Bond unbroken

Chapter 22: Warriors against the Feys’

Chapter 23: The war has begun

Chapter 24: Baby coming

Chapter 25: Princess Kaleze

Chapter 26: Daddy’s babies

Chapter 27: Home sweet home

Chapter 28: New chapter

Chapter 29: Missing my family

Chapter 30: Changes

Chapter 31: Thief

Chapter 32: Loss

Chapter 33: Finding a way

Chapter 34: Angels vs. Feys

Chapter 35:When the fighting began

Chapter 36: Bothered

Chapter 37: The big surprise

Chapter 38: Dreams

Chapter 39: Changes

Chapter 40: Playing his game

Chapter 41: Continuing

Sign up for Crystal Fontanez's Mailing List


​The Witch Diaries: Queen of Queens the duology

Jesus telepathic child

by Crystal Fontanez

​

The Witch Diaries: Queen of Queens the trilogy 0

Dedication: 4

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Legends–Crisy 5

Chapter 2: Castle–Crisy 21

Chapter 3: Queen–Crisy 43

Chapter 4:  Bonding–Chael 67

Chapter 5: Love never dies–Sylvester 75

[image: ]


Crisy 77


Sylvester 79


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 6: Missing you–Crisy 81

Chapter 7: Hopeful—Crisy 94

Chapter 8: The war returning—Annabelle 100

Chapter 9: Diaries–Crisy 109

Chapter 10: Her kingdom–Sylvester 121

[image: ]


Crisy 129

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 11: Invading–Chael 132

Chapter 12: Crisy’s kingdom–Crisy 136

[image: ]


Sylvester 140

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 13: Affairs guilt–Crisy 153

Chapter 14: Chael–Matrimony 161

Chapter 15: There Rings The Bells–Crisy 166

[image: ]


Chael 188

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 16: Sylvester–I lost her 199

[image: ]


Chapter 17: Crisy–Babymoon 205

Chapter 18: Back home–Chael 211

Chapter 19: Guardian–Crisy 217

Chapter 20: Pure pain–Sylvester 221

Chapter 21: Bond unbroken–Crisy 227

Chapter 22: Warriors against the Feys’ –Annabelle 233

Chapter 23: The war has begun–Crisy 237

Chapter 24: Baby coming–Chael 241

Chapter 25: Princess Cassie–Crisy 246

Chapter 26: Daddy’s babies–Sylvester 252

Chapter 27: Home sweet home–Crisy 260

Chapter 28: New chapter–Sianna 269

Chapter 29: Missing my family—Sylvester 275

Chapter 30: Changes–Sianna 282

Chapter 31: Thief–Annabelle 288

Chapter 32: Loss–Crisy 298

Chapter 33: Finding a way–Chael 305

Chapter 34: Angels vs. Feys–Sylvester 312

Chapter 35:When the fighting began —Crisy 316

Chapter 36: Bothered–Sianna 319

Chapter 37: The big surprise–Crisy 325

Chapter 38: Dreams–Sylvester 336

Chapter 39: Changes–Crisy 344

Chapter 40: Playing his game–Chael 352

Chapter 41: Continuing—Crisy 358

Epilogue: Crisy 362

Author page: 365

​

All rights reserved. ©2026. Crystal Fontanez 

Canva © 2026. Crystal Fontanez 

Publisher © 2026. Crystal Fontanez.

All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or electronic or mechanical means-except in the case of brief quotations embodied in articles or in reviews-without written permission from its publisher. 

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fiction. Any similarity to real persons are basically coincidental and not intended by the author. 

Imprint: Independently published

Publisher: Crystal Fontanez; Crystalsjourneypress

​

––––––––
[image: ]


​

​Dedication:

​

​

I DEDICATE THIS TO my dear love. I love you a lot even if togetherness was cut short in the beginning but even couples go through rollercoasters of relationships but now I am blessed to be yours; I'll love you infinity.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1: Legends–Crisy
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“If all, it was all I had was you, 

I'll give it to you, Be mine, 

We'll be fine. Let thine, Shine. 

This is a sign. 

This is a sign.

Let it be thine. 

Let it be thine. 

Be mine, we'll be fine. 

You are all mine. 

The stars align. 

This is a sign; this is a sign.”

The crowd went wild, cheering my name until my TV woke me up from the sweetest dream I’ve ever had in Arlandia. I kept my eyes shut while turning it off the lamp. His face was gorgeous in the crowd as it replayed inside my mind. Wow he is hot! I thought. I pictured it like in the dream, but it was clearly while I reminisced–it was fogged up afterwards. Named Sylvester Arena after his paternal grandpa. He wouldn't be interested in me even if I tried; I once told myself. Yet now I was in a new dimension where the Wiccas and Tainos migrated to even the slaves of African descendants. After they were known as Tainos and other magical creatures existed they were known for Wiccans, spiritual followers of the Lord, and mythicals/whimsicals. The realm was Arlandia combined with the Coral Sea where the mermaids were migrating too. The Fate Empire was what the dimension had been called, in other words Earth 10th. We were parents now, our story became harsh. “Should I start telling the story, Sylvecito?” I said. He nodded, scooching over to let me cuddle beside him. I started while remembering when from a witch I announced myself more of a Wicca legacy that worshiped Jesus the Lord. I was the only one to hear his voice, his heart beating in my ears, and the love he had for my people and his children called the mundane. If it wasn’t for me, we’d not have a sacred grounds home for us to pray to Jesus our Savior and Lord. Arlandia was a home for all creatures among it. Annabelle hated this alliance we had with all the realms and dimensions.

One foggy morning, I prepared myself for church memorial and bible studies. Being a good Savior worshipper with many bloodlines running through my DNA made me the target of witches who bullied a lot of teens. I only had one friend named Chael in Potions 101 and History, short for Michael or Mika. Right now I couldn’t hangout with mundanes because I wasn’t normal like them, as they radically shown all during childhood to now, adulthood. Back to Chael. I wasn't sure which name was his favorite to be called, I would only use the short version of his name when we’d conversed. He loved me still, but I didn't want, couldn’t admit to those hidden feelings I was beginning to feel for him. Feeling something different for my best friend made life difficult in Arlandia. I’d bump into him every time especially when Sianna your sister would work harder to bring us together until she realized he had feelings for me and wanted nothing to do with him too. It became awkward when I’d pass by him during class when I became a teacher for the youthful students of Arlandia’s Institute. When Sianna saw me almost talking to him, she’d interrupt and bring me away from him. But when I saw Sylvester for the first time in History class back then in Florida as he always managed to follow me like a lovesick pup, my hands were sweaty that day of when I attended high school in the mundanes world. I rubbed my sweaty palms against my pants. I tasted his cologne inside my mouth, and went ir went through my nostrils into my tongue that it burned. “You smell good,” I told him, coughing. When he gave me a grin showing his canines, I smiled back. Directing my direction at him only. While covering the fact that the smell of cologne suffocated me asthma child remember–I couldn’t be wrong he did smell good. But it was stronger his scent that it filled the air.

“Thanks.” He returned the gesture with another grin but this time he didn’t flash the fangs just his top teeth. “So do you.”

“It's my hair. I washed it. Pantene shampoo and conditioner from this mundane dimension.” I explained with my fingers intertwined between my hair as I played with it, nervously.

He and I were pastors in a church where the angelic beings, shapeshifters, wiccas, Africans, Tainos, and shapeshifters with damphyrs with vampires like Lizzie and Alexia would be in charge of the choir. He’d look at me when all looked directly at the choir singing worship music. He held my waist closer to him, reminding me of our teenager years. We danced slowly to the worship choir song. Christ is risen, by Phil. A mundane I loved to listen to in my Youtube channel. Ever since Youtube became famous, I opened my own account recording myself write in my journal or give advice to others of being different in the world and not being accepted. That it be fine to not be the same as others, being unique had its perks. Sometimes I would sing and upload it to my channel, I didn’t get many admirers but someday I could. So left the videos to my channel to see who watched and liked the new songs I wrote with how happy I was now.

I gasped sulking in some air. “No. We can’t, it’s church.” I said, hesitating over those words while he leaned to kiss me. I bit my lip so hard, as my fangs pierced through enough making me taste blood from my lips.

“It's okay I won't bite,” Sounded like a joke. But he had a reputation as the evil bat because they were nocturnal animals with strong senses. At this time I had just broken off the relationship I had with Matt, his twin brother—your uncle.

“Should I be laughing?” I smirked. Realizing that God was forgivable to all who prayed for his words and love...made me happier. I shushed him remembering we were listening to the choir sing to the Lord as he let go of me, and sat down on the front end of the crowd. God appeared with angels beside him most days, but only the young could see him. Or if someone was in their days of last moments. But for some reason I could see him clearly, with long blonde hair, hazel eyes that glittered in light–yet his face always changed. Like if he didn’t have his own personal look at all that he would change so much. Every time I’d notice it would be him, he’d be the only one to speak to me in my head when Sylvester shushed his thoughts around me when I siphoned his gift and used it against others around me. It only was possible when I held his vampire cold hands, but he was a werewolf too. He wanted to step down from pastor duties as he killed someone accidentally to protect me, and awakened his curse to turn into a wolf. His wolf form was dark with green glowing eyes. He could have killed me that night, but when his eyes glittered something inside me showed ambered eyes and he ran away into the dark lit night.

“Yeah” Sylvester answered happily. I wanted to know how it felt to kiss him but I knew that was dangerous too as he also had vampirism in him–like Matt too. An innocent kiss I meant one that showed me if his love was real or pretend.. I wiped my lips from the blood into my long sleeve shirt, staining it rapidly.

The quietness revolved my thoughts. I couldn’t answer. I was too nervous. The more the time passed by the more stories I acquired to remember for my future kids. And I was right, Sylvecito at age seven could think through what stuck inside his mind as he noted every story I told him. He loved them. He from birth was presented to my Angelic church for only our leader God named Jesus our Savior the Lord to baptize him himself as he couldn’t do it for Sianna when she was an infant too many Godly jobs to do at once; he needed a break so he gave half of his duties to Chael which he deserved because he tried his hardest to redeemed himself in the eyes of the Lord our Saviour. To me no one couldn’t be judged since I gave my heart to HE. Jesus opened my thoughts to him in the beginning of me loving Matthew, but later I realized it wasn’t love but thankfulness. Only Jesus our Savior was the one to open my heart into accepting the truth—I have forgiven Sylvester way before the tragedy of Matthew suffering death and healing by the hand of Jesus’ prayers. I cried on my knees that afternoon in my backyard. The words of Jesus Christ healed my crying soul. It took long for me to let in Sylvester once again like in my childhood where I couldn’t remember the love we felt for one another as friends or siblings by heart until we met again and realized love was what we felt for one another that it evolved over the years turning into purity and unconditional love. I continued telling little Sylvecito more of my high school days with his father.

“Crisy?” Sylvester called me from behind as I headed to Mathematics class level of a twelfth grader. I had Trig class which needed my attention the most. I hated twelfth grade Math in Florida. I turned, seeing him behind my back as I rushed. So, I jumped where I stood. Time flew by while I could not escape him as he meant the world to me. Could he actually seen my point of view? Me thinking: I thought of I loving Matthew but he is forgetting me while I feel so much pain on how everything we went through became thrown away as it hadn’t meant anything at all to him. How could he forget me? I wouldn’t do so even if it meant losing a part of me. A shot directed at his skull changed everything, making him forget what little love he still had for me. No excuses to have forgotten everything. He forgetting made me more angry with Sylvester for what he did. Why did I look for him and rebuilt his whole body with magic? I should have let him suffer a bit longer. But the guilt ate at me, and I wanted answers to what happened to Matt with the aluminum carbonate bullet piercing through his skull leading to amnesia. There had been a part of him that made him nervous when I entered the room while he was there, but he forgot his feelings for me that he’d return to Xenon, and a nomad crazier vampire. I met her while bussing tables at Golden Corals. His mother told me he had suffered a lot with Xenon so why return with her then? What if it was by commitment to their daughter Danielle? He longed to have a family that accepted him so could that be it for his rekindling with Xenon? If so, why play with my emotions saying I looked pretty–that even though I wasn’t part of his memories, he had flashes of kissing me in the beach all wet. I remembered that day perfectly. He had no shirt.

“Eww...Mom! That’s gross to picture.” Sylvecito interrupted the story I read from my journal binder.

“I know, but I have to be honest why I was shocked to see that back then when I was eighteen.”

“Ok, tell me more of daddy.”

“We’ll get there ok, be patient sweetie,” I told him, while turning the page. I continued the story once again...

“Crisy, are you seriously thinking about your ex?” Sylvester shook his head. How did he know I was...? So he wasn’t lying about being Matt’s brother for having telekinesis as his gift for reading minds too. That’s what opened my eyes about damphyres becoming gifted but not only Matt and Sylvester were damphyres they were vampires that searched for blood to satisfy the cravings. Animal blood was not an easy meal to them so they ate the uncooked meat after the hunting of sucking all the blood out of the victims body.. Another to not give me privacy in my head too. I thought of a brick wall in front of my thoughts to see if the spell worked. I waited. My child don’t forget your angel bloodline, you don’t need a spell for telekinesis. The voice of the Savior of our souls spoke inside my mind. Unlike others his voice was always present inside my heart and mind.

“I can tell when you are blocking me. Stop that!” Sylvester furrowed a brow, while looking at me so serious-minded. He pulled me closer to his chest, as I had my books for English IV class. It was uncomfortable carrying my bookbag but I managed by carrying the heavy books by hand instead of my back. He took my English book as to tease me. 

“Ooo...who is shy now?” he said, being a jerk for attention. But I ignored him, stepped on his foot, and snatched my book back. I rushed to class before he could catch me in the hallway.

Should I really let him in without really feeling the slightest affection for him? I know he cared. Still, was it worth my time? I had no idea what to answer, to myself. He looked like wanting a moment to adjust to becoming something more than enemies was a trophy, and I was no one’s trophy. Besides I dated his brother, would it be wrong to think of my enemy Sylvester?

“Mommy, you and daddy were enemies?” Sylvecito interrupted my concentration again.

“Yes, enemies to lovers as the novels would call it.” I answered. “Now let me finish and we can pause for questions later ok?”

Who was he to tell me to bring down my wall? There was something in his eyes that told me to give him another chance even as a wonderful friendship like I put Chael through. Chael would always be my best friend but Sylvester was growing on me. His bright blueish-green eyes glittered in the light, that I couldn’t look away. But before the bell rang I made it to English class in Florida high school, the name of it didn’t matter. I didn’t cared for the name or mascot of the school but Chargers was its logo and mascot, lightning bolt like the buildings were called Thunder building and lightning building two different named buildings for a school of a million kids as I exaggeratted because when lunch period was up I had to run to catch up to the line I would choose to eat pescatarian food or vegetarian food. One time I ate a burger but never again until high school year was over and I was back eating meat. I turned my back to your father and entered my English class which was the last period. Even to Christians  English class was important because the bible was a book of many chapters too. When I was in the Institute of Arlandia, Potions 101 were a thing of unholiness but my teacher turned out to be grandma Ilabelle Lopes, she was substituting for Professor Lander. To me potions class was used as medicine to the holy ones, like angelics, Nephilims, and mythicals even nymphs. Maybe one witch existed, my sister—but she used it the same way as me, to heal the wounded in the name of the Lord Christ. She was very religious before in Florida, when we had no idea of our lineage as magical beings. Sometimes we’d have deja-vu all the time, and some stuff moved in our sleep. But when Mom appeared out of thin air when I used a Hallo like ring, Matthew had given me noticing I’ve missed mom way too long. Probably thought I deserve to see her once again. Until mom sat down with the family and conversed about our lineage and that of the kids I was the only one to have four bloodlines stuck to me, making me very powerful that if I cried or got angry, my heightened senses would cause a disaster for being my mom’s first born. Luckily, Daime turned out to be human like her mom, no vampirism tainting her blood.

“Crisy, did you talk to my brother?” Matt spooked me from beside me when the last bell rang and Mrs. Santin dismissed all the students to leave out the door in the orderly fashion, and I wondered why I must be surprised to see him in front of me now, that we were over. But he looked like he wanted answers to his dilemma. With his voice melodic, and husky it made my hands shake, nervously making him hold both of my hands together letting my English book fall to the floor. No answer. So much to my shocked look on my face as I saw through his eyes. I pushed his hands away, bending down to get my textbook to put it in my locker in building lightning third-floor. He followed and waited behind my locker, as I closed it in his face. “What do you want?”

“How were we when we were together as an item?” he asked, giving me that puppy eyes look Sylvester gave me when he wanted something. He put his hands inside his pocket like he was from the fifties generation–who puts their hands inside their pockets now in the 21st century? Only he would.

“We were happier, but please don’t start. I don’t want to remember as you treated me as the lowest of girls in the world for being there in the meadow with you until you would awoken from death. If it wasn’t for my tears, kiss, and sword you’d be dead.” I put on my sunglasses as it was very sunny, and vampires hated the sun it was too bright, luckily we would not turn to ash unless a vampire nomad strong enough would rip us to pieces and burned us alive. That would do the trick. But because I was a quadbryd I was the acception making me unkillable, and stronger than regular nomads and vampires that ran amuck town to towns switching humanity to not feel the heightened emotions. I wouldn’t turn my emotions off no matter how painful it ended up to be. I did think about it once when Matthew dumped me in the night at the beach when Sylvester took me home, smelling my scent on his hunting days.

“Sylvester and you are something now?” he asked me. His curiosity showed in his greenish-gray eyes.

“No. I am not ready. We just broke up two weeks ago and now you think I might go out with your brother for revenge?” I sighed. You don’t know me at all.

“I do now.” he answered my thoughts quick, others looking at us because every girl in school had a huge crush on my ex, the basketball player of the Chargers, All star too.”

“No you don’t. I don’t just jump into another relationship when I’ve been hurt badly in my first one.”

“What? I was your first boyfriend?” he asked, looking me in the eyes. Our eyes mimicked each other glistening in the sunlight outside that we walked while talking. We were nearby the buses. Normally I would drive dad’s car to school, but this time I’d take the bus as dad was working in the office–he switched jobs from manager to CEO at a publishing company in Jacksonville sometimes he’d stay in hotels when working late, but he’d not cheat on my step mom because he loved her too much. Anyways back to Matt. He was shocked to know I was not lying about him being my first boyfriend. Yes Chael was my first love, platonic maybe, but never dated him–never had the chance to ask him myself afraid his playerish ways would hurt me badly.

“Chael was your first love but your sister stole him from you or he never liked you back?” he seemed curious and concerned that a loser would break my heart like Chael did.

“Yes he was my first love and when I found out I loved him he was dating Heiley already and then cheated on her with Jass.” I admitted, fidgetting with my fingernails.

“Stop that. Pay attention. If I’d remember about us being together I’d never would have done to you what that Chael guy did to you and your sister. Good riddance you got over him with me.” he placed one hand on my shoulder and I shrugged it off.

“I don’t need your pity. I forgot that when I got here and saw you again for the first time in my life, that I fell head over heels, and your greenish-gray eyes captured my attention in lunch time remember?”

“Actually I don’t remember, but it was a heck of a meeting if you fell first.” he grinned showing off his pearly fangs only to me.

I entered the bus, and left him wondering more about what happened to us. I couldn’t stop thinking that at home Sylvester would be waiting, and I’d be walking from the bus stop to home with my sisters Heiley and my step sister. 

Who would have thought he joined Potions 101 to be closer to me in Arlandia, as nightfall was my witchy classes, and other lineage classes to become a queen of Arlandia at age twenty-two, but let’s be honest at first I didn’t want to be ruler until I met the people through mom. She may lost the crown by dying mundanely that dad had to receive the crown even being part vampire and wicca. Mom was angelic being, and werewolf descendant, but when she died the wolf died as well, reincarnating into me, that it turned me into a white wolf in a magic mirror but when I tried shifting I couldn’t and it was because I hadn’t awoken my wolf side curse by killing. Which petrified me someday I’d be capable of killing. My Saviour please let me not kill no one, I’d not like the idea of becoming an assasin or a killer of any species. I prayed in my head, that my witch psychic sister heard my prayers and looked at me with worry. She got up from the seat she sat next to her best friend Suley, and sat next to me making me move my bookbag from my empty seat. 

“Are you okay Crisyanis?” she asked me, as Thystria sat behind us next to Suley. 

“Are you guys hiding something?” Thystria asked both me and Heiley.

“No.” we both shook our heads.

“Then why the worried  expression on your face?”

“I was praying to God. And Heiley heard it with our sister bond becoming telepathically because we united our bodies as one that night we baptized as parabatai, but without the marks just holy water and moon water.” I told Thystria the truth in her ear. “Don’t tell dad and mom I’ve been worried for my ceremony in the night as quadbryd of the Institute. Remember you’re part of the Arctic clan now, the one my dad’s family belonged to. Grandma Mary died mundanely because she had a stroke in the brain that caused her vein inside her brain to pop. Poor grandma, but she lived in heaven with Jesus now. She no longer suffers the life of a human.” I whispered again to both Heiley and Thystria. 

I sat back in my seat from turning to whisper into Thystria’s ear. Heiley beside me texted Brandon a boy she liked, but stopped showing interest the moment the family got inbetween their relationship. So she hid it from dad. I looked at my flip phone: colored pink cover. Sylvester left me two messages. I hesitated to answer, and finally gave in and opened the messages.

Sylvester: Text me when your bus arrives to its stop. Second message said: I love you, I will not give up until you give me a chance.

I closed my phone and put it in my pocket, as the pikachu keychain strapped to my phone poked out my pocket.

“Who were you texting?” Heiley asked.

“No one. I was just reading them.” I admitted. “I’ll respond when we get home.”

That night “Medicinal herbs 101” was my first ever royalty class, and witchy related class that would be easier than the rest–Sylvester probably wanted to learn of my bloodline when he assigned himself for teacher aid of History of the Tainos, mythicals, and African witches/wizards/warlocks.

When I entered the room with my new school uniform for Arlandia’s Institute for high schoolers only. All creatures were allowed to attend except for Faes, faeries, and pixies tainted with vampirism blood making them the worst predators in existence beside me. But I wasn’t dangerous as I controlled my thirst by drinking a whole bunch of cranberry juice with hints of grape juice.

I heard Sylvester in the room talking to the teacher, my grandma oh my she was substituting for the Professor. “Sure do I think of being in this class with her when I had no blood pint in my veins of witchery or medicinal, and doctoral but I can help her improve in memory build up and she can be wicca intelligent.” he added, sighing that his cold breath threw out a gassy space. He looked at me with wonder in his eyes, but this time he sat down next to grandma Ilabelle’s desk for these past few weeks as I remembered the Professor got caught up in a sticky situation with his wife. Personal reasons I rather not say, only Sylvester and I knew why he wasn’t teaching for the week. But Heiley also suspected Professor was cheating on his wife, and that his wife was working on divorcing him. Heiley saw a vision, drawing it so crappy in her journal but only I knew how to see the details perfectly. I was the only one Heiley shared her crappy drawings to. She even saw Brandon coming, but when Joseph came into her mind holding a baby girl with Heiley’s skin tone and hair color she decided on waiting for the right timing when she’d meet her future husband. So in the meantime she play around with Brandon when he was nowhere near her league.

“I can feel your cold breath on my skin.” I told Matthew, he was in this class too–but not because he was magical but because he liked learning new things so he signed up for Potions 101. Anyone could make a potion, but only magical beings with magical powers like witchy/wizardry/ warlocks/sorcerors could manage to change the potion from green to purple. He chuckled, and as confusing it was to see him laugh after our last moment being a couple. I turned to my table, observed my grandma use certain ingredients that led to a spark of pixies fluttering around and disappearing once the freezing spell confirmed ‘the begone of pixies’ even if it was an imitation they still weren’t allowed in Arlandia; their entrance was prohibited.

“That’ll be our secreto. I meant for fluttering butterflies but magic has its way of thinking too. So please what happens in Potions 101 stays in this class. Understood students?” Grandma ordered. She had a brown wand in hand long enough to be a staff so she used it as a ruler. It glowed like a pink color, for love.

The Wiccans didn’t like using magic for short-cuts, but according to royalty we must know all spells, medicinal, herbs, and potions. It was important to learn all these classes like French, Greek, Italian, and Taino (Native). I was alerted with my Spanish being mastered that Ms. Lukas entered Potions 101 looking for my grandma’s healing abilities as an ogre was direly sick. Pociones was called Potions in Spanish, same went for Italian it meant Pozione. The Latin word for the beginning of the word was Potio, and in English was drink. Taino was difficult because they used some Runes and unknown herbs only the Lord Jesus Christ knew because of his children in the past only could write in runes form. Only grandma could decipher the runes into Spanish but not English. Maybe one day I’d become as great as her and turn it into English words. The runes had become too old to be used in the mundane dimension but in Arlandia we needed to learn a bit of every language. There was korean, but I had trouble with Asian languages. Like Thai,Chinese, Japanese, and even Poland which was not thai but was one of the languages in the books of the library in Arlandia castles. Both west and east wing had its differentations. Still the East wing was where the classes were taught and west wing were where the dormitories for every being the castle lived and slept. We had to share a whole big ballroom for the dining area, like in high school was called cafeteria. The middle tables of the far end was where the Professors ate in silence. There was so many food items that it was hard to choose one. My favorite was sloppy joe night for dinner time. Back to Taino runes that were hard to describe one caught my attention it was the face of the sun as if that was a description of Jesus in the past to the Taino legends. When lunch bell rung I rushed to refresh myself in my big princess dormitory, washing my face from all the gunk of the potions we had to examine. Then I heard a loud knock on my door.

“Who is it?” I asked wiping my face with my hand towel. I threw it to the sink and rushed to open the door. It was Sylvester. He looked good in the Japanese or better said Puerto rican school plaid uniforms colored yellow for him, and a black shirt underneath his blazer that had a symbol of  a falcon in the right corner of his chest. My blazer had a phoenix with the color green plaid skirt I had on with, a yellow shirt which matched the uniform. Normally they’d say red was the color of a phoenix but the blazer was green like my plaid skirt, and green knee-length socks. My shoes were Nike’s–colored black. That was the obligation of this school all shoes must be all black like mines and Sylvester’s were. But Sylvester had leathered shoes that only business men wore. In this school too, the girls loved the twins even if they didn’t get along to agree on anything. But one thing was true they both loved me. Even if Matt lost his memories of me I could notice how he gawked at my direction like a lovesick pup refalling in love with his ex. But he was with Xenon now and Dannielle was my Greek classmate and partner in the same sitting in Mrs. Lenoxx class no one could talk unless spoken too or arose their hands to be chosen by the Professor of Greek mythology and language.

“Kourasménos apó tis anoisíes!” I muttered under my breath it meant, “Tired of bullshit!”

“You are very funny even in your mind, mamacita.” he said, smiling with a small crooked dent on his lips, Sylvester was T.A here too, which was because he wanted to keep an eye on me it was obvious.

Why so badly my hands felt clammy on the desk while I wrote my essay on Ceaser’s palace in Greece mythology. I wiped them on my skirt at the Institute classroom somewhere in the East wing of the castle. I tried not to show, I was again nervous for Sylvester being so close. Why now? Of all days it chooses him because his memory of me as a five year old girl popped in my head once again. I remember now when Sylvester came during Christmas dressed in elf suit giving me presents from Santa. That was the day I realized I loved to help like elves helped Santa even if Santa was a real myth not like elves that lived in coal-mines helping us make weapons for troops of Arlandia and one elf built my sword making only work for me a no longer for Evil queen Annabelle.

“Heard that.” Sylvester chuckled. “Great you remembered cutey pie.” he leaned his chair closer to mines as my partner felt awkward, and I siphoned her ability to feel pity for people around her. This was odd of me to feel both pitiful and scared for my thoughts not being protected from Sylvester beside me. Dinner bell rang and I rushed out the door once the Professor dismissed us with a pop quiz due next Friday and an Essay on Gods of Greece due two weeks from today. I took my Greece book and notebook with a pencil to the dining area/cafeteria to finish my essay by hand as we had no computers yet, until next semester when laptops would be donated from the upper realms of Arctic clans of vampires, who were rich up in the mountains and had all technologyyou could think of. Why else cell phones worked in the premises of the castles of East and West wings. But we couldn’t use technology unless told by a Professor like calculators or laptops when needed. So we all had to write our works by hand not by technology. Calculators were the only thing available for Mathematics III. It was like Calculus with Physics at the same time. Well I had Physics back home in the mundane dimension in high school I still was a Senior in mundanely schooling and a Senior in the Institute of Arlandia for the Mythical beings that belonged to this world. I sat down alone in the table far away from distraction of Sylvester I needed to eat and do my essay as quickly as possible so I could go back to the mundane dimension home I lived with dad. Mom my biological angelic being lived in Arlandia until I finished Senior year in high school and move to Arlandia definitely with my siblings and step mom and dad would accept the crown until I turned twenty-two.

Sylvester may have been with his vampire and werewolf friends in the other table across me, but he wouldn’t keep his blueish-green eyes away from me as he continued to eat a turkey leg that looked uncooked but he was half dog so it was normal for his cravings to be subsided. He took a big bite of the leg, and winked at me, while I covered my face with my hair focusing my direction back to my essay of twelve pages with references at the end. I was a fast writer. When I was done eating, and writing; I drank my cup of strawberry milk to the end. It was my favorite milk to wash down the peanut butter apple dipped snack I finished after my fried chicken and white rice and broccoli sides. I got up with my paperwork, and threw away my foam plate we bought at the mundane dimension to save the environment in Arlandia, but global warming still happened from time to time that it no longer was hot outside. It was freezing cold on a March night. I was outside with my white cloak and blazer underneath with gray gloves on, the hoody covered my face from the cold. But I wasn’t ready for entering inside my bedroom just yet I enjoyed my balcony filled with pure snow as I cuffed a fistful of snow in my hands letting it fall to the ground as it may.

Sylvester appeared out of nowhere putting his hands on my eyes, covering me from seeing him. “Who is it?”

“You lunatic. Sylvester I am not into games right now. I will go home when my ride arrives in the front entrance.” I was the only one of my family in Arlandia besides my angelic mom. Sylvester and Matthew made it cozy and homey because I knew them. That’s when a sensation told me to check the news in my phone. Chael’s mugshot for juvie again appeared. What now, did he do? I thought, sighing annoyed at the same time. I closed my phone putting inside my blazer. Chael meant the world to me even with distance he was still my long lived best friend I still cared for him. Was I in charge of saving him from himself? I had no idea. I went inside my dormitory with Sylvester. And I went downstairs to the front doors as I heard the carriage to go to the portal to my home, was already ready for me I left my Institute items but didn’t change clothes. It needed washing so I brought my clothing on me as I wore it to wash it home better. I gave a a hard big embrace to Mom. Remember to come back after Saturday at five o’ clock in the afternoon during Sunday. As you need to stay a week in Arlandia you have vacation days in the high school you go to in mundane dimension sweetheart.”

“Okay mom. Love you, call me anytime.” I unfurled myself from the embrace, and entered the carriage with Sylvester as he was my guard for I was royalty, a princess of Arlandia thar needed protecting. Mom assigned Sylvester to me.

“When we get home you must let me be in my room alone, you can’t stay with us.”

“I know.” he admitted, realizing it be trouble if he entered my home without dad knowing.

“You live with your dad or mom?”

“Mom now. But I used to live in my dad’s cottage nearby a forest in the camp site.” he answered, scooching over to me, putting one arm over my shoulder resting it there.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting comfortable around you. We are friends right?” He hid the despair in his eyes from me that I only saw a glistening of his eyes winking my direction and smiling softly.

When the carriage arrived home it left me in front of home, and I used the copy key to enter the house that the lights were still on. As they waited for me to tell them how first day of witchy school went Thystria hugged me overjoyed to see me already.

“Missed me Thystria?” I hugged her back. 

“Yes, I love talking to you about anything. Any new friends in the witchy school?”

“No just Matthew and Sylvester, but you know them, as you are vampire like them too.” I told her.

“Yeah. Did you practice spells?” she asked.

“Not yet still too early. But I was working on an essay for Greece mythology Gods and a potion that smelled of sweaty socks.” I laughed.

She laughed too. We sisters sat on my bed and talked for hours, until I remembered to wash my uniform and take a quick shower. The heat from the shower was nice from the coldest night in Arlandia. My uniform was washing in the washer, with my high school school uniform too. as they both were green and yellow.

When I finished the laundry, I finished my essay for English IV that I fell asleep on my English textbook while I read a short story for fun in it. I dreamed of Sylvester. Yet he carried me in arms twirling me around in circle motions. I was laughing, and where we were was dark but it smelled of lilac scented flowers. Making me remember the day Sylvester almost killed Matthew for good, if it wasn’t for my magic he would have stood dead.

“Mommy, what happened to Chael after you found out he was in trouble?”

“I messaged him on facebook a social media older than me, but I managed to get a hold of him in three days. He said it was his rebellious ways that got him in trouble but he promised he’d change for the better so he’d do good in Senior year this time around. I cried because I was not sure if he was trying to make me feel better or meant it for his own good. I felt guilty for moving back then, that I regretted leaving him behind without telling him I still loved him. I kept my mouth shut and didn’t say a word about my feelings he was still that player boy he loved messing with girls all over the school.”

“Wow! What changed your mind now to give him a chance this time, even if your married to dad.”

Then Sylvester appeared on my couch sitting with our daughter and son. I got obligated to go to University for medicine as the dimension needed a Doctor like in the mundane until grandma Ilabelle came back to teaching herbs and potions to the kids of the castle but by that time I graduated from potions class. I sprinted into Sylvester’s arms while he held our kids in arms and as a clingy woman I’ve become confused between two men that were both in love with me one a best friend the other my husband that left to keep Annabelle away from me and my kids. I remembered while I cried and cried outside into the porch of my backyard, God finally revealed his true nature and voice to me. He healed me with a hug from the crying of losing the love I thought I had with Matt. God reminded me that losing my humanity was not worth the tears of a low-life heartbreaker like Matt who married Xenon in secret to not hurt me as he said afterwards.

“Crisy!” Chael knocked hard at my room door. I unfurled from the embrace of my small family so I could open. I held in the tears of happiness. Chael stormed into my bedroom looking like he saw a ghost. “Crisy, stay here while your father talks to Annabelle, the evil faerie queen is here in the castle but because of him being here.” he pointed at Sylvester, making him let go of the kids. 

Sylvester stood up. Rushed downstairs and yelled in front of us that he had rights to visit his kids.

“About the treaty? No way. I have to see her. She wants Sylvester back, why else come here?” I said, pointing at Sylvester with my eyes and looking back at Chael as if he already knew the faerie queen had other plans.”

“Let’s go. You stay with the kids.” He accompanied me out of the room while closing the door on my friend’s face leaving Chael as babysitter once again to my kids. Yes, we’ve become parents to a baby girl which didn’t mean I loved him too much at all. Those feelings for three guys made me so confused that it hurt my insides. Probably never could choose the right father for three-year old looking Sianna at age one. Sylvecito wasn’t planned, but he was a lot bigger than Sianna by one inch. They looked like twins. They both had magical powers, one siphoned peoples abilities which that was Sylvecito, and Sianna was a regular wicca white witch. She was a healer like me. Sylvester tried showing me what a nice father he had become for Sianna and Sylvecito but even then my heart had become complicated. Sia was Chael’s baby nickname when he first had her in arms. She was still an infant who spoke the language of a three year old. She was intelligent.

“Well, well who came from the other side of the realms to taunt me?” I asked Annabelle with dad, signing a loose paper with the Royals’ crest pasted with candlewax on an envelope in the other freed hand of dad. “Don’t sign it without me looking at it.” I warned him. I didn’t trust her. With her there was always a price to pay if wanting something you desired counted. She was a trickster. A fool to think Sylvester would stay away from the kids. 

“You can give me half of the castle and I'll let you keep Sianna. Unless you want me to take her and Sylvecito too?” she asked me with that malicious smile that always gave me the Hibbie gibbies. Her foot tapping up and down made me nervous.

“NO!” I screamed as I sneered.

“You don’t deserve all of this. Still studying until ‘I'm 22 years old,’ “Ooh what a delight?” she mocked me, which turned my face super red and blotched. I rose my hand to slap her but Sylvester held my hand fast and stopped me.

“Back off from my best friend. I’ll kill you if you dare hurt Sia, Sylvecito, and Crisy.” Chael came down from the stairs flying with the kids in arms. His black wings were turning brown now. Why? Must be the change of temperature.

“If Chael, noticing why I do things you’d understand why I need that baby.”

“NO!” I yelled again, but this time I fell on my knees. I despised begging in front of the woman who wanted to steal my little family I created with Sylvester, but not because I still loved my husband, but because my kids were everything to me–I lived for them over and over.

“I want Sylvester back. Push him into my direction and I’ll leave you all alone. Even those brats of a babies you call yours.” she sighed.

“Fine. Take him but leave my babies out of it.” I let her get her way into Sylvester’s time as he came down the stairs with Sianna in arms. While Chael carried Sylvecito still. Sylvester handed her to me Sianna crying now, and pulled Annabelle to kick her out.

“Leave my family in peace. I’ll go but I am still her husband I will see her when I see her.” he admitted, pressing his fingertips into her arms–leaving her red marks.

The memory of when Sylvester proposed came to mind. “Would you marry me, Ms. Fontez on Angelic church grounds?” he got on one knee, and pleaded with a ring: 4 Qtz. Not too big either. Without thinking I said, “Yes.” What’s going on with me? How come I didn’t think twice? That got me thinking again. Annabelle will not allow it to last. She won’t give up until I leave Sylvester for good. Ugh! My life had its twist and turns.

Sylvester as a long-lived partner as marriage was a piece of contract for two people who said they loved each other as a way to prove it this step was taken. My situation with my best friend was complicated. I loved him, that was true still I was not in love with him. Pitiful. Oh lord, please help me know what to say to break the ice. Am in love with Chael now or is Sylvester the bandage soaking into my skin that long that I can’t see beyond my own thoughts about them?

Sylvester lifted me high, twirling me and kissed my lips that day of our proposal as he had cold lips like Matthew’s were. So much alike but yet too different and confusing. We kissed longer than most days. It reminded me of my time with his brother which hurt more. I didn’t want painful memories to ruin this with Sylvester but honesty helped, so I pulled down my wall and let him read my thoughts.

“You’re worried.” That’s all he could say while pausing the kiss with a peck. He embraced me into his arms. Sianna was crawling on the floor of the office room. My little big girl needed her father, I may have agreed to marry no matter what would be missing alongside Sylvester during a calming marriage which we’d be soon forever this time. That was so long ago I’d surprise myself that I even remember every detail.

“A little. What if she threatens Sianna? I don’t know what I’ll do without her.” I admitted. And there we began to be more than friends, a couple or a partnership while raising Sianna. Maybe it didn’t match the strongest feeling he felt for me, with all my hard work I could try. Was living on an island full of a nature habitat which ruled over the Faes, pixies, and faeries focusing on thresholds? After Sylvester left the room with baby Sianna, Mom and dad entered my office. There came a lot to become a Queen legally, too much paperwork. Our Arlandian festival was this November close to Thanksgiving day. It's a memorial of the natives finding the Fate Empire while now to me Arlandia was its legal name.

“You're a Queen to be where others look up to you for guidance.” Mom told me as she got my attention again with a gesture of her hand. “Be patient with our people.” Her white feathery wings were beautiful in the sunlight. They glittered.

I sighed realizing becoming patient with the people had me shaking my head.

“Honey, I know it's hard. It's very true.” Dad said to me, too, realizing I wouldn’t believe as I lived with mundane things and as a mundane not knowing of a new dimension filled with the whimsical; I’d be uncomfortable. The werewolves and weretigers were discovered in Vermont above New England in the United States; hidden from the mundane covered in fur to not freeze to death.

“I don't believe it. Why me? Daime Amaris is older than me and she can be queen instead.” I said to Dad this, wishing my being Mom’s eldest didn’t change things. It has been a long time since her Mom separated us from Daime. Mommy treated Daime as her child beforehand, no difference between the fours. Her daughter Iris was around Jo’s age, but older than Sianna.

“She isn't my first born, she's your Dad's firstborn and she isn’t whimsical she’s human.” Mom explained to me. Wow! The first of firsts. “Dad was Dutch while I was in line for the queen spot, while my sisters left Arlandia to live mundanely. You and your siblings can rule together in my place if you need help.” She hugged me, as the tears escaped my eyes to her white dress. Her wings sensed emotions, so it opened and embraced me so much I could feel the warmth of them from head to toe. A bit of prickliness from the feathers. Still I had a duty to my family, my people of Arlandia, and the crown. I was set as role model to my kids too. “So me and I...?” I asked. Trying to complete my sentence, “Mom I cannot be queen. I am not ready for Arlandia lands.” But to me she seemed I had it all covered up. My Mom meant well, so there must be a true reason why she chose me. My patience or my powers or is it the telepathic mind I had with God, the father, the son, and the holy spirit? Or could it be both? Chael and I weren’t thinking of marriage yet, but
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