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When the story idea for this novel first popped out of my head, I was currently having misfortunes in my career as a writer. Like always, I turn to writing dark fantasy to release all the negative emotions caused by those awful printed publishers. But as I continued writing, the story evolved and romance blossomed between my characters.

So, Witch’s Curse is now a dark fantasy adventure sprinkled with romance.

Arielle Alia
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Dixon was busy cooking breakfast when she felt the incoming danger. At age twenty-four, she was already used to such things. Her family had already prepared her for all the dangers and problems she would encounter in life since she was a child.

She turned off the stove, though the eggs hadn't been properly cooked yet. She looked over every part of the kitchen.

The pots and pans hanging on the wall began moving. They suddenly threw themselves toward Dixon!

Dixon ducked. The pan she was using to cook the eggs suddenly floated and launched itself toward her! She jumped out of its way. The pan and the half-cooked eggs splattered on the floor.

She breathed a sigh. It seemed she would need to cook herself a new breakfast. She grabbed the pan's handle. She could use it to parry other incoming attacks.

She had barely grasped the pan's handle when she once again felt the incoming danger. She quickly used the pan to protect herself from the two glasses and several spoons speeding toward her. The glasses broke upon impact with the frying pan while the spoons bounced off. But Dixon failed to notice the knife! It slashed through her left thumb!

Her thumb fell off and dropped to the floor. Blood gushed out of her hand.

Grimacing, she let go of the pan and grabbed the nearest table napkins and wrapped her hand with it to stop the bleeding. She carefully picked up her thumb with her other hand and put it inside a clean glass bottle. She then dashed to the refrigerator to get some ice. She would need that to preserve her severed thumb.

While doing all of these, she remained watchful of any incoming danger. She breathed a sigh of relief. The attack for this day was over. The words that brought all of the danger and misfortune to her life came back to her.

“I curse you! May you suffer all your life!”

She put a lid on the glass bottle before placing it inside her bag. She set aside having breakfast. She needed to rush to the hospital to get her thumb reattached!

With her damaged hand, she had to forego using her motorcycle. She hailed a taxi cab. Pain throbbed in her hand but she gritted her teeth. She would get pain relievers or anesthesia in the hospital.

A few minutes later and Dixon once again found herself a visitor in the emergency room of Cardinal Wilson Hospital where Dr. Abby Martinez was currently assigned. Dixon’s hand had already been injected by anesthesia so when the operation to reattach her thumb began, she was no longer in any pain.

“So, what happened this time, Dixon?” Abby inquired after the minor surgery

“I was cutting onions when I suddenly sneezed. I didn't notice that my thumb was under the knife and well, I accidentally cut it off,” Dixon lied to her friend, Dr. Abigail ‘Abby’ Martinez who was five years her senior. They became good friends during their stay in the same boarding house. Dixon was studying Accountancy then while Abby was in her second year of Medicine. Because they both liked and enjoyed similar things, they hit it off instantly and became best of friends.

After Dixon graduated, Abby began her residency in a government hospital. Both of them left the boarding house that time since Abby's family was able to buy a house near the hospital. Dixon meanwhile could now afford to get an apartment after getting a job in the Javellano Industries.

Although both of them became quite busy with their jobs and careers, they always made time to see each other and eat out once in a while. And whenever Dixon would get sick or hurt, Abby was the one who took care of her.

“You are the most accident prone person I have ever met!” Abby said in mocked anger. “But I must admit that you are also one of the luckiest people I have ever met since you always managed to survive these silly accidents of yours.” She smiled.

Dixon laughed. She watched Abby wrap bandages on her newly reattached thumb.

“Don't move this thumb or get it wet. Let's just hope that the nerves would connect so you wouldn't have a stump for a thumb.”

“I am confident the nerves would reconnect since you are the one who attached them. You are the best doctor ever!”

“Suck up! You are only saying that because I never ask for payment whenever you come to me.”

“Thanks, Abby. You're really the best!”

“Can I request something? Don't come here tomorrow. Every time you come to the emergency room, I get nervous. Your injuries are becoming serious since you started coming here this week! When you were here on Monday, you got bitten by a stray cat. Yesterday, your left leg got burned by the hot exhaust pipe of your motorcycle. And today you cut your thumb!” There was exasperation and concern in her voice.

Dixon could explain that what was happening to her was due to a curse that started three days ago. But she chose to remain silent. Abby believed in logic and scientific facts. Things that couldn't be explained, she disregarded as caused by wrong beliefs or delusions. Dixon would have a hard time explaining to her logical friend what was happening to her and how it started.

“The last time these happened to you was when we were still roommates. If I am not mistaken, you got into accidents for seven days. You had a whole week of bad luck! You almost failed that semester.”

“Yeah. Life is really like that. When bad luck happens, it happens continuously.”

“Luck has nothing to do with what is happening to you, Dictionary Jones!” Abby berated her. Her friend would only use Dixon's full name whenever she wanted to emphasize what she was saying.

People were often surprised upon learning Dixon’s real name. The first time she met Abby, she had to tell her the story of her unique name. Dixon having the surname Jones wasn't a mystery. It was clear from her fair skin and straight nose that she had foreign blood. Her father was Sgt. Harold Jones of the US Army. Her mother, Halina 'Lina' Liwanag met her father when the US Forces and the Philippine Military had joint military exercises in their town of San Ignacio.

“You just need to pay attention to everything that is happening around you. Always be aware of everything and be careful,” continued her friend.

Dixon nodded. Truth was, she was always extra careful. Since the curse started three days ago, she was always wary and alert. If she hadn’t been careful, her injuries could have been much worse.

“Don't worry too much,” Dixon assured Abby. 

“Whenever you start talking like that, I get more worried. I am starting to suspect that these accidents had something to do with the announcement of Richard and Sharina's wedding four days ago.”

Dixon froze. Whenever the name of her ex-boyfriend was mentioned, she would feel this pain inside her chest. She and Richard had been going out for two years. Richard was her classmate in high school and even then, she already had a crush on him. When she got a job at the Javellano Industries where he was already working, they became close. But the moment he laid eyes on Sharina Javellano, he dumped her!

“It's been over between us for three months. I'm over him,” Dixon insisted.

“No, you are not! I think even though he had broken up with you, you continue to hope that he would come back to you. That he would wake up one day and realize that he never wanted that slutty Sharina, and he would come back to you. But after you heard about their upcoming wedding-”

“Can I go now?” she changed the subject. “I need to go to work. It would look bad if after being promoted as manager, I would start coming late for work.”

“You should take some time off from work!” insisted Abby.

“Richard is now working on another branch. We don't see each other anymore. And my boss wouldn't like it if I would take a day off. I have a lot of things to do now. Responsibilities!” she insisted.

And it didn't really matter where she was. The curse would follow her. She could never escape that curse. All she had to do was survive for one week. After one week, all the misfortunes happening to her life would cease.

“Besides if I get laid off, I would no longer have any money to pay for my apartment's rent and for my medical bills.” She grinned.

“Weh? Since when did you ever pay my professional fees?” retorted her friend. “Whenever you are my patient, you get free services plus free medicines!”

Dixon giggled.

“Thanks, Abby. I don't know how I could ever repay you.”

“What are you talking about? I am the one paying you a favor. Since I met you, I became the luckiest woman alive. You are my lucky charm, girl. Because of you, I got to know my soul mate and boyfriend. And if not for you finding that advertisement in the newspaper for the open position here in Cardinal, I might still be looking for a hospital today. And I can never forget that every time I have a problem, you are always there for me. You are like a sister to me, Dixon, so you will forever have me as your doctor for free.”
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Mr. Javellano became worried and anxious upon seeing the bandage on Dixon’s hand. 

“Kitchen accident,” was Dixon's quick explanation to the silent question on her boss’s face.

“You should always be careful. The company will have a hard time if you are not here,” he joked.

“Don't worry, Sir, I am almost finished with the reports you need.”

He sighed.

“It's not about the reports, Dixon. I could always ask somebody to do that. You are like a daughter to me, and I couldn't help but worry with what's happening to you lately.”

Since Dixon started working for the old man's company, she had always respected Mr. Javellano. He became her mentor and father figure. Mr. Javellano was aware of her break up with Richard because of Sharina. Since Sharina was Mr. Javellano's only daughter, the old man couldn't help but feel guilty.

But Dixon wasn't angry at Mr. Javellano. Sharina grew up with her mother in the Unites States. She only came back to live with her father after her mother died. Mr. Javellano had nothing to do with Sharina's upbringing and how she turned into a spoiled slut. The only ones that should be blamed for Dixon's heartache and misfortunes were Sharina and Richard!

Dixon silently told herself to control her anger. The curse she had been suffering for the past three days happened because of that anger.

“Please be careful, Dixon,” he beseeched. “You are a wonderful person. And you have a bright future ahead of you. Don't let bad things pull you down.”

It was clear from the old man's words that he was also asking for forgiveness. Dixon sometimes couldn’t help but suspect that her promotion in the company was Mr. Javellano’s way of compensating her. Her promotion in exchange for her boyfriend. It could be Mr. Javellano’s way of making amends to what his daughter did to her.

Mr. Javellano sighed. He looked problematic. He had been like that since Richard and Sharina began their relationship. Dixon heard that Sharina was sent to the US because she got into bad company during her high school days. Upon coming back, instead of helping out with the family business, what she first did was take Richard away from Dixon. Sharina had always been a spoiled brat, and it was clear that Mr. Javellano was powerless to stop her or deny her what she wanted.

“Daddy! What are you doing here? We need to go to several places!” interrupted the haughty voice of Sharina.

Dixon controlled her anger upon seeing Sharina. She mustn't allow the slutty woman to know that she was still hurting. She must appear cool and composed. Sharina must believe that she wasn't affected by Richard's betrayal. She must remain respectable and civil. She was after all a manager of the company.

Dixon turned to face Sharina. She froze. Standing behind the harlot was Richard! She once again felt the pain of his betrayal! No matter how many times she told herself she hated Richard, his presence still brought her pain. She had yet to recover from her stupid feelings for him!

She no longer loved him. What she felt now was deep, seething anger!

Her anger was further stroked when Richard chose to ignore her presence. He acted as if he didn’t know her. He wouldn’t even look at her!

After greeting Mr. Javellano, Richard turned his attention again to Sharina. Sharina gave Richard a look that said she owned him. And Richard answered that with a look of passion as if Sharina was his whole world. Richard had never looked at Dixon like that when they were still dating!

Maybe Richard never really loved her. He could just have been goaded by the teasing they got from their officemates and maybe because they were always together.

But whatever feelings Richard had for Dixon, it was clear that those were already gone.

Dixon's jaws clenched. Richard and Sharina would pay dearly for hurting and betraying her! She glanced at her bandaged hand. This anger of hers brought on these misfortunes. She set aside her anger this time.

No one must suspect that she harbored such feelings.

Mr. Javellano walked toward his daughter.

“You shouldn't have gone up here. I told you that I would be down soon.”

Sharina's arm circled around Richard's waist and pulled him toward her body before giving Dixon a sideway glance. It was clear she was telling Dixon that Richard now belonged to her and that she could never get him back.

As if Dixon would ever want a man like Richard again! Richard was a terrible person! He was unfaithful and an asshole!

Dixon kept a straight face. She would never give Sharina the satisfaction of seeing her hurt and upset. Instead, she gave Sharina a smile.

“You are taking too long here in the office, Dad,” explained Sharina with a pout.

“Well, I’m ready! We better go now. We will soon be late for our appointment.” Mr. Javellano glanced back at Dixon. “You take care of everything here, Dixon. You are in charge.”

After the three left, Dixon proceeded to her new office. She made herself busy with work. She tried to focus her mind on her job and set aside thoughts about the two people she hated the most in this world!

She had more important things to do and think about. Aside from the responsibilities of being a manager, she also had to remain alert of the dangers brought on by the curse. She had four more days of misfortune to survive before everything would be over.
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After Dixon's break up with Richard, she went on a shopping spree to dull the pain. She sold all of her old furniture and brought new ones. She also maxed out her credit card and spent all of her savings to buy all the things she had always wanted to have.

The new laptop, brand new washing machine, refrigerator, oven and other things she bought during that shopping spree were now burning and melting right before her eyes as her apartment was engulfed by flames!

She had been washing her clothes several minutes ago when her washing machine suddenly produced electrical sparks! Before she could do anything, the sparks turned into a raging fire! A fire that seemed to have a mind of its own as it began crawling on the walls and ceiling of her apartment. Everything it touched burned and ignited. Dixon realized that another misfortune was happening to her!

She quickly grabbed the most important things she owned before running out of the house.

When she looked back, she saw that her apartment was now engulfed by the raging fire! The fire was also threatening the other apartment houses near her own.

But before it could touch the other houses, firefighters arrived and put out the fire just in time to save the other apartments. Only Dixon's apartment was reduced to ashes.

“Miss, you better get into the ambulance,” said one of the paramedics that arrived.

“Huh? I'm okay,” she said. She couldn't take her eyes off her burned down apartment. She felt numbed after losing everything she had. At least she wasn't hurt. But the misfortunes caused by the curse seemed to be becoming more severe each day. Even innocent people were getting affected.

“The hair on the back of your head was singed,” explained the paramedic.

Dixon touched the back of her head. She could no longer feel her hair. What she felt was her burned scalp! She grimaced. She didn't escape the misfortune of the day unscathed.

As usual, Dixon was brought to Abby's ER in Cardinal Wilson Hospital. After another scolding from her friend, Abby allowed her to leave the hospital. She left the hospital with a bandage around her head. Abby also accompanied her out since she had already finished her duty.

Dixon had a growing suspicion that her whole body would be wrapped by bandages before the seven-day misfortune was over. She would look like a mummy or worse, she could really lose an arm or a leg!

“You should sleep in our house tonight,” Abby suggested.

Dixon shook her head. The misfortunes were becoming dangerous. She didn't want her friend and her family to suffer because of the curse. Tomorrow, there would be another misfortune waiting for her. And Abby and her family would be put in danger if she’s around them.

“I'm okay. I have already made a reservation to an apartelle near our office.”

“You can't stay there for long! And you won't be bothering us. Our family is already loud and boisterous.”

Dixon smiled.

Abby was the youngest of four siblings. Aside from her parents, two of her older siblings though already married still lived in their house. Her brothers’ wives and children also resided in the house. Abby's eldest brother didn't live in the house because he was a seaman and was currently on a ship across the Mediterranean, but whenever he was on vacation, he also stayed inside the house which further added to the noise and liveliness inside Abby’s family household.

Abby had a large, loud and happy family. Whenever Dixon saw them, she couldn't help but feel envious of her friend. Dixon’s parents died when she was still young. Her Aunt Liway was the one who brought her up. But two weeks after her college graduation, her aunt died after being accidentally run over by a car.

Dixon became alone in the world. She was also aware that she was the only remaining descendant from her mother's family. It was rare for single women in their family to survive after the age of thirty. Something always happened. Those who were lucky enough to get married managed to live past thirty only if they get to marry good and responsible men. If they unfortunately married bad men, they often ended up alone again. All the men in their family were born sterile. And no one in their family get to live past the age of fifty.

As for her father's side, Dixon had no idea where or who they were. Her Daddy Harold grew up in a foster home. As a baby, he was simply left on the road by his mother. After turning eighteen, her father entered the US Military. The military became her father’s family until he met her Mommy Lina in the Philippines.

Dixon had her parents for ten years. For ten years, she felt the love and care of her parents. She also saw in the relationship between them what true love really was. She often used her parent's relationship as the standard for what a marriage should be. 

She hoped that Richard would be the one for her, and they would have a marriage like her parents. She was so wrong!

Dixon brushed aside the memory of the man. She didn't want to waste her time thinking about him. She also didn't want Abby to notice that she hadn't yet fully recovered from the betrayal of her ex-boyfriend.

“If I still haven't found a place to stay by next week, I will definitely start squatting inside your house,” Dixon promised. By that time, the seven-day misfortune would be over. No innocent people would be put in danger.
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On the fifth day, Dixon was almost run over by a truck that lost its break. She managed to avoid the incoming truck but she didn't notice the taxi cab! It was too late for her to jump off her motorcycle. Her bike slammed into the hood of the taxi while her left foot was smashed between her motorcycle and the taxi resulting to two of her toes getting broken.

Abby was beside herself with worry when the ambulance brought her to the Cardinal Wilson Hospital bleeding. Abby wanted to confine her in the hospital after her foot was put in a cast.

“You shouldn't go to work today! You should be taking a vacation!” she insisted.

“I need to finish something in the office today. And since Mr. Javellano is too busy with personal matters, I am practically running the company myself! I can't just leave the employees all by themselves! Just give me some medicine for the pain and my injury.”

“Dixon...”

“I promise, tomorrow, I won't go to the office. I am going on a vacation.”

“Tomorrow is Saturday, your office is closed on weekends!” she reminded her.

“Exactly!” She grinned.

Abby grimaced. She knew she couldn't force Dixon to be confined in the hospital or to take a rest today.

When Dixon reached the office she was using the clutch Abby had provided her. She quickly buried herself in her work. She had already gone through the misfortune of the day. She was safe for now. And before the sixth misfortune happens tomorrow, she would be in her hometown of San Ignacio.

She planned to spend her weekend in San Ignacio. She would finish her seven-day misfortune in their old ancestral home. Hopefully, by Monday, all would be well. 

She was interrupted from her work when the door to her office burst open. She looked up to see her visitor and found Sharina's haughty face looking down on her while her right hand was on her hip.

Dixon reined in her anger.

“Can I help you, Sharina? If you are looking for sir-”

“You can't go to my wedding!” she shouted. “You can't take Richard away from me!”

Dixon was dumbfounded. She had no idea what the crazy bitch was talking about!

“He is now mine!” continued Sharina.

“You have nothing to worry, he is all yours,” she calmly replied.

She looked at her with spite and puckered her lips.

“And after our wedding, I will take over this company. And my first order would be to kick you out of this office, Dixon!”

Dixon frowned. She never understood why Sharina had always disliked her since their first meeting. Dixon simply ignored her then. She only began hating Sharina after she seduced Richard away from her. Dixon couldn't understand why Sharina seemed obsessed in making her life miserable when she had never done anything against her. In fact, Dixon was the one who had every reason to get angry and upset. She was after all, betrayed and humiliated because of Sharina's actions.

Dixon decided to remain quiet. Whatever Sharina thought of her or planned to do to her wasn't important. The most important thing for Dixon right now was to remain alive. She still had two more misfortunes to go through this week.

“If you have nothing more to say, please go away. I have a lot of things to do today.”

“Are you ordering me?” She glared at her. “Do you think you could fool me with that innocent act of yours? I am not as gullible as my father whom you managed to convince to promote you to the position of a manager when you are just an accountant! You can never fool me, Dixon! I know who you are. What you are! You are just an ambitious social climbing woman!” Sharina spat.

“You have always planned to get my father's affection and respect. You ingratiated yourself to him and tricked him into treating you like his own daughter. You wanted to replace me in his life! But you have made a mistake. I have no plan of giving up my position. No matter what you do, you will never be my father's daughter!”

Dixon stared at the woman. She was shocked to learn that the reason for all of Sharina’s actions against her was because she was jealous? She couldn't accept that Mr. Javellano treated her like a daughter.

“I will never forgive you for trying to steal my father. You will pay dearly for this, Dixon. I will take everything you hold dear in your life. I will make sure that your life becomes very miserable!” she swore before turning her back and walking out of the office.

Sharina was a petty, jealous-filled, vain woman! She couldn't bear it when she wasn't the center of attention. And whoever stole that attention from her would pay dearly.

Dixon's hate toward the woman doubled. She would never feel any pang of guilt if ever Sharina got the punishment she deserved!
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