
Table of Contents

The Witch Diaries: Princess vs. Evil Queen

Prologue

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2: The best friend

Chapter 3: Outbreak

Chapter 4: Journaling

Chapter 5: The Enchanted Institute

Chapter 6: Back to birthday girl

Chapter 7: Tribes

Chapter 8: Truths be told

Chapter 9: Jealousy

Chapter 10: Wars

Chapter 11: True love

Chapter 12: Bells

Chapter 13: Winter solstice

Chapter 14: Pained

Chapter 15: Sianna

Chapter 16: Allies

Chapter 17: The big fight

Chapter 18: Birth

Chapter 19: Protector

Chapter 20: Becoming a mom

Chapter 21: Foe

Chapter 22: Motherhood adjusting

Chapter 23: Fatherhood

Chapter 24: Security

Chapter 25: Maturity

Chapter 26: Manifestation

Chapter 27: Babysitting

Chapter 28: Trapped

Chapter 29: Going nuts

Chapter 30: Fighting for the crown

Chapter 31: Hope

Chapter 32: Reminiscing the past

Chapter 33: Losing

Chapter 34: Heartbroken past

Chapter 35: Faerie abomination

Chapter 36: Heartbeat

Chapter 37: To be continued...

Epilogue

Author Page:

Sign up for Crystal Fontanez's Mailing List


​The Witch Diaries

​

​

​

​

​The Witch Diaries: 

​Princess vs. Evil Queen

​A love story between a vampire and a quadbryd    

––––––––
[image: ]


​

––––––––
[image: ]


Crystal Fontanez

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. 




ISBN:

Imprint: Independently published



CrystalsjourneyPublishingpress

109...

DEDICATION

––––––––
[image: ]


As much as I enjoy writing this piece, it wouldn't have existed if it wasn’t for my true love, family, and friends. They encourage me everyday to make my writing dreams a reality.

TABLE CONTENTS:

Prologue...............................................................................12


Crisy.................................................................................12


CHAPTER 1.............................................................................14

CHAPTER 2: The best friend.............................................................24


Chael (2009)..........................................................................24

(Crisy, the year 2012)...................................................................28


Chapter 3: Outbreak.....................................................................33


Crisy (the year 2012–Winter semester).....................................................33


Chapter 4: Journaling....................................................................43


Crisy (Back to the year of Depression–2005)................................................43

(The beginning of an era–year 2022).......................................................44


Chapter 5: The Enchanted Institute.......................................................48


Crisy.................................................................................48


Chapter 6: Happy birthday to me.........................................................53


Crisy (2022)...........................................................................53


Chapter 7: Tribes........................................................................62


Sylvester (2023).......................................................................62


Chapter 8: Truths be told................................................................65


Chael(Present day).....................................................................65


Chapter 9: Jealousy......................................................................69


Sylvester(Present day)..................................................................69


Chapter 10: Wars.......................................................................74


Crisy.................................................................................74


Chapter 11: True love....................................................................79


Crisy (Days passed).....................................................................79


Chapter 12: Bells........................................................................86


Crisy.................................................................................86


Chapter 13: Winter solstice..............................................................89


Crisy.................................................................................89


Chapter 14: Pained......................................................................93


Chael................................................................................93


Chapter 15: Sianna......................................................................96


Crisy.................................................................................96


Chapter 16: Allies......................................................................106


Crisy................................................................................106


Chapter 17: The big fight...............................................................110


Crisy................................................................................110


Chapter 18: Birth......................................................................113


Sylvester............................................................................113


Chapter 19: Protector..................................................................116


Chael...............................................................................116


Chapter 20: Becoming a mom...........................................................118


Crisy................................................................................118


Chapter 21: Foe........................................................................120


Annabelle............................................................................120


Chapter 22: Motherhood adjusting......................................................126


Crisy................................................................................126


Chapter 23: Fatherhood................................................................131


Sylvester............................................................................131


Chapter 24: Security...................................................................136


Crisy................................................................................136


Chapter 25: Maturity...................................................................140


Chael...............................................................................140


Chapter 26: Manifestation..............................................................144


Crisy................................................................................144


Chapter 27: Babysitting................................................................150


Chael...............................................................................150


Chapter 28: Trapped...................................................................154


Crisy................................................................................154


Chapter 29: Going nuts.................................................................159


Sylvester............................................................................159


Chapter 30: Fighting for the crown......................................................164


Crisy................................................................................164


Chapter 31: Hope......................................................................168


Sylvester............................................................................168


Chapter 32: Reminiscing the past.......................................................174


Crisy................................................................................174


Chapter 33: Losing.....................................................................178


Chael...............................................................................178


Chapter 34: Heartbroken past...........................................................183


Crisy................................................................................183


Chapter 35: Faerie abomination.........................................................188


Annabelle............................................................................188


Chapter 36: Heartbeat..................................................................190


Chael...............................................................................190


Chapter 37: To be continued.............................................................193


Crisy................................................................................193


Epilogue..............................................................................197


Crisy................................................................................197


Author Page:..........................................................................201

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

––––––––
[image: ]


This story called the Witch diaries is based on true events with a little twist of fiction to spice it up. It includes sexual encounters which means it’s an adult romance with paranormal, vampires, witches, and more mythical creatures to make the story come alive. I got the idea when I felt I was being followed in high school but it turned out to be a wreck and a waste of my time. It was just a coincidence that we were in the same place at the same time. But now, I write romance thinking about the love of my life. I know it didn’t end well but it makes a great idea as a story that should be written. I have a great friend who wants to be a part of my life as a partner, but fear that I will end up heartbroken all over again rules my mind. I do like him but can this story help me open up to him somehow? And what if we are meant to be?
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​Prologue
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​Crisy
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AS I WATCHED THE WINDOW, while playing with the necklace mom gave me for my fifteen birthday; I felt sad. She died when I was twelve. I tried to sing to her a song at the cemetery, but I couldn't stop crying–it hurt my insides. The thud of the rain droplets against the window kept me from crying on another birthday without her. This was the day I’d receive something from my dad. He had mentioned it before going to work. My friend Riselle asked me why I was crying during lunchtime. She was my mundane best friend before I met Chael.

“I miss my mom,” I admitted to her. I wouldn’t jeopardize our friendship by lying. “Do you want to come to my house for my birthday?” I asked, fidgetting with my glasses.

“I will go, just don’t cry. It makes me sad. Nothing I’d say will stop your sadness. I know your mom was precious to you. She watches over you and  you should think good things when she comes to mind.” Riselle always found a way to make me smile.

No wonder we were best friends. Riselle and I went to the gymnasium where the pool was at; pool time for us. We couldn’t miss a day so I had to use heavy tampons on menstruation days to go in when I didn’t feel like it. The students like me we’d do laps back and forth. I enjoyed it. Sometimes it gave me therapy. I would do free stunts like a flip underwater or jumping off the diving board which wasn’t that tall. It was more of a racing board. I and Riselle always hung out in school, she has been to my house but I haven’t gone to hers out of fear I’d say something wrong, or become clumsy. So I didn’t mind us walking to the library and chill. The fragrance of pencils and books surrounded me. I pulled out my pen and notebook to do my homework instead of waiting for home.

That’s when I saw Matthew, Sylvester’s twin still at that time I had no clue they were related. He approached me so full of himself. “Hey,” he greeted me.

“Hi,” I said, hoping he’d leave.

“Are you Crisy?” he asked. How the hell he know my name?

“I beg your pardon?”

“You are a beautiful flower.”

“Should I worry?” I asked not so sure if it was for him or me as now I said it.

“Don’t. I am just complimenting you.”

“Okay.” I took his hand in mine and shook it quickly.

“Why me?”
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​CHAPTER 1
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Crisy (opening...2010)
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MY LUNGS GASPED FOR air as cold sweat slithered down my face. I twisted in bed, reaching for a glass of water to try to calm down and hydrate. The dream replayed over and over in my head. I wanted them to end, I just wanted to sleep...

I walked alone down the beach as last time when he left me alone there. I had no way to get back. Yes, I was a Wiccan halfling, but I was in training still learning the genes I carried in my blood. Only he knew to bring me back home, Matthew. But he didn’t come back. He was gone in the night. Suddenly, I had no idea when I had fallen asleep, but the last thing I remembered was that my enemy Sylvester brought me home in his arms to my dad. He thought I was completely asleep when I was halfway up. For that, I owed him a favor, but he repeated, “Only your love is enough.” And he kissed my forehead goodbye.  The scent of the musky air was trapped in my hair and clothes, it made me barf all over dad. Afterwards, he took me up the stairs into my room the odor of vomit consumed my clothes. He left me alone in my bedroom.

As I remembered, that night I took a shower where all I did was cry. Why me, right? I chose this for myself. I shouldn’t blame anyone but myself. I got caught up in the idea he’d remember. But no luck.

Sylvester shot him out of jealousy. Worst of all he took my virginity unannounced. I cried in his bathroom that day. But something told me that there was hope for him instead of Matthew. The Matthew I knew back then was not the one I looked up to on the beach with no one at sight.

“Why leave me when I have no way back home?” I asked myself. The last thing I remembered was his slick black long hair down his ribs.

“Honey, are you done showering?” Amethyst called me.

“I’ll be out in a minute.” I assured her.

“When you're done, look for a dinner plate in the microwave awaiting you.” she told me.

Amethyst was my dad’s lover. Mom and dad were separated because he fell in love with Amethyst. Mom chose to be alone. She lived in a small city called the White Doves. But I called it Angel city.

**
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IN THE MORNING, THE sun was as bright as I woke up, filled with pure sweat and gasping for air. I rushed to the bathroom for a drink of water. Sigh. I couldn’t yet picture myself as in the fate of the empire's princess and heir to the throne after dad renounced his crown. According to my family’s rules in the fate of the empire, I must be twenty-two to receive it. I am eighteen, and still, look fifteen. I got it from both parents. I wondered what made me not age anymore. Anyways, I dared myself to look at my surroundings which looked clearer as a dhampir and Wiccan. But even though I didn’t age much physically I was intelligent enough to learn anything from scratch. When Annabelle, my great-great-great grandmother was eighteen and died as the queen of the Fate empirens, she disappeared from her deathbed. No one knew she became an abomination. Half Faerie and half vampire. Her magic turned dark.

As the rooster croaked, I opened my shades, and I saw cows eating and mooing. Horses were being used as motor vehicles. My mother taught me that all life had a meaning. So we wouldn’t die as mundane’s do, but I gained a whole dimension filled with love and care. The trees nearby brought life to me; their pine cones grew among them. When I opened the window the stench of manure hit me. The Disenchanted and Enchanted were two different tribes according to my map of the world. Annabelle’s home was where the blood sea led to. The forest queen was Annabelle. Then I saw the seas that led through Annabelle blood sea and Coral sea. I could fight for this realm. I looked at the houses nestled by my castle. But was I ready to become queen in my twenties? Was there anything else I needed to learn to continue my legacy as future queen of the mythical?

Everyone wanted to know the meaning of the prophecy, which only one heir knew; me. It said that when I reached the age of twenty-six I would defeat my foe, Annabelle, and bring peace to my home of the Disenchanted, but the worst of all deaths would need to happen according to the prophecy to be fulfilled. The blue moon was dangerous for werewolves especially if they were alphas. Luckily, I wasn’t one or was I? They expected me to be the one to defeat her and lead her away from the unknown dimensions that needed peace from her dominion as ruler for all dimensions, and realms even the mundane. Those heavy thoughts brought me to fear that someone would hurt me because of it.

The jitters got to me. Covering my face with my pillow I welled up in tears until I gave up the moping and went down for breakfast. Darkness revealed a fog outside. Yes, I would hunt if I wanted to, but I chose food to fill me up instead of blood. I was at the breakfast table and dad ate gator tail nuggets with ketchup. He missed our Puerto Rican food back home, but my great grandpa died with my great grandma and so did his recipes. As my great-great grandpa once told me, he stepped down as heir to hand to his only heir who was my mom, then my mother gave it to dad trusting that he’d give it to me someday. As she told me in a letter I would become a wonderful ruler for Arlandia: Fate Empire. I had the note crinkled up inside my pocket. It felt heavy a bit, and I feared something bad would be written.

Dear Crisy,

It’s me, your great grandpa, I didn’t step down only because of my wife but because a prophecy says you’d be a wonderful heir and leader just like your father. Don’t be afraid of your new powers as a Wiccaning witch. Just don’t go too deep or you’ll get lost in the process. You will be a heroine, but before that happens you must become an assassin of the tribes that goes against everything we worked hard to get to this day. Remember to be a heroine you must fight for the freedom of our mythical creatures and Taino women leaders. They look up to you. The council will announce your coronation day when you're ready. Study hard about our legacies in Enchanted Institute for first graders until twelfth. If something becomes hard ask your grandma Ilabelle, my eldest daughter. She is a wonderful elder, mentor, and witch with the power to make a change in the hardships.

You are who you are, don't change for anyone that doesn’t see your potential. I’ll be waiting for your reincounter with me in the future when you find a way to communicate with my spirit.

Love,  

Grandpa

**
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"CRISY, HURRY UP NOW!" Dad cried out from outside the apartment. We were moving away from our home in Hartford, nestled inside the mundane dimension, and to a new dimension known as the Fate empire. A medieval realm; a home that helped mom and dad fall back in love, where the Tainos migrated. They spoke all languages. Tainos that survived were mostly women. This was my story so let’s begin...

"Hold on, " Tears streamed down from my eyes while I wiped them away quick. They were dressing me in that tight dress I had chosen for my coronation. I didn’t want the crown if it meant losing Sylvester’s friendship. We didn’t start well in the beginning, but that was another story for another time. Though I had no choice in becoming royalty my great-great grandpa believed in me becoming a great ruler someday, when I was ready. It was in my blood. I knew how to make myself feel better. Sylvester was my new crush, while he apologized many times for taking my virginity without my consent it traumatized me becoming vulnerable in the eyes of a monster like him, but I forgave him knowing I’ve missed his kisses on my body and lips. Yes, he was determined to be the evilest creature ever created, yet when he saved me from catching a cold front it changed him for the better. He told me that he smelled blood from far away. I wasn't bleeding so I bet it was animal blood he smelled. Could it be I mattered to him a lot more than before? Poor Sylvester he suffered a lot more than expected, with Annabelle deceiving him making him think she was dead. I remembered the day he told me this clearly...

“Crisy, Annabelle is nothing but the past for me. But she will always be my first wife, first love, and my greatest friend. You are now my everything more than you can imagine. I want everlasting future with you and our future kids if your up for it.” he began his story.

“So what turned her into an abomination?” Curiosity got the best of me that I wanted to know her weaknesses to learn how to defeat her and get her out of my head. Interrupting midsentence was rude but I needed not lose this war coming to Arlandia and our people.

When Sylvester bit me in high school when I was still new to Florida I saw all their memories but I never thought he could turn a witch into a Faerie and vampire at the same time unless she was of Faerie blood already and vampirism heightened her senses while her powers to become the Evil queen of the North Eastern blood sea islands. Faeries’ forest was the short version of Anaytte fairies and pixies grounds. Anaytte was Annabelle’s passed on mother, she was a nymph, another word for fairie or pixie. Her gardening magic was stronger that whoever crossed the Anaytte grounds would get lost if not mythical.

“Crisy, what made you forgive me for everything I did to you?” he asked me, changing the subject. But I wasn’t done learning about Annabelle and him. 

“I forgive you for bringing me home when Matt abandoned me in our private beach.”

“Actually, that was my beach he lied to you about finding it. If your stubborn self would have listened to me you would have known he was betting with Elliott if he can control his thirst around you until he inhaled your fragrance one time, that was too powerful for him to bear. No wonder at times he only gave you forehead kisses, but unlike me I never wanted to drink human blood because it would get me drunk. When Annabelle died I drank and drank O-negative every time I inhaled it from a distance, and kidnapped the munadanes that had the type of blood. My eyes would sometimes turn orange, amber, or blueish-silver.”

“So if you hunted the mundane for their blood why not hunt me when you met me?” I gulped, seeming curious for the answer. Fidgeting with my fingernails made me realize I was eager and nervous.

“Your magical blood was too strong and sweet it would turn me into your slave for a year until I have let my venom overpower the blood inside my stomach.” he answered at last after a long sulking pause.

“When you met Chael did you know he was of angel blood?”

“Yes, but I wanted him to reveal his secrets when he was ready to tell you as you two were best friends.”

“Yeah I guess you’re right that his secrets were meant to be told by himself not by others.” I scooched over to his side, while he held my hand on my bed. We lay there calmly admiring every bit of each other’s beauty. For the first time I realized second love is the strongest, and that I never really loved Matt. Maybe I saw the memories of our past inside Matt that it confused me who of the twins was my true love. Chael on the other hand was my first love, and high school sweetheart. I wanted to go to prom with him, but when I moved I ended up going with Matt. I would always care for Matt, but I never really loved him enough to return to him. Not after him forgetting everything we went through. It pained my insides.

“I can hear your monologue thoughts, Crisy. Thinking of my brother only will sadden you more. You have me now.”

“No you don’t!” Annabelle finally interrupted my conversation with Sylvester by invading my thoughts. Where has she gone? I enjoyed the silence before her annoying me.

“Leave me alone!”

“What?” he asked, confused.

“Not you. Your ex is telepathically communicating with me. I want her out of my head.” As I shook my head saying this, he held my hand tighter.

“Since when can you hear her?”

“Since you bit me a year ago.” I fidgetted with my glasses, nervously.

“Okay now we need Ilabelle’s magic potions to protect you from threats to your mind.” he got up from my bed and carried me in his arms. “Let’s go.” he said, rushing out of the opened window into his horse. He didn’t drink horses blood because he nurtured them like pets which was a wonderful gesture from him.

“Crisy, why didn’t you tell me Annabelle was communicating with you telepathically?” Grandma Ilabelle asked me, looking very concerned.

“I was scared I’d be in a psych hospital or worse strapped to a bed until the voice subsided.”

“Honey, we are mythical beings. Life in Arlandia is both dangerous and new.” she mixed the potion while talking to me. “Rhwystro llais tresmaswr o’ch meddwl,” she repeated, block the voice of an intruder from your mind in Welsh. “Honey, say it while you drink the potion.” grandma Ila said.

“Rhywystro...llais tresmaswr o’ch meddwl...” I copied her but my Welsh was slurry.

“Good job Crisy for the first time speaking another language.” Sylvester commented.

“Thanks. Grandma tell me when did you learn Welsh?” I said then asked, looking at Ila.

“When your mother died in New Britain I studied languages by traveling to places I have seen by flying on my broom. It was the only way I could gain my strength as a mother who lost her daughter.”

“Okay, teach me the way of a wiccan.” I pleaded.

“You have a lot on your family tree that leads to you becoming an angel, werewolf, damphyr and witch.” She confirmed my suspicions of what I was inside.

“How am I a werewolf when mom is an angel now and dad is a damphyr? In no way am I more than just a wiccaning witch.” I concluded, sounding curious to know how grandma knew all of this.

“I am half witch and half angel. While your mother is an angel and werewolf but her wolf side was dormant for years never awoken because she hadn’t killed anyone at all. And did not plan to. But your dad is half damphyre and half witch.” she explained at last confusing me more.

“Mom was the werewolf? I thought it was dad?”

“Nope it was the other way around.” Because she seemed so sure of her discoveries of my legacy it convinced me I was a quadbryd. I was the one who must rule as Arlandia’s queen when I would reach maturity.

Some say I looked like dad, but when I looked in the mirror I looked like both parents. My reddish brown hair with straight edges down my spine reached my butt, was loose and made me look more attractive and younger.

I got ready for my high school graduation in the mundane dimension located in Florida in an arena. It was huge, and the stairs made me regret wearing heels for my look under the yellow gown of Liberty High school. It would be my last day seeing my human friends or at least I thought they were my friends until the years passed.

(The year 2011–fall)

“Ahh!” I felt squeezed in this gown for my ball to find a husband to accept the crown with me too.  At age eighteen I graduated from Liberty, but now that I lived in Arlandia, a new realm, I was forced upon request to continue schooling in Enchanted Institute as a college student. It was the real deal, and Heiley was held back but had Honor classes to help her for the Enchanted Institute of the adults University.

I wasn’t the only one being presented that day for graduating my mundane school. There was Heiley, the tanned-skinned girl with curly red bright hair down her waist. Her red eyes revealed the hunger she felt inhaling the scent of pork in the air. She was studying college classes while finishing her twelfth grade in Arlandia Castle, the eastern wing where the classes and dorms were at. Karl, my baby brother, too looked like me more with his light-skinned body and skinniness. He didn't want to study so he signed up as one of the knights of the troops of Arlandia. The day before they fitted me into many gowns and I hated it for sure, we were forced to wear casual gowns, and suits so when a boy asked me to dance would decide on dating me for the crown, but I have already chosen who I wanted: Sylvester. My crush. My true love. But grandma Ila said no, he couldn’t rule as he was a full born nomad vampire and the rules strictly forbids purebred vampires from ruling alongside witches. Receiving our title as legal crowns, we were prepared to impress. Especially when all of the duties were split into thirds. My great-grandpa John chose me, and my siblings out of the children he had with great-grandma. She had two boys and three girls. All of them were wiccas. Except grandma she was John’s eldest and only halfling of werewolf and witch bloodline. And that was Ila.

I wore a purple gown with blue sparkles on the edges. There was a cloak in periwinkle that covered my head. Down the stairs, Sylvester was waiting, showing his elbow my way. I held it and smiled. He looked 22 years old, while I was nineteenth. Today was my birthday, Halloween. Sylvester was my guide as he became my knight to protect me from his ex. His long black hair was wavy with his blueish-silver eyes, glistening in the sun. He was body-built. He loved working out with me. I did yoga and he did strength training as he needed to be prepared in case an attack presented itself. I didn’t mind receiving the crown with my siblings, now. At least I didn’t feel alone anymore. So in case I stepped down anyhow, my siblings would step in.

This gown was fitted just for me, sometimes I preferred the mundane outfits to the Arlandians, they were more comfortable than the gowns. Dad said, as long as he was king I must dress as a queen to be. I was a role model to the people according to what dad told me, when I helped people with their homes and education.

“Welcome, Princess Crisyanis Fontez Lopes,” the announcer said, stomping the long stick while they put my crown as a princess, then to my siblings. “Princess Heiley Fontez Lopes, and Prince Karl Alan Fontez Lopes” And that’s when their crowns were placed on their heads as well. Royalty was like a presidential job with hierarchy legacies after legacies. My speech was cut short when Matthew arrived at the ceremony. Pissed me off a bit that the silence interrupted my speech; he was my ex, something I dreaded. He made me cry so I let Sylvester embrace me in his arms now to escape from his brother’s look. “Crisy,” Matthew interrupted my thoughts.

I blinked. “Huh?” Since when he could read my thoughts. I knew his brother Sylvester could but when I dated Matthew he never shown telepathic gifts around me.

“You look beautiful,” he commented while he elbowed me.

“Don’t you got a girlfriend to soothe, like Xenon, ring a bell?” I asked, rolling my eyes. Then Sylvester returned to my side at the ballroom looking very elegant in his knight armor suit; all metal with a bit of spandex underneath the armor. I could smell his cologne from afar, it was musky and manly like refreshers. The elegance had me stuck staring and he grinned my way. I felt weak in the knees. What was happening? First Matthew and now Sylvester. They were twins, and with my anger, I couldn’t see the effect they both had on me. The twins managed to win a special part of me inside my heart. I was falling in love for the second time, with Sylvester. Matt was forbidden so out of my head or I would scream making him uncomfortable. What to do when twins collided with me to see who won me first? Sylvester and I met when I was five. He was sixteen. I was told he had stopped aging at age twenty-two which was his age now, too. I didn’t know til now that the same would happen to me as I was a quad. Normally, I would consider myself a half-breed, or as the mundane called it: hybrid.

​

​

​
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​CHAPTER 2: The best friend
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​Chael (2009)

I woke up with my eyes hurting. My mom and aunt began fighting which was normal every day. Their fighting had to do with who would keep me for this school year. I never got along with my mother–more likely I accepted my Aunt Lunar as a mother than just an aunt. I needed to get ready for the second day of school. I slid out of bed to the bathroom to refresh myself. Once I finished showering I got ready for school, my uniform, and a book bag. The uniform was a black blazer with the school's logo according to my white blouse and khaki pants. I love wearing black shirts so I put one under my uniform shirt. The smell of lilac masked the smell of cigarettes in my clothes. Every day I would lit up a cigarette, puff some of the fumes until I turned it off and threw it away.

Once I entered the school my friends were talking about a shy girl who would sit in the cafeteria early morning reading alone. Little did I know, she was going to go to the same English class as me. I noticed her once she sat down in a chair far from me very easily to be seen by me. What was her name? She noticed I was staring. Look away, I thought. I was stuck staring at those innocent almond-shaped eyes. So brown is it me or does her eyes look green too? She had eyeliner and lip gloss as her lips glittered in the light of the room. A simple look for a simple good-looking girl like her. Not my type as she was looking shy, I liked bad girls. More hoeish. Still I couldn’t shake the feeling during breakfast I saw her alone in a table reading and eating.

“Michael Leniz?” Mr. Basil asked.

“Here.” My hand arose easily with confidence.

“Help our newcomer.” He looked at her while motioning me to sit beside her, “Crisyanis Fontez?” Mr. Basil said. “I have your book.” He hands her the textbook which she should have gotten yesterday. But she wasn’t here that day. I wondered what held her up yesterday when I didn’t see her in school.

“Thank you,” her right hand made its way to her hair as she put it back. 

Wow, she looked innocent, biting her beautiful small lips. I was already close to her to help her, but she didn’t need it she wrote her notes from board to notebook. I remembered she was the girl I dreamt of since, childhood, too now that I observed her shy self. She can’t know what was happening now. I was infatuated with her already. The dream I had of her before I saw her in person was intruding on my mind. I was lost in thought...

I heard her cries every night while I dreamed of that young girl every sleep I could get: Crisy, beautiful soft edges across her oval face with small and delicious lips. My eyes were honey hazel. My hair was brushed up into a mohawk. Which was the style at this timeline. I tried this cut to impress girls or at least get their attention. I had snake eyes for a tongue ring. She didn’t notice but I suspected she wanted to comment something to me as she stared at me back.

I didn’t know this girl but having visions of her past felt odd–made me curious. Wondering about her, I hoped I'd find her someday.

Then coming back to class. She became something new to me. Why was I so happy to see her in this class English III? Her long hair was down her hips. It flew down like a soft blanket, soft and silky. Made me think of touching every strand of hair she had, and smelling her aroma. Wondering about her showed how she changed me in ways no one had before. Since when did I choose innocent girls? I liked them feisty. Yet look at me now, gawking like a lovesick pup.

Keeping my eyes fixed on her made me feel something strange twisting inside of me. What was happening to me? I asked myself again. When she caught me she turned away quickly, frightened or as I thought. I sat closer to her before she have not the chance to leave. She bit her lip again that I could notice she was beginning to become nervous.

She said, “Hi,” and then got up and left after the second ring of the bell for third period.

She didn’t let me say hello at all. With my luck, this one was going to be very tough.

She looked serious yet her beauty came from innocence. That had me interested in figuring it out as quickly as possible.

Then I met Heiley. Her skin was russet and her big brown eyes looked like Crisy's but not green, completely dark. Also not almond-shaped, more likely big and wide. I was attracted to both of them. Yet Crisy had shown me that not all girls were into me.

If I could not attract Crisy by the end of the year I would go to Heiley instead.

Amanxa waved at me hello, accompanied by Heiley. “Hi,.” I introduced myself to Heiley in the hallway to class. She was getting her Chemistry textbook from the short green locker on top of mine. She was beautiful as beautiful Crisy was too. 

I felt like a prick who cannot make up his mind on which to choose. “What’s your name beautiful?” I held her free hand and shook it. 

She let go quick but gave me a flirty look. Bullseye. I got her attention. She smiled with teeth flashing.

When I walked towards History class, I saw her: Crisy, with a boy. Was that Matthew? She must not fall for his seducing touches that led to provocative nature. I must come up with a plot which had Crisy all shy around him like she was with me. I punched a locker, and the pain was excruciating but I worked up the pain that I didn’t even cry. Fine she wanted jealousy then I choose her Heiley.

“Heiley.” Crisy called out. 

“Hey sis,” Heiley smiled, closing the locker behind her. She walked to Chemistry class while I accompanied her to the door.

“You two know each other?” I asked that day, when I didn’t know they were sisters. I thought they were friends.

They both hugged and went their separate ways to their classes. Crisy seemed as she followed me until I remembered she had the same History class as me, too. I had a chance Matthew kissed her forehead and left. Crisy had the same uniform as me, but I could see her big butt was growing and her hips then I stared up at her face to her hair. She was entreading. No wonder I got distracted in school. I wanted to get to know her but she never spoke after that hey. Until I told Heiley I would walk her home, it turned out they were alone.

She didn’t want me to be inside her apartment that she lived in with her siblings and dad. Crisy was like a strict adult at a young age. I got close to her, while I stood in the kitchen waiting if she’d let me in her home. Then Heiley said, “Just kiss her.”

Crisy bit her lip, nervously. Backing away from me, I leaned closer to her face hoping she’d let me finally kiss those juicy small lips covered with lip gloss. 

That was my mistake I didn’t expect she would grow false hopes my fault. It ached my insides as tears wanted to fall but I wouldn’t let them. She stormed out the house, took her keys, and left.

I was worried where she’d go. I didn’t mean to let her see me kissing her sister. I am a dickhead for not thinking it through. When she came back she hit me and punched me as she let out the anger within. Now I knew she was innocent, she’d cried in the bathroom locked up. When I begged her to open, she was bleeding through her nose.

“What happened?” I asked her, worrisome.

“Nothing. Probably my nerves, for wanting to hit you.” she spoke finally. “Go home.”

“No.” I shook my head.

“Why not?”

“I want to make sure you’re alright.” I grabbed tissue handed it to her, while sitting on the lid closed toilet.

“I am. Now leave before my dad hits you with a bat.” I didn't know if she was serious or joking. I couldn’t tell.

“Are you going to let it be without talking?”

“It is obvious you like my sister, and not me.” she cried more, with the tissue I gave her in her nose stopping the bleeding.

I wished I could tell her I was confused I was playing with Heiley but with Crisy I couldn’t do the same, she seemed like a long-term relationship kind of girl. I wasn’t that kind of guy. Not yet I meant. I didn’t deserve Crisy of how much I made her suffer with that first kiss. When I wanted to kiss her again, I kissed her forehead instead remembering her punches against my head.

––––––––
[image: ]


​(Crisy, the year 2012)

––––––––
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LAST NIGHT, I DREAMT the worst dream I could see while sleeping. Chael was dangerous in my dream. No matter what power I got Chael maximized his powers as a an angel while carrying a dagger in one hand. There was my first time attending Enchanted Institute. The place for many mythical creatures. Mom created the Fate empire back in Puerto rico until the Taino women got attacked in their tents while sleeping and moved it to a new realm called Arlandia lands. I must protect the vampire breed of the last ones: Heiley and Karl. Chael said many times to me he loved Heiley but a part of me couldn’t trust him for still kissing me that night at my home. The twins in 2010 in March they fought to the death to get me all to themselves. But even though I hated what Matthew did, I still thought of him sometimes. When it came to Sylvester his courteous and gentle touches reminded me what true love meant
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