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It was an inspiring book, I loved it! It was sad, but I really think in my own words that you’re a strong woman. You’re so positive about life after all you went through, this book will inspire millions of other women. Thank you so much for sharing. Crystal Locklear. 

I have never been so caught up in a book, I literally forgot where I was. Girl, you put your heart and soul in this book. I felt every emotion you wrote to the point I felt like I was right there with you. I really enjoyed reading your book, and I believe this book will inspire many women. Kathy Melvin

A perfect walk-through hell and back! I’m still shocked in amazement! The authors sense of relief is felt at the end of each chapter. The chapter’s named by song titles fit each chapter perfectly! If Rob Zombie and Janis Joplin had a child, it would be you girl! The feelings and emotions I felt reading your book could never be expressed it was such a great read. I couldn’t stop reading until the end. Jeremy Gipson

“She Saw an Angel in Every Devil” could be one of those endless fictional Hollywood stories, bend from drama to excitement to please the audience. Because, real bad shit only happens in the movies, right? This story will pull you down to earth and rip you out of your illusion and realty. It makes you wonder what went wrong with our society, why do we look the other way? Instead of recognizing other’s struggles and offer help!  Crystal tells her story of pain and still delivered hope. I can’t wait to read part 2! Mellody Still

This is a must read, I could not put it down. I have struggled with addiction most of my adult life. The way Crystal tells her story showed me there is hope and help is there when we are ready to accept it. Traci Suarez

An absolute masterpiece! Not only brilliant written, but I had the privileges of seeing all the hard work that went into writing this.... first hand. You defeated all odds, and I can’t wait to see what the future has in store for this wonderful woman. Continue this positive path you are on and watch out! I can’t wait for book #2! Love Always your best friend Sean!

This is an honest story of circumstances that would crumble most, persevered working through the pain life threw at her. She allows you to take a walk in her shoes experiencing the pain of addiction, heartbreak, and trauma caused by loving the wrong type of man. She leaves you with her journey to self-discovery, healing and most importantly love. Patricia Hampshire  

I want to express my gratitude to all seven of my pre-reviewers. You didn’t just read and show love towards my story, but you gave me confidence to grow even more in life! I know most of you from personal experiences and I love every one of you. I courage everyone to always stay positive through life. I promise you no matter how hard it seems the stars above us all will always guide us to the light! Thank you so very much for walking side by side me while going through this beautiful journey. Crystal
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This book was written as an autobiography novel, about my world. Growing up with monsters living underneath my bed gave me strength to survive the unthinkable. With willingness and grace, I was able to shine as bright as my favorite star in the sky. Although confused of the power I held as a young child, only pushed me to search for what I knew existed in Crystal’s world, Love! I want my readers to understand through my story that healing isn’t rainbows and butterflies, but with preservation and willingness greatness can and will happen. I went from a lost soul searching for love, to understanding loving oneself is the first step to a beautiful life.  If no one in this world believes in you, please understand I do. If I can crawl out of the depths of hell after being pulled and dragged back down many times throughout my life, and stand brightly with peace in my soul, so can you. Madd love to all my reader’s!  

Crystal G. Cisco
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CHAPTER 1

” BLOOD” In This Moment!
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I was brought to this earth by the loins of the first man who walked out of my life, October 24th, 1979. My mother pushed with all her might, screaming so loud, I was told the whole floor heard her cries. I think back and wonder if those cries were from the pain of delivering a baby? Or were those torturous screams from the agony of her choices? Either way I was coming, and boy what a life was ahead of me.  Buckle up, this is going to be a ride of a lifetime.

I was born 7 pounds and 2 ounces - a head full of coal black hair. The only words that fell out Cindy’s mouth was “Oh shit.” My aunt Daleen was standing next to her throughout the whole delivery, and there came Chris busting through the door, late. Cindy, pointing her finger, yelled, “Get the fuck out!” Chris was not just late but drunk. He was wearing the robe my grandmother bought for her daughter to wear after the delivery. My mom and aunt looked at one another and said, “This baby cannot be Chris’s child.” No one said a word. With so much commotion going on, Cindy signed my last name as Heffelbower - a strong German name, and her birth name too.

Growing up in a situation I was not asked to be involved in, was one of the hardest pills to swallow. Not knowing where it was going to lead me to in life, was frightening. I was five years of age, when I woke up to what was finally coming to light from the day I was born. All I could remember was my mom and dad yelling and crying in the early am, after bar time. I hid behind the wall confused as to why my parents were fighting. I saw my father’s head in his hands - sitting on our couch crying. 

Chris kept saying over and over, “How could you Cindy.”  My mother standing yelling back, “You knew she wasn’t yours.”  This early morning confession changed my entire life in a matter of moments. I went back to bed looking at the stars twinkling through my window, thinking about what I had heard. Wondering how I knew exactly what Cindy said was true, that Chris wasn’t my real father. I fell asleep with an aching heart, not for myself but for my dad, Chris. 

The following morning, I went into the living room to find my father sitting quietly in a chair. I walked towards him and hugged him, “I don’t care what mom said dad, you’ll always be my real dad.” He looked at me and gave me a huge hug, “What are you talking about Crystal? You will always be daddy’s princess!” Those words never left my heart.
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CHAPTER 2

“UNSTEADY” X Ambassadors.
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Time went by and many more fights, like the one I heard that early am arose. Chris would drink his Budweiser until he was in a full-blown drunken state of mind -yelling and crying in front of company. 

One night the whole Cisco family was out bowling. Our parents were drinking and the kids were running around the bowling alley, being children. I have a vivid memory of that night; it was the last night my family was whole. My father and mother got into their normal fight, but this time everything shattered like glass. 

Chris started calling my mother a whore in front of the entire Cisco family. Time stood still that very moment. I remember feeling so embarrassed, asking myself why they couldn’t love me without fighting about it? 

My grandpa Max, a man of few words, stood up telling both my parents to shut their mouths He stated, “This has gone on way too long” and before he could go on, my father looked at him and broke down in tears, crying out loud, “She’s not mine dad! How could she have done this to me.”  

They had forgotten that I was standing right there during the commotion. My mother grabbed my hand leaving my brother and sister behind, yelling, “I don’t need you Chris,” I will do this myself! 

Chris heard it in her voice. He knew she was serious this time. He ran after her begging her to stay and apologized for making another scene. I was always put in the middle of these situations: my dad’s hand wrapped around one arm and my mother’s wrapped around the other arm. I was in a tug a war - Chris pleading his love to Cindy and me, and Cindy more fed up with every round, I felt life changing at that very moment.
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CHAPTER 3

“FAMILY PORTRAIT” Pink
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I ran off breaking loose from them both, my cousin running behind me. I found my first quiet place when I stopped. My cousin sat next to me and apologized for my parents’ actions, after handing me my first Budweiser.

I shrugged my shoulders and grabbed the beer can, cracking it open and chugging it until there was nothing left to chug. I remember two things from that moment: I finally felt warmth from a bad situation, and I had no Fucks to give. I was five.

I was five when I was told the truth behind the tears of my father. I was five when my mother and us kids packed up our lives and drove away without Dad. I sat in the back of our old Volkswagen crying for my father and begging my mother to go back and get him from the middle of the road. 

The further we drove, the more my heart crumbled for the man we left behind. I always knew Chris loved us. I knew the love of his life broke his heart in pieces that day. I know today it was not caused from the truth of me not being his biological daughter. 

Knowing what I know today, I believe my father Chris; knew from the time I was born that I was not his child. The love Chris held in his heart for Cindy was so deep that he opened his heart and his family to me. Today I thank him daily for that type of love he was able to share with me. Today I understand that blood is not thicker than water, and in every angel, there is a devil. 

That man gave me a beautiful life. His love saved my life in ways I am still yet to tell him. No matter the gene I share with the other biological half of me, I know the Cisco family tree gave me the heart I carry within me.
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CHAPTER 4

“BELIEVER” Imagine Dragons
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Mom found some freedom and a place for us to call home. We lived in these apartments that we were able to run freely, with the kids that also lived in the area. I quickly made friends and found various play spots that I ran to every time life seemed hard. 

These spots might seem morbid for some, but they gave me a peace of mind. There was a creek that ran behind the apartments and surrounding this creek was trees for me to explore through. Next to this forest of wonder was a cemetery I would go to, to speak to the dead. Yeah, I know, I was a strange kid. 

I would wander down this bike path I found, as fast as I could pedal my little legs, and as soon as I felt the speed creating the wind that melted in my skin and ran its fingers through my hair, I knew I was going to be ok. The rush and peace I found in that type of creation was beautiful to my soul. 

I always raise one arm if not both arms, to the universe to feel every bit of its magic. Yes, even though a wreck of a life, I have always found the beauty in this world. I used to call it a beautiful curse. Today I know it is a blessing. The freedom I felt during those moments were a preview from the universe. Growing up outside, playing, was the greatest times as a child. Even though they did not last long, I am always grateful for these types of memories. I believe it was what kept me going from what was about to happen in the near future.

Things seemed peaceful at first. Mom enrolled us into school, and we made friends quickly. Then we went to bed one night, woke up, and once again our world was about to change. I had no clue what and how to deal with the madness heading our way. I had no clue how to save any of us from the pain the world was handing us all. To be honest that is all I wanted to do: help my family. I wanted so badly to save them all, but I was just a kid trying to be an adult.
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CHAPTER 5

“YOUR MOMMA DON’T DANCE” Poison
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My mother’s freedom quickly turned into a horror flick. She was going out to parties on a regular basis. Between taking care of a household, raising three little kids, plus holding down a full-time job, I’m guessing she was looking for a little bit of excitement. 
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