Chapter 1

We were driving through the mountains, cruising at about fifty-eight in a thirty-five zone. It was just me and Jessie Portwood, flying (might want to add something such as: over the old outback road.Some detail) in an old Jeep, bouncing on occasional potholes, both of us smoking Marlboros as the afternoon heat baked us over (“baked us over” doesn’t sound quite right to me). 


We had removed the top to the Jeep, and had removed (be careful with repetition!) the doors as well. Spring had just begun, and we had agreed that a Jeep with its doors and a top would not suffice in the Virginia heat. So we had the top off (already told us this), and I was standing up on the passenger seat, the wind blowing in my face, making me feel like I was on a rollercoaster as my hair was flying backwards, feeling the drag of the wind’s power (long sentence, may want to separate it into two).


I should have been sitting down with my seatbelt on, but Jessie had claimed earlier that few cops ever came driving down this road. “It’s private property,” Jessie had claimed (repetition of “claimed”).


And so, I was having the time of my life instead, clenching my cigarette in one hand, my other hand gripping a part of the frame where the passenger-side door used to be. I was holding on for dear life as Jessie swerved through the curves, narrowly (“narrowly” doesn’t seem right. “Barely” would do better, for example) making them in his lifted Jeep. 


Jessie was sweating viciously in the heat; his face was red with exertion as he concentrated on the road. His shoulder-length blonde hair flapped similarly to mine, and sometimes it flew right in front of his eyes. During the straight parts of the road he would reach up and yank the strands of blonde back, behind his ears so that he could see. He cut a comical sight driving the Jeep, mostly because he had quite the gut. It bulged all around the steering wheel, and made it difficult for him to steer properly. He leaned often into the curves, using his stomach as an aid in turning the wheel. 


 I whooped as yet another sharp curve came hurtling towards us, forcing Jessie to curse and crank the wheel hard to the right, barely making the turn. The momentum of the car trying to turn on a dime caused the left side of the car to hydroplane, tilting the car up in the air for a moment. I was hollering as Jessie swore again and again (“again and again” is too repetitive) until the car settled back down.


“Maybe you should go slower!” (maybe make him say it once, then repeat shouting because he wasn’t understood. SHOW not TELL) I had to shout to be heard. He had pitched his cigarette, pale-faced from that last turn.


He didn’t even argue with me, like he usually did. He slowed it down a tad, cutting the speed from almost sixty to forty-five. “We gotta find a place to stop,” he said. “I gotta piss.”


“You just went,” I reminded him as he turned gently this time, careful not to repeat his mistake from the last turn. “Not half an hour ago. What, you got a weak bladder or something?”


“Shut up!” he glared at me briefly, and then jerked the car off of the road and into a ditch, causing me to lose my balance and fall into the back of the Jeep. (elaborate on this please, such as: my elbow hit the metal frame, and my funny bone sent pain waves up my arm” it could be made really funny) 


Killing the engine, he leaped out and ran to the end of the ditch, where a small creek was forming. I had lost my cigarette (might want to find it…), and felt the need of another. I had it lit in no time, and leaned back against the Jeep as he finished up his business and came back to the car, smiling. “That was hilarious.” He was referring to how I’d fallen into the back of the Jeep as he had stopped.


“Not really,” I countered him. “It just shows how much you suck at driving, really.”


“You just wish,” he was climbing back in the car, starting the engine. I jumped into the passenger seat, wary this time lest he tried to start off without me. “that you had skills like me.” He finished as the engine roared to life.

Really be careful with repetition.

I nodded, merely humoring him. “So who we meeting around here, anyway? You never said.”


“Huh? Oh, a friend of mine. She’s having a few friends over and wanted me to come up.” Jessie shrugged. “Her place ain’t to far from here. We’ll be there in ten minutes.” He glanced at my hand holding the cigarette and said, “And she hates smoking, so you might wanna ditch that and get the freshener in (“in”? from might be better) the back.”


“Right.” He waited for me to grab it and spray myself quickly before taking off, getting us out of the ditch in a graceless manner, with the Jeep bouncing up and down wildly until we were clear. Thank God there had been no cars incoming from the road; Jessie didn’t even bother to look to see if anyone was coming towards us or not.


“Did I already mention how bad you are at driving?” I said once we were underway, without a ditch or something similar hampering us.
(not necessary. Maybe describe the scenery some more? “few bare trees moving through my line of sight as we accelerated”)

“I said shut up, didn’t I?” he reached into the back and pulled out a CD case, handing it to me. “Pick something out, will ya?”


I was happy to oblige him. Searching around in the case, taking a glance at every CD he owned, I smiled with joy at the possibilities of what could be played. God had been good to me when he had set me and Jessie up as dorm mates a year ago. We loved the same kind of music. His case was rife with classics such as Led Zepplin, Black Sabbath, or Jimi Hendrix. But it also contained the classics of tomorrow; Collective Soul, Smashing Pumpkins, the Offspring, and Nirvana. And then there were the interesting CD’s, the obscure ones that few people even knew existed. Bands like King Crimson and Porcupine Tree of the rock scene (due to lack of a better named genre for them), and Johnathan Coltrane of the jazz movement. (run on sentence.)

I selected Sabbath for the occasion, and slipped the CD in. Instantly, “Paranoid” started to blast from the crappy (LOL ! elegant, much? Haha nice) speaker system that came with the Jeep. Jessie and I fell silent as the music hit, letting it speak. I formed an air guitar and started playing to the song, knowing exactly which chord needed to be hit. Jessie would’ve started playing air bass, had he not been the one driving. Together, we rolled on without speaking, basking in the glory of our first and last passion on Earth; music.

-


When we had arrived at the place (might want to elaborate some more. Description is KING :D), Jessie had quickly made introductions while I surveyed the situation. Four girls, all cute, but not especially great-looking, all drinking a bit of liquor, apparently trying to be hardcore (or something) please leave out the “or something”. I honestly didn’t know if they were trying to impress us or what; drinking any kind of liquor in small sips with Coke as a chaser wasn’t exactly my idea of drinking. 


But who was I to talk? I never drank much anyway. I was a smoker, not a drinker. The four girls were Janice - Jessie’s friend - and her girls, Patricia, Erin, and Megan. A black girl and two blondes, one of them a bleached-blonde. I could tell, looking at Megan’s hair. She was really a brunette trying to be a blonde, for reasons that I couldn’t discern. OMG make a reference to the “desire to be more of a bimbo” or something XD

We sat out on Janice’s back porch, a deck that was elevated about thirty feet WOW that’s high ! above the ground. The rest of the house loomed over us. I didn’t know Janice, but it wasn’t necessary to know her if I had wanted to know what she was like. It was obvious she was rich and flaunting it as she talked about her new car, the one she’d gotten after wrecking her last one. I was tempted to get another cigarette as I leaned against the railing, bored as Jessie started flirting with all of the girls. 

They were younger than us; I could’ve sworn that they were still in high-school. It bothered me that Jessie didn’t seem to care at all that they were just flirting for the sake of it; they truly didn’t care about him. I could read between the lines; I could see their eyes as they lied through their teeth. (odd wording)

And poor Jessie couldn’t see it. It was either that or he was simply blind, or maybe he chose to ignore their lies because it made him feel better that they were paying attention to the fat kid for a change.


Or maybe I was just paranoid? I hadn’t a clue.


“Hey, Chad,” Jessie was hitting me in the ribs, and I realized that I had been off in my own little world again. I looked down at him, noting that he had his arm around Patricia.


“Dude, give Mitch a call,” He said. “Ask him what he’s planning on doing.”


“You know that our break started today, right? What’s your hurry?” I left him anyway. I didn’t know why he was rushing to find something huge to do for the night. I was just excited to get off for a little while. The semester had been killing me.

Then again, I hadn’t been doing much this semester. (try not to really contradict yourself) Having adjusted well enough to George Mason University in the year and a half that I had been there, I had always managed to cruise through school, earning decent grades without breaking much of a sweat. But this semester had been different.


It was one thing to have to lose a close friend to a drunk driver. It was another to watch as your own mother copped an ace in spades (Maybe its just me but I don’t get what this means?) and get nailed by a truck that ran a stoplight. 


I had no desire to think about the death of my flesh-and-blood mother, who had left me with nothing. I had earned my $20,000 scholarship the hard way; working through high school with no breaks, no fun and no smiling (“smiling” seems odd. Something like : social life – seems more appropriate. You’re the writer though so I mean, decide for yourself!).


I was sitting on the stairs leading up to the back porch,
 failing to get Mitch to pick up the phone, when she ran into me. A girl that looked quite similar to Janice, except taller, darker hair, sweeter blue eyes, and creamy, tanned skin sauntered towards the stairs, pausing when she saw me. 


I could tell that she was startled, so I initiated things first. “Hello,” I put my cell phone back in my pocket as she smiled.


“Hi,” she said. “Did Janice invite you?”


“Sort of. I’m here with Jessie Portwood.”(necessary?) I stood up, letting her pass by me. She smelled nice. I couldn’t tell what kind of perfume it was, but it was nice whatever it was. Try not to do things like this . “or something” “whatever it was”
I’m sure you can describe it better than that :D

“Oh, Jessie? I haven’t seen that guy in years!” she was now beaming, and then she asked me, “So who are you?”


“Chad Palma,” I shook her hand. It felt soft and cool.


“Rachel,” She said. “I’m Janice’s older sister.”


“Ah,” I followed her up the steps. “So is she still in high school or what?” I hadn’t even realized I’d asked until she turned around, smiling, but obviously confused as to why I would ask such a thing.


“Why?” she even said. I had no real comeback.


“Just wondering,” I finally said. “She seems a bit too young to be in college.”


Rachel laughed after a moment of staring at me. “You’re right.” She continued up the steps. That was it. I felt like I’d been quietly rejected.


So I went and fell back against the railing I had posted up against before. But I kept my eyes on Rachel as she spoke with Janice quickly, and hugged Jessie enthusiastically as if they were old friends. I noted the grin on Jessie’s face; it got bigger when he glanced my way, noting how I was studying Rachel. He winked at me as her back was turned.


“Well, if you’ll excuse me,” Rachel said to us all. “I’ve got to go get ready for work.”


And she left. I made a note to myself that I would have to speak with Jessie about Rachel later. That girl was smooth. And interesting. And I couldn’t take my mind off of her for the rest of the duration we spent at Janice’s.

So later, after parting ways with the girls, we headed down the path to the Jeep. I took the opportunity to interrogate Jessie.


“That girl, Rachel? How do you know her?”


“Wooed by her that easily? I’ve known her since high school.”


“Yeah, well maybe you can tell me more about her, instead of being a smartass,” I climbed into the passenger seat of Jeep as he took his time starting it up.


“Well,” he said slowly as he reversed us up the driveway. “She’s a sophomore, like us. Goes to GMU too; I’m surprised you don’t know her.”


“C’mon man, a lot of people go to GMU. Don’t be stupid.”


“Okay, fine. She’s Janice’s sister, and she’s cool. What, whaddya want from me, a biography? You wanna know her, ask her yourself.”


I rolled my eyes. He asked me to change from Black Sabbath to something else, so I obliged him. We went from Sabbath to Led Zepplin. Instantly , I started strumming the air guitar again to “Stairway to Heaven.”

“You love this song, huh?” Jessie knew I did; he was just being sarcastic. 


“Great pace, great composition,” I grinned as the music slowly took my mind away from Rachel, amongst other things. “Great song, man. What’s your point? You know I love it. This is one of the greatest songs ever written.”

He didn’t try to argue it. He was too busy humming the song under his breath. I got myself another cigarette as we drove off back the way we came, headed in the direction towards home. My mind was clear, and my heart content. This break was going to be a good one. I could just tell.

LOL :D this is where I restore your faith in your writing :D

I like the idea and the story you’ve got going on here ! It’s cool, and by all means, keep writing!
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