
Chasing Rainbows Chapter 2 REVIEW

Sierra ran aimlessly, just wanting never to see and hear Alexzander
. When she finally stopped running blind, she saw she had run to the bathhouse; a room about the ten times the size of an outhouse with a domed roof; an entrance with loose purple curtain --it was supposed to be for only Jared and his closest acquaintances-- Maybe I need a bath, she thought. The bathhouse was quite small with an exquisite porcelain tub. The taps were made of pure silver with a ruby and a sapphire 
to represent the hot and cold taps. At the top of the building was a shower nozzle. The towel rail in the corner was made of polished metal with varnished marble knobs to hold the poles in. Grabbing a nice red velvet towel she hung it over the bar. 

She twisted the taps, sending a flood of water from both taps into the tub. Sighing 
she wished Alexzander could just admit he’d been afraid, and wished he’d grow up quickly. It was underhand what she said, but it was true. Well, she had had it with him and his arrogance. She sighed 
annoyed if not a little livid. Slipping her shoes off she sat on the wall of the bath. Pulling off one sock she shimmied round and tested the water. Steam billowing 
up around her. Her foot melted into the water and she sighed
, reaching over to turn off both taps. 

Inching her other sock off 
she moved around more so her feet lay dangling inside. If she were going to worry at all, now would be the best time. All her fears bubbled up in her mind: that no one but Jared and his clientele were allowed to use the place; that she was a virgin; that though she was strong and acrobatic, she’d never been in any fights except with her brother and he never attacked her; that there was Jared,
 - wishing to lay its fingers over her naked form. 

She was proud of her father resilient
 to him. 

Taking one last nervous look around and listening for any sounds, she heard none and relaxed. Her heart calmed slowly, easing the percussion on her ribs. 

Nimbly she threw her forest green skirt off and smiled as she felt the breeze waft round her legs, shivering slightly she stretched, a mirror showing her stork-ish body; long and elegant. 

All worries now left her as she admired her reflection, her wiry arms and legs. 

After she undressed fully she carefully laid her clothes away from the bath, taking one last look in the mirror, surely others thought her beautiful. That was with tons of make-up on, what would they think of her if they saw her without it? 

The water gently flowed over her body, her breasts almost submerged in the water. Sierra sat up, her blond hair falling over her shoulder making a quiet, wet slapping noise. She slid her self back into sitting position, grabbed a bar of soap and began lathering her left leg. Once satisfied, Sierra laid it back in the water and repeated the same exercise with other 
leg. 

I find here, that there are a lot of pronouns, and few actual ‘Sierra’s. I think maybe just one more in the middle would suffice this.

***** 

Storming out the building he, 
wanted to hurt someone. Walking a bit, he realized how nervous he was; the dark had never been his favourite thing. He walked on, anxiously looking over his shoulder now and again, normal shadows mutating into hideous abominations at night. Maybe he had been a bit hard on her, but she said he should have been afraid and pointed out his age. What did she know? Maybe some people don't experience it. Wait, what about him being afraid right now? That's different--everyone's afraid of the dark. On the other hand, was he being a hypocrite? He needed to think; luckily, the bathhouse would be empty now. 

Making his way there 
Alexzander heard water being run 
inside. He was surprised by this and slightly curious, but whoever it was wouldn't like him intruding; and if it were a girl, he surely would be slapped. He heard a blissful sigh and tried to remember where he had heard it before. It struck him then that it had been from Sierra; he felt the need to apologize to her, so he waited outside the building until she came out. Alexzander heard someone getting out
. He reckoned that by time he was in she would have a towel on. He pushed velvet 
curtain open to see Sierra standing up to rinse her hair in the shower, completely nude. That can’t be Sierra, 
the beauty in those hips 
the softness of her skin as the water runs off. 

Alexzander then saw his sister's birthmark. Here he was fantasizing over his sister's 
naked form, he had better go quickly before she saw him. His head was telling him to leave but his hormones were screaming stay. 

He had never seen Sierra this majestic, this beautiful. 

The suds of shampoo dripping off her body stopping at her breast and then continuing as she washed it all off. The way her body moved, as she cleaned all the soap off her hair. Her soaking wet hair, 
trickling down her shoulders- back and off her thighs and pubic hairs. She grabbed the cake of soap and began to lather up her thighs
, and in-between her legs moaning softly as she thoroughly cleaned her privates. The serenity of the building was so blissful and relaxing he was no longer looking at his sister's body. Alexzander looked instead at her face, her eyes,
 they showed such care and compassion. How could he have hurt such a pure soul? 

A loud masculine scream broke silence
. Sierra jumped in shock, and realized she knew that scream. Dad! 

Hearing the scream 
he turned tail, hoping Sierra never found out, it was wrong thoughts he was having
. Check Dad and make sure he’s okay, 
then just forget what he saw. 

She jumped out of bath and quickly pulled her clothes on. Not wanting to waste time drying, she hurriedly threw all her clothes on. After pulling the plug out, she rushed away. 

****** 

Antio had tried to comfort Melissa in the dinner tent by saying they'd make up, but he wasn’t even sure if they would. He felt bad about leaving her, but he knew best thing for her would be to have a little cry to herself. Then tomorrow he would talk to them both. After all, he still had few years left in him. 

Antio walked along taking in circus 
at dark. It was amazing a place at certain times was so loud, then other times so quiet. In the distance, he could see the lights of Kajen-- the nearby town controlled by Jared. He owned all for miles, from Kajen to Beveio. Antio walked on awhile-longer taking in the circus at night. When
 he saw six distinct blobs moving towards him. They materialize 
into six men. Antio knew all of them. 

“Well Raxilliian
 what a lovely night for walk, don’t you think?” 

The one in middle 
responded, “Save it old man you’re coming with us willingly or we get to persuade you to come.” 

“Raxilliian you know how pleased I’d be to come and see your boss, but it is late don’t you think?” 

One of the men came and punched Antio in gut. “I told you old man, your coming with us now or we get to persuade you.” 

Antio responded to the punch good naturedly “Oh Dennis I should of paid you back earlier I know.” 

Raxilliian
 smile disappeared forget 
the job men, "lets show Antio he needs to respect us." 

All the men starting drawing closer to Antio
 clenching their fists. He backed away and held his hand up
 “Now, look I’ll go I just had a drink we all get funny after drink.” 

Raxilliian grinned evilly “Bout to get funnier, old man.”

***************************** 

I needed to run now, but they came at me like vultures. I ran they followed. I knew I was surely going to die; this place was so flat
 no hills or any slopes for miles. I stopped and held my ground; yeah like this make any difference
. They swarmed at me, one punching me in gut
 another
 kneeing me in privates
. I groaned from both attacks
 but stood firm. 

I tried fighting back, but there was just too many elbowing me kicking, punching. I felt pain all over my body. I wanted release I
 wanted all the pain too go. They wouldn’t halt, they were no longer men
 they were monsters
 the blood lust clear in their eyes. Then one punched my nose particular hard. I heard snap
 and cried out in pain. Why couldn’t they halt… stop this ever growing pain? 
Why couldn’t they understand I had been slightly drunk? My assaulters continued their faces not filled with remorse or anger. It was glee and excitement. They were enjoying my pain. These men were beasts beating me senseless, how did grown men succumb to this madness? 

I could take no more; I fell, landed
 on the ground. Any decent people would of
 left me then. No
 these beast
 may of
 once been men, but they had lost their sense of dignity. They moved in
 blood lust burning in their eyes. They started to punch and kick me. With each attack, I screamed. They sent no end of attacks on me making my whole body scream out in torment. I felt wetness all over my body. How 
was I still alive when I was bleeding so much? 

Raxilliian lifted me up by my collar and another of the people gave me an uppercut when Raxilliian let go. I went flying and landed with thump
 I looked up and saw they were six spotty blobs. One blob 
hit me. Even in my semi unconscious state, they still drove on with the attacks. My head was now bleeding and probably my whole body too. I saw a glint of metal from a blob coming towards my chest. Then I felt no more, excruciating
 pain. My last thought was, what drives a man to become a beast once more? 


********************* 

Alexzander ran out of the bathhouse fast. 

That can’t have been his sister in there it couldn’t have, he begun to say
. What about the birthmark, his conscience argued. Well maybe another performer has one like it!, he explained. No even if birthmark didn’t prove it, you know what she looks like dummy, his conscience speculated. It’s impossible to fall in love with your sister… Alexzander insisted. His conscience laughed and replied, who said it
 love
 it’s more lust I would say. The conscience continued I saw when she cleaned her privates; you were wishing you be with her. Alexzander argued But she sounded hot even someone who wasn’t her brother would find that so beautiful. The Conscience
 giggled You’re sick you know, it’s not normal loving your sister. But… pleaded Alexzander. The conscience interrupted No buts! You could of left after seeing she was still inside, but no, you had to watch. 

Alexzander closed his mind off. Ran 
in the general direction where he remembered the scream. He then heard a more feminine scream nearby, right in the main tent. Without knowing that he was
, he screamed “Mum
!” He sped up
 heading straight for the big top
 What was going on tonight?!? 

********** 

Sierra had run straight to scream
 having good hearing; she was just in time to see her Dad beaten down to the ground. She crept quickly behind the nearby Caravan and watched as the men beat her Dad to death. They showed no mercy kept
 punching and kicking, she was so hoping they get bored. However, they never did even with her dad screaming they continued. The tallest one picked him up and let the other guy upper cut blood 
spattered all over the ground from his wounds. Then in a flash, the main person pulled out a blade and stabbed him right in the chest. She screamed
 “No!” and burst into Sierrars. All six of them turned round and then she saw damage
 they had done to him. He was barely even recognizable now. She bent over and vomited. When she looked up, she saw the main guy
 

“You’re lucky girly that we need to take you to our boss, otherwise I’d let my men have their way with ya.” 

One walked up
 “You do know not like the boss will know? Why don’t we make her ready for Jared so to speak!” He then grinned, “We’d be doing her favor
 she so wet, nothing much left to imagination.” 

Sierra glared and shivered at that comment. There was a flash of silver and the man who had spoken was on the ground, blood dripping from his neck. 

Raxilliian cleaned the knife with thumb and forefinger “Anyone else want to argue, or the rest of ya arses smart enough to listen?” He kicked the man body hard. 

Now if anyone tries anything with her, you’ll end up like poor Franco, got it!?” 

All the men were quiet immediately. Raxilliian carried on speaking, “Orders are orders. The Contract clearly says that the whole family to
 be killed
 I know Jared dealing
 with Melissa, but we've yet to find Alex and Jared told us this girl is to remain untouched and brought to his mansion.” He grinned “Where servants can get her into something more comfortable.”
Some comments in this diaologue may not be applicable – if it just how they speak, don’t worry about them.


Another man moved out, "Hold on
 if all of them are to die, then why does she li..arrgh gurgle." 
Raxilliian moved down to the body and pulled the knife out the neck, "That's
 it
 if anyone fucking questions me again I won't kill ya so fast." 

"Now find that boy, he can't be far, I want to receive all my money for this job so first one to find him gets half of my bonus." 

The men spread out and left, all that remained
 was Raxilliian, her
 guard and another two men as well as the two corpses. 

Raxilliian walked over to Sierra
 “Though baby if ya don’t like being with him always come to my place, I’m much younger if ya catch my drift?” Raxilliian winked at Sierra slyly. 

Sierra looked up and reached her hand to slap him. A man quickly grabbed both her hands 

so she spat on his face. 

Raxilliian snarled and struck her face. “You fucking whore I could of spared you of much worse
. Well, too late now.” 

Sierra cried out and struggled in vain. 

Raxilliian laughed at this 
and then sneered, “Hope you enjoy tonight my little slut.” 

Sierra couldn’t guess what he meant, but she was sure it was much worse than being with these guys. She struggled vainly
 against the man's strength. 

She stopped struggling and looked at the guy smiling. His hair was crimson reaching down to his shoulders with hint of black. His eyes were like miniature emeralds. He had some stubble on his chin. He was large and muscular with compassion none of the others had in their eyes 

“You seem different... I don't recognize you from mob
 who murdered my father” 

He relaxed his grip
 slightly loosening
 “I was away during then, I'm sorry for your loss.” 

She smiled at his thoughtfulness thinking that first time since this all began someone has cared for her, "Why did you take this job?" 

He looks
 around nervously
 his eyes darting back and forth, sweat appearing on his brow and forehead. After a while he calmed, "My family is in debt, I don't personally find it appealing, but I need the money." 

Sierra gazed sadly around seeing the brightly coloured Canvas of the big top; the saccharine hued trailers, the reason was supposed to be as this place represented happiness, but the colours seem
 to mock her. 

The man looked down at her, "I've seen you preform
, you always smiled beautifully." 

She sighed and carried on to stare around
 replying in a bare whisper, "I only smile because I have to." 

He swung her around and looked at her
 confused, "but
... you're amazing, everyone loves you... why do you have to fake a smile!" 

Again she sighed
 looking down, "Dreams can be made and crushed here, if you succeed you're always forced to try harder, my father was injured during his heyday he was replaced by Alexzander and I." 

That didn't make sense, since the theme of the circus was happiness
 but here she was
 a girl who lived all her life there, and she wasn't exactly happy, he knew of course where she'd end up, but was this girl worth risking such an important mission. 

He saw fear in her eyes, this was a girl who risked all (flying through the air, no net below just sand) just for a few people and now she was positively terrified staring at her feet and shivering. 

"I can't hide it any longer Miss
,
 I know what's going to happen to you." 

She immediately looked at him with a silent plea, "Tell me..." 

He looked away guilty
, "I shouldn't, Raxilliian will kill me." 

Her look intensified until he had to look away; she was so beautiful no one like her deserved what was in store for her
. What difference though 
knowing would do, it's not as if she would feel better, truth be told she'd feel worse. Something though
 kept insisting he tell 
her if only to make unknown
, known. 

"The man you know as boss is going to be your husband from now on, refusal isn't an option for Jared
 only
 thinks of women as objects." 

Sierra was shocked and beat his chest with her fist, "No, no, no... you got to help me 'PLEASE'
!" 

"Miss you barely know me, yet you're so desperate for help you want mines... I'm Eolen and I'm sorry but I can't do a thing so quit hitting my chest before I have you gagged and tied up." 

Sierra stopped and suddenly lent on his shoulder and cried quietly at first but rising in volume, Eolen was so confused and rubbed her back mainly to calm her down. She carried on harder
 sniffling, "No one else has been as kind to me as you have, I...I...I...I...I..." 


Eolen looked around nervously, checking Raxilliian was still talking, "Please Miss stop crying, I can't do anything
 I'm sorry..." 

She lifted her head from his shoulder closed
 her eyes, "I love you..." 

Eolen
 heart speed
 sped up, before he knew what he doing his eyes were closed and there lips met, she kissed him back feeling a little less nervous
 her arms soon snaking round his back. It turned intense and passionate, but after a while Eolen pulled away
 his eyes now blood-shot 
sweat profuesly falling from his forehead. He looked around in terror. "I can't, I shouldn't..." 

Sierra turned away from him, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean... maybe you better forget I said anything." 

He surprised himself and embraced her. She looked up. I can't let anything happen to her 
he decides. He kissed her again, surprising Sierra, "I love you too, and I'll work out something." 

Eolen walked over to him
 clearing his throat, Raxilliian
 looked up
 raising his eyebrow and looking behind Eolen then finally facing him, "What?!" 

"I've a request to make Raxilliian." 

Raxilliian grunted
 obviously annoyed, "Fine!" 

Eolen nervously tried to form words whatever
 he said he must make it seem nothing like he had ulterior motives, "I request to carry on my job and guard her for Jared in his house..." 

The silence was horrible, had he been caught with her anytime? Raxilliian looked at him for a while
 his cold hard eyes drilling into his mind, "It's not up to me!" He added
 more calmly "But you've earned it." 

He nodded and walked off back to Sierra, he'd need to persaude
 Jared now. She was still waiting
 looking at him with hope in her eyes, "Yes Sierra, I got something, I'm going to ask Jared if I can be your guard." 

She smiled weakly, then just held him, "It'll have to do I guess." 

Eolen quickly pecked her on cheek, then grabbed her arms and told her to struggle again. 

Raxilliian stopped talking and stared into the night “Bloody hell we've waited long enough, lets go men."
Impressions
So, 131 thoughts, eh?

But seriously, I really enjoyed this; I thought the sentences structures were great, characters were fun, plot catching, etc. I have only a few concerns. I feel as though the characters were not as believable as they could have been. In particular, I thought Sierra and Eolen.
Sierra > To begin with, her character development was great – slow and effective. I enjoyed her part up to where her father was killed before her. Don’t you think she would have been upset – or even horrified? I would be shivering – she seems a little self-absorbed. That can be fine, but you must talk about how and why she is dealing with this matter so. Would she not be questioning herself some more?

Eolen > Put yourself in his shoes. He has just been kissing some girl – wouldn’t he be looking around madly, frightened he had been caught, protesting?

Both > I personally thought that their love came too quickly. They barely know each other, and within moments are confessing love to one another. I reckon this should be split up some more, perhaps further on their relationship should grow.
	
	x/10
	Comments

	Grammar
	6
	Don’t worry about this, there are just a lot of spelling mistakes, comma misuse, tense confusion, repetition etc. This can be cleaned up very easily.

	Interest
	8
	I felt I was very interested with your characters all the way through – the development is so far very effective. My biggest drawback was the fact you did do some long descriptions over a small thing – namely, the bathhouse.

	Sentence Structure
	8
	I would love to give you ten, but I think that there are a lot of repeated sentences here. The ideas are repeated very often, but it is balanced out with the thoughts going on here.


Overall: 8/10
Tips
I can’t offer you a lot of advice, since I don’t think you are having much trouble writing. There are a lot of debateable techniques you use (e.g. 3rd person – 1st person) but as long as you can keep them with the fluidity of the story I think this is fine.
I am unsure about the part when Sierra’s Dad starts to narrate in 1st person. At the very least, this should be in italics to show that this is just a one off, his thoughts and now more; seeing that he dies straight after, it would almost be as if the story has just ended.
Repetition > be careful with this – it is very easy to do. Usually I will not advise people to stay clear from the thesaurus, but since you have strong sentences in the first place, an occasional synonym wouldn’t do any harm.
Pace > as with Sierra/Eolen’s love to one another, try not to get carried away; I found that some parts were very believable, but others, were either too short or too long. For example, at the start of this chapter you have an entire page to Sierra getting into the bath, and an equal amount of time for her to fall in love with Eolen. As a reader, I can see this likely – a love theme with villain/victim – but you must provide me with a reason to see this may not work, or rather, only have hints to lead me to see it in the first place. Be sure to drag your pace in necessary parts. First of all, you must choose what it is you want to describe. Emotions? Visual? Personality? Either way, be sure to incorporate this into the theme, so that not the pace matches it, and not just ‘getting into the bath’.
Good luck,

-Mark
�“Again” perhaps? Since you have said ‘never’ it implies ‘again’.


�A comma after ‘sapphire’ would work better here.


�Comma.


�Comma.


�Perfect tense here: ‘billowed’.


�I have noticed that she has sighed three times in a paragraph, I think this just adds bulk.


�Comma.


�Comma unneeded – you have a parenthesis straight after.


�I don’t understand this – ‘father’s resilience’ perhaps?


�‘her other’.


�Move the comma to after ‘building’.


�Comma.


�This is awkward – maybe ‘running’?


�I dislike the repetition of ‘out’. This sentence may be better rephrased as ‘Then, Alexzander heard someone.’


�‘The velvet’.


�Semicolon.


�Comma, ‘and’.


�I dislike this repetition, the second time, a simple ‘her’ would work.


�Repetition here is awkward.


�Repetition again, further apart yet noticeable.


�Semicolon.


�‘the silence’.


�Repetition again. How about just ‘it’?


�This is a strange sentence, I think you can do better. Why not: ‘but he was wrong.’? I think this picks up the pace a little more, flowing better also.


�I think this should be in italics here.


�‘the circus’.


�Join these sentences with a comma, so it works better.


�Perfect tense: ‘materialised’.


�Comma here.


�‘the middle’.


�Possessive here, thus ‘Raxilliian’s’.


�I don’t understand this sentence.


�Comma.


�Comma.


�Comma.


�Italics, since this is more so being thought. Also, this should be in the past-perfect tense. ‘Yeah, like that was going to make any difference.’


�‘the gut’.


�‘and another’.


�‘the privates’.


�Comma.


�I think a preceding parenthesis would increase the pace and join these ideas.


�Comma.


�Semicolon.


�‘a snap’.


�You could do with another word for ‘pain’.


�‘landing’.


�I am unsure whether this should be ‘of’ or ‘have’. ‘Of’ is more phonetic – but in a first person piece perhaps this would fit, personal choice.


�Comma.


�Plural.


�See prior ‘of’ comment.


�Comma.


�Repetition again, perhaps just ‘me’ for the second time would work.


�‘a thump’, with a period at the end.


�This is unnecessary.


�‘just excruciating’ is better here.


�Italics, since this is a thought.


�‘think’ would fit better. If he is saying it, he would say ‘my’ not ‘his’.


�‘it’s’


�Comma.


�Lowercase.


�Join these sentences with ‘off, running’.


�This is not needed.


�I find this perhaps a little modern, but the choice is up to you, since this is fantasy.


�Comma.


�Period.


�‘the scream,’.


�Comma before. Also, ‘they just’ should go with it.


�This should be a new sentence.


�Comma.


�‘the damage’.


�Period.


�Period.


�‘favour’.


�‘are to’


�Comma.


�‘is dealing’.


�Comma.


�The ‘gurgle’ is strange. I would take away ‘arrgh gurgle’.


�New paragraph.


�Comma.


�‘all that’.


�I thought Raxilliian was a man? If you meant Sierra’s, say so.


�Period.


�Repetition again. Rather a simple ‘them’.


�Comma.


�


Exclamation mark here would fit better.


�Unneeded.


�You used vainly close before, I should get rid of this one.


�‘the mob’.


�Comma.


�Period.


�‘Past-perfect, ‘looked’.


�Comma.


�‘Seemed’.


�


‘Performance’?


�Comma.


�Comma.


�Capital letter.


�Comma.


�Comma.


�Comma.


�‘missy’ maybe?


�


Semicolon instead? – since you are explaining the preceding statement.


�Here, two things could work. You could have either ‘away guilty’, or ‘away, guilty’. The latter has a greater effect, in my opinion.


�


Unneeded.


�I would move this to after ‘do’. I found it was a little awkward.


�This is bulk.


�‘him to tell’.


�‘the unknown’. That said, I found this sentence quite hard to understand. I think I got the idea, but the wording is a little strange.


�Comma.


�‘he only’


�Emphasis in dialogue works best as italics, and since you have done it’s with the best it would flow better.


�Comma.


�There are a lot of ‘I’ s here, so maybe just two or three would give a better impact.


�Comma.


�‘and closed’.


�Eolen’s


�This irritates me, I think it is just bulk.


�Comma.


�Comma.


�This is one word.


�Italics, thoughts.


�Comma.


�‘and Raxilliian’.


�Comma.


�Comma.





�Parenthesis before this would work.


�Comma.


�Added? He hasn’t said anything on the matter yet.


�


‘persuade’


�Comma.





