Heya,

I really liked the way you’ve written this story, it’s excellent. You’ve delved into how the characters feel, and every small detailed move they make without becoming redundant. Well done :)

Matty sits across from me. He glances at the salt every few seconds, quickly returning his gaze to his own plate. He doesn’t look up, but he can feel my father’s eyes boring into him, just as I can. A fork is held loosely in his left hand, and he pushes the corn around on his plate. He looks at the salt again, barely for a second, then looks back down. You’ve really shown us how uncomfortable Matty is, which really makes me feel for the character- 
“Do you want the salt, Ma-” I begin to say ‘Matty,’ then pause when I feel my mother’s eyes lock on me. “Matthew?” He looks up at me, his brown eyes boring repetition of “boring”. A word as typical as that one shouldn’t be used twice in such close succession. into mine. He gives the slightest nod of his head, and I put my fork down to pick up the shaker. I glance at my father for a moment, knowing he won’t like me reaching across the table, but then do anyway. Matty looks at me gratefully as he takes it from my hand, then sprinkles it generously over his corn. 

“Do you know how many of your dead skin cells just landed in that salad, Katherine?” my father asks, looking casually at me. I tighten my jaw and look away, counting my breaths, knowing that it will just upset Matty if I get in a fight with him. 

“Sorry, Dad,” I tell him, trying to make my voice sound natural, less strained. 

“I can’t eat the salad with your skin in it.” 

“I’m sorry.” The conversation sounds normal what do you mean? To me what they are saying isn’t normal, because the dad seems completely insane, so explain how it sounds normal, but our voices are tense. 

“I can fix up another salad really quickly, dear,” my mother says, jumping into the conversation. Matty’s shoulders are slouched in an effort to become as small as possible. We are all doing our part to calm my father before he explodes. 

“That’s not necessary,” my father says, standing up and pushing his chair roughly under the table. “I’m going out.” He turns to my mother. “Don’t wait up.” 

Underneath the table, Matthew’s small foot touches mine. I look up at him and see the terrified look go back and count the amount of times you’ve used “look”. Try to replace some of them by other words, because the repetition is getting a bit annoying. in his eyes. 

He knows. 

We sit in silence as my father walks down the hall. The closet opens; a coat is taken off its hanger. The front door is yanked open, then slammed shut as he leaves the house. 

Inside, we all sit stiffly. The room is dim, at my father’s insistence, and I can see outside the living room window perfectly to the dark road beyond. The rusted car backs out of the driveway, turns sharply, and screeches as the tires pull him away from us and to his ‘watering hole.’ 

Once, when I was Matty’s age, I snuck into his car before he left. It was when he first started going, and I wanted to know what had taken priority over being with his family. How old is Matty? Also, Matty seems quite young, probably too young of an age to simply do that. I guess she was a more mature little kid than him, but still you might want to explain this further so it makes complete sense. I hid behind his seat for fifteen minutes before I heard him start the car fifteen minutes, unnoticed? Do her parents ever look out for her?, my knees sore from crouching for so long. The ride felt different from reword “from the ground” because you can make it better. the ground; I was jerked all over the place, and the turns seemed more prominent. Maybe have her trying not to make sounds, holding onto the seat, trying to make sure she isn’t noticed.
The car came to a stop just minutes later. I heard the keys taken out of their slot, and the motor became deathly deadly? silent. The car lit up when he opened the door, and I held my breath, afraid that he would see me in the light. He stepped outside and slammed the door shut behind him, not even glancing at the back seat. I kept my eyes squeezed shut and my breathing quiet until the lights went out. 

I pushed open the door after counting to one hundred, he didn’t lock his car? wincing when the florescent light filled the car again. Jumping onto the wet pavement, water splashed up at to my ankles. I stood there for a minute, drops of the rainwater running down my shoes, just staring at the building in front of me. I had passed it many times before, yet it seemed different somehow. The way the flashing lights illuminated it, causing it to stand out on the dark world dark “world” road ? road, made it look like magic. 

My hair tickled my bare arms as it swayed in the cool breeze. I watched the crowd slowly thinning as a man let groups of people enter. He sent more and more in, but none seemed to come out. 

A car zoomed by, two feet in front of me, and the magic broke. I jumped back instinctively, gulping as the car blared its horn. I glanced down the road – I remembered to look both ways – then dashed across the street. I hoped my father would allow me to stay now that I was there; maybe he would see it as getting both of the things he loved: whatever he replaced us with, and me. 

I stepped onto the sidewalk and pushed my way into the crowd, quickly becoming lost in the mob of people. My head only reached the waist of the people around me. The air was thick with smoke, and I found myself coughing violently. 

I kept a hand over my mouth, trying to take short, quick breaths instead of long ones, and walked up to the door. I glided easily through the crowd; no one noticed an eight year old slipping by. A big man stood by the door, but his eyes scanned the faces in the crowd and never sunk low enough to see me. Keeping my eyes trained on him, I climbed up the few steps to the door and peeked inside, trying to see why everyone seemed so eager to get in. 

It was huge. The ceiling was double the height of the average room, and the walls were black on the bottom half, silver on the top. Brilliant colors flashed, bouncing off the walls, blinding me when I looked for their source. It was impossible to focus on one person; the lights switched like lightning. I love this description, it’s really real. The voices all mixed together, becoming one droning voice that could hardly be heard over the music. The crowd seemed to move and breathe as one. I could feel the beat of the song inside my body. 

I wanted to call out for my father, to have him come get me. Surely I had gone to the wrong place; it was not the type of place my father would go to. 

Satisfied with my logic, I turned to leave. A sudden yell from inside stood out above all the rest. I stopped dead in my tracks, recognizing the voice. I stood frozen, watching my father laughing a few steps from the door, a glass in one hand, a woman’s ass in the other haha! The way you’ve described this makes it funny. I’m not 100% sure that was your intention, but it is, anyway :), and a crazy look on his face. 

The bouncer came to the door when he heard my father, ready to kick someone out. When he saw who it was sounds like he noticed her, he just rolled his eyes. The music was so loud I couldn’t think. I just stood there, not even two feet away from the man, staring at his flexed muscles. What was she thinking here?
“Hey!” he yelled, finally noticing me.so what did he see earlier? “What are you doing here?” My eyes grew wide and I took off, dodging his arms and running across the street and into the parking lot, yanking the door open and jumping into the car. The lights turned on again, but my eyes were squeezed shut. My chest was heaving up and down, and I silently thanked that there hadn’t been any cars driving down the street when I had run across. 

I had forgotten to look both ways. 

“Go to your rooms,” my mother says softly, pulling my gaze back to the dining room and my thoughts back to the present. Her shoulders are stiff, her eyes are closed. I know that she will cry the minute we leave. 

Matty’s eyes trace the intricate designs on the plate in front of him. His features are focused; he’s listening to see what I do. 

I glare at my mother’s weak frame, wishing I could yell at her, tell her to stick up for herself, for us, but I know that I can’t. Matty’s still just an innocent little kid; he still needs to believe that his parents are secretly super-heroes, ready to stop any monster hiding in his closet, ready to save the world from any terror. 

I nod and stand up, leaving my plate on the table. I have only taken a few bites off of it. Glancing at Matty’s, I realize that his is also covered in food. He stands up and rushes to my side, trailing right behind me as I lead him down the hall, up the stairs, and into the hallway. 

“Can I borrow your earplugs again tonight?” Matty asks as we stop by his door. I stare at him for a moment, my mind drifting slightly. My gaze wanders into him room. It’s painted light blue, and has soccer balls printed on the border. There is a white spot on one of the walls, partially hidden by his bed, where my father once threw a lamp. From this room, just like mine, you can hear everything that goes on in my parents’ bedroom: all the yelling, all the crying. 

I only own one pair of earplugs. I look back at him; see his innocent face, tainted with worry, looking back up at me. I’ve heard the screaming before, no reason I can’t hear it again. 

“Of course you can, Matty.” 
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Well done! This was a really strong piece, Jen, i’m really impressed!

XxxDo
