HeyJen,

Another well-written short story!! *is impressed once again*
Prompt: 025: Strangers 

4/100 

Fantasizing 

The house had been silent as I walked out the front door that morning. 

My family was still asleep - it was Saturday - but the rest of the world was awake. The sun shone down, reflecting off the few cars that drove down the road. Kids laughed in front yards. Adults walked dogs. 

And I went to the park.  I like the way you’ve done this, with the new paragraph especially for that line. Normally I don’t approve of those one-line things, but this one really works.
I headed straight for my spot: the old oak tree in the far corner. It sat upon a slight hill, camouflaging it it ? from onlookers and giving me the eyes of an eagle. 

I sunk down onto the cool grass, the bark of the tree rough even the “even” isn’t neccesary through my spring jacket. The yellowed pages of my book flipped in the gentle breeze, bringing me to my bookmarked place. Place seems… odd
I bent my knees and brought them to my chest, resting the spine of my book against my legs. My head was tilted downwards, giving me the illusion of reading, but I wasn't yet. “illusion” of reading makes it sound as if it seemed to her that she was reading. “appearance” or a word of the like would make it more clear that it was so to anyone else who looked at her
I tore my eyes from the pages - the pages full of twirling black lines that wove a story, a set of characters, a whole world into my head - and I watched the people around me. 

I knew that authors called it people-watching. It gave them insight on the people around them – the way they spoke, the way they walked, the way they interacted. But I wasn't an author, and I wasn't people watching. 

I was fantasizing. Another good one-liner :D
A man with a balding head and a full gray beard sat on a bench. His eyes were closed, but his chest rose and fell too irregularly for him to be asleep. There was a dog at his feet - a golden retriever, with silky fur that shone in the sun. Its wet nose lay between his paws, but it raised its head any time someone passed, protecting the old man. What if I were his granddaughter? Would he bring me to the park, watch as I played catch with his dog?  I’m thinking that italics would be good for the girl’s thoughts.
A college student sat beside him. The two men sat only a foot or so apart, yet neither noticed the other. The boy's chestnut hair fell into his eyes as he crouched over a textbook, studying. What if I were his sister? Would he come home often, just to spend the day with me, or would our relationship consist of phone calls over hundreds of miles? 

A group of boys played soccer in the field in front of my tree. Sweat ran down their faces; their shirts clung to their backs. Arms pushed and legs kicked as they ran down the field, each trying to score between the orange cones. What if one of them were my boyfriend? Would he brag about me to his friends, bring me to all his games, kiss me after he played? 

There was a woman jogging down the sidewalk. She wore tight purple pants, and a black sweater hung loosely around her slim figure. Her hair, pulled back into a loose ponytail, bounced with every step she took. The boys playing soccer paused as she ran by, jaws dropped. One let out a wolf-whistle, but she didn't hear over the walkman she held in her hand. What if I were her daughter? Would she take me running, teach me to bake, keep my secrets?
The descriptions of the people are perfectly done! 

She continued running, passing the boys, passing me, and leaving the field. She would not be my mother. What does she mean by “would not”? That sounds as though the woman made a choice, decided to continue running rather than take her in. 

The boys returned to their game, none stupid enough to continue after her. Their laughter resumed, and they shoved, teasing each other about the woman. None of them would be my boyfriend. She could try :D
The college student closed his book, tucking the text under his arm as he stood up. He left without so much as a glance at the man he had sat next to for the past hour. He would not be my brother. 

A voice called out at the park's entrance, and the old man looked up. His dog, recognizing the voice, jumped to its feet, its tail wagging. A smile lit up the man's face, and he began walking down the sidewalk, his steps slow and precise next to his prancing dog. He would not be my grandfather. 

I looked down to my book, and I began to read. They were not anything to me, but tomorrow, when we all returned, I could pretend again. 

It’s heartbreaking ! It’s amazingly written and really draws you in. I loved the way you closed the characters in the end, having them all leave or continue what they were doing. Well done! I’m looking forward to more!
XxxDo
