One

“Mommy! Daddy!” I cried, my little toddler legs pumping as I ran from upstairs into the living room.  The scent of fresh blood poisoned the air.

On the floor lay my mother and father, side by side, dead. A dark, sinister figure stood over my parents’ still corpses. He turned around and faced me.

“Well, hello there, little one.” His skin was deathly pale against his dark blue shirt and his eyes were piercing amber. He gave me a maniacal grin revealing two rows of pearl white teeth.

I ran out of the living room and into the foyer. I desperately reached for the door knob, my dark brown bangs in my eyes.

“Ah, so the child wants to play a little game,” said the vampire. “Come now. I don’t have the patience. It won’t hurt. Much.” 

“No!” I said. I flew through the door and into the yard. My heart was pounding louder and louder as the vampire gained up on me. “Help! Help me! Please!”

“Hush, child,” he said. His voice was sickeningly sweet and frightening. “There shall be none of that!”

He came closer. My back was to the fence.

“Help!” I whimpered in a final futile attempt.

He laughed and grabbed my shoulder. I struggled to free myself from his iron grip, screaming all the while.

Then I woke. My Aunt Kari was in the driver’s seat of our old Ford.

“Ivy? You okay?” she asked.

“What?” I said.

“Are you alright? You’re whiter than a sheet!”

“I was having the dream.”

“Oh.”

I looked out the window. We passed a blue sign that read ‘Welcome to Mathews County’. The Virginia countryside flew by as we sped down route 14.

“Are you sure about this?” Aunt Kari said. “I mean why do you want to come back here?”

“I just have to. It was what my parents wanted.”

“Okay.” She took a deep breath. 

Fifteen minutes later, we pulled up to the old-style farmhouse. I immediately remembered it from when I was three. Everything was the same, right down to the blue shutters on the windows.

She opened her door and said, “Are you sure?” 

“Yeah. I can’t run from the past forever.” I got out of the truck. But my past is why I’m here. It’s been over thirteen years since I last saw this place, since the accident, I thought as I rubbed the crescent shaped scar on my neck. Everything will be okay.
I followed Aunt Kari up the brick walkway. The yard was in some disrepair with weeds up to the middle of my shins, but it was otherwise unchanged. Even the fence was untouched except for a bit of rust. Just the thought of that fence made me shudder.

We reached the screened-in porch. The blue paint on the floor was as chipped as the black nail polish that I’d been wearing for the past two weeks. 

We walked through the front door and into the foyer. I flipped the switch next to the door. Light flooded the hall from a ceiling fan. The hard wood floor was in good condition, though it was scratched in some places.

I probably took my first steps right in this very spot! I followed Aunt Kari into the living room.

“Roomy, don’t you think?” she said.

“Yup,” I responded, running my hand along the sea green walls. “Home, sweet home.”

“Ivy, you don’t have to keep it,” said my aunt. “They left it to you, but you don’t have to live here.”

“Aunt Kari, my parents wanted me to keep it. I’m fine with living here!”

“As long as you’re sure.”

“I’m going upstairs, okay?”

“Whatever you want.”

The stairs groaned with each step I took. When I reached the top, I turned on the light and walked to the third door on the left; my old room. Instead of a semicolon, I think this should be a dash after “left”.  I traced the intricate flower and leaf design that was carved into the door. Then I turned the knob. The door gave a loud creak as it opened. I smiled at the familiar Pepto-Bismol pink walls. Along the ceiling, a piece of unicorn and rainbow wall paper “wallpaper” should be one word had started to peal. “peel” instead of “peal”.

“This place hasn’t changed a bit,” I whispered.

I heard Aunt Kari come up behind me. “What?” she asked.

“Nothing. I was just saying how this place hasn’t changed at all.”

“I can’t believe your momma let you pick that color paint.” She shook her head.

“She did?”

“Yeah. You were about two. We took you to Wal-Mart to pick out paint to match your new ‘big girl’ bed.”

“I don’t remember that.”

“You were really young back then.”

“That was only a year before the accident.”

She was silent.

“Aunt Kari?”

“Ivy, you don’t have to connect every event in your life to the accident.”

“I’m not –,” no need for the comma after the dash here I began, but she cut me off.

“Every time you say ‘that was only a year before the accident,’ you are connecting it to the accident! Babe, you shouldn’t live your life like that.”

“I know.”

“There was nothing you could’ve done. You were three.”

“Can we just drop it?” I don’t want to think about this right now. Not here. Not in the last place I saw my mom and dad alive.

She gave me a sympathetic smile. “Sure.”

The crunching of gravel signaled that the movers had arrived with the furniture. We ran down stairs to meet them.

I’m not sure why, but I think a break line would be good here. Like those asterisks or something to signal that there was a space of time that we missed. 

“So,” said Aunt Kari after the movers left and the house was in order, “where do you want to go to eat?”

“What kind of places do they have here?” wouldn’t she know what places were there to eat since she grew up there?? I don’t know, maybe that’s just me assuming things but that’s just what I figured. 

“I have no clue. How about we go exploring? You know, see what’s around?”

“I guess that sounds alright,” “all right” is two words I responded.

“Before we go anywhere, let’s freshen up a bit,” she suggested.

“I totally agree. I smell.”

“Thanks for sharing!” she joked.

I changed into a black shirt with yellow paint splattered on the front. My jeans were covered in holes, as were the shoes I wore.

Aunt Kari wore a yellow shirt with a green jacket with Bermuda shorts and her polka-dot flip-flops matched nothing in particular.

“I’m driving,” I said, grabbing the keys off the counter.

“Be my guest! I’m exhausted!” 

Mathews County proved to be just as I had remembered, small and boring. There were only three places to eat on Main Street. We chose a place called Charlotte’s Cafe. The food was pretty good, better than I thought it would be, anyway.

“So,” said Aunt Kari. We walked from the wooden bar to a couch set up next to a small book shelf. “bookshelf” is one word “After this, do you want to see the school?”

“Sure,” I said with a half-hearted smile. 

“Hey, don’t sound so glum! Mathews’ schools are some of the best in the state!”

I took a violent bite at my pizza. 

We left Charlotte’s and drove down the road to Mathews High School. It was a large brick building with a red roof. The man who gave us directions said ‘you couldn’t miss it if you wanted to’.  Now I know what he meant.
I put my long, dark brown hair into a ponytail and got out of the truck. “Let’s check it out,” I said.

Again, I think there should be a break line or something to signify that there was a lapse in time. 

My alarm went off at five the next morning. I took a shower and got ready. I’d laid out my outfit the night before; my tan Ralph-Lauren skirt, a brown tank top, and my sandals.

“Good morning!” said Aunt Kari when I walked into the small, rectangular kitchen. 

“Morning,” I mumbled, grabbing the box of Pop Tarts we bought yesterday.

“Are you all ready for your first day?” She sipped some of her cheap, Food Lion brand coffee. For some reason, she always preferred it black.

“Yup.”

“Hmm… not very chatty this morning, are we?” 
“I’m not chatty, but you sure as hell are!”

“And grouchy, too! Oh my, my, my!”

“Bla!” I stuck my tongue out like a three year-old.

My aunt exploded in laughter.

“What’s so funny?” 

“You are! You’re so ridiculous!” 

“Whatever.” I took a bite of the Pop Tart. Strawberry… ew! 

“Are you taking the truck?” she said, once she’d composed herself.

“What else am I going to take?”

“Come with me,” she said with a grin. 

What’s this about? 

She led me out back to a shed that we were using for a garage. In it there were two cars, one was the rusty, old truck; the other one was hidden beneath a sheet.

“You bought me a car?!” I asked in disbelief.

She pulled off the sheet.

“Oh my god!” It was a black punch bug.

“I had a feeling you’d say that.”

“This is mine?”

“Yup,” she said, tossing me the keys.

OVERVIEW—

This was good! :D I mean, you had a very nice start and stuff but I felt that some parts, the time just flew by! You kind of rushed some things, as if you were trying to get to the next chapter as fast as you could. My suggestion would be to slow things down and use more description. You know that you can never have enough details :wink:

Two

I was sitting outside of the school, reading, when somebody sat down on the ground beside me. 

“Hey,” he said.

“Hi,” I responded. 

“Do I know you?” he said.

“No. I’m new here,” I responded staring into my book. 

“What cha reading?”

“Pride and Prejudice.” 

“Ah. Jane Austen fan, are we?”

“Yeah. You know about Jane Austen?” I said. I think “asked” would sound better than “said”. A guy who knows about Jane Austen? I looked up. A very cute guy that knows about Jane Austen!

“Of course! Who doesn’t know about Jane Austen?”

“I don’t know. It just seems like most guys wouldn’t know this stuff.” He has gorgeous eyes. Hell, he’s gorgeous! 

“Hmm,” he said. “Well, I guess I’m just not like those other dudes.”

“I guess so.”

“I’ll see you around,” he said, rising from his seat.

“See you,” I responded.

The bell rang and so began my first day at MHS.

I didn’t have much trouble finding my classes throughout the day, but I couldn’t seem to find the Spanish room. I finally gave up and decided to ask somebody.

“Hey,” I said to a brunette haired girl that was wearing a blue and gold MHS Crew shirt.

“Hi,” she responded. “Do I know you?”

“Um, probably not. I’m new here. My name’s Ivy.”

“Well, welcome. I’m Jade.”

“I was just wondering if you could tell me where the Spanish two room is,” I said.

“Sure! I have that next, too! Let’s walk together,” she said.

“Cool.”

Finally, lunch time rolled around.  I sat next to Jade and looked around for the boy I’d met this morning. He was sitting two tables away. 

“Who’s that?” I asked Jade, nodding my head in his direction.

“Him? In the concert tee? That’s Isaac,” Isaac!!!! Omgosh, that’s the name of my character in my own vampire series…how weird?? :D lol Jade replied, taking a huge gulp of her Yoo-Hoo. “He’s so totally hot, but don’t bother. He doesn’t date.” She took a bite of her cookie and said, “I don’t think he’s ever had a girlfriend. He always has offers, but turns them all down.”

“Really?” I said in disbelief. How is it possible for somebody so gorgeous to not have a girl?
“Hard to believe, I know. Maybe he’s gay.”

That last comment made milk come shooting out of my nose. Jade exploded with laughter as I desperately tried to mop up the chocolate milk that was all over the table.

Suddenly, his bronze eyes were on me. He smiled at me. I used my hair as a curtain so that Jade couldn’t see me blush. It didn’t work.

“What? Why are you blushing?” she said. She turned her head in the direction I was looking. “Oh!”

I gave a shy nod.

I couldn’t get Isaac out of my mind all day. What is it about him that is so… attractive? Compelling? Fascinating? I just can’t stop thinking about him! It’s insane. 
“Hey,” said a voice. I turned around. It was Isaac.

“Uh…” I couldn’t speak.

“We met earlier. I’m Isaac,” he said. His voice was velvety smooth and made me feel comfortable at once.

“I’m Ivy,” I managed, trying not to look at those perfect bronze eyes. Jeeze, Ivy! You’re not ten! You should know how to talk to a guy. The bell rang. Shit! I’m so going to be late for English! What great first impressions I give! 

“I’ve got English next, too,” he said suddenly.

I couldn’t stop myself; my eyes shot up and looked straight into his. Oh. My. God. What the hell is my problem?

“You were walking towards that class. I just assumed that’s where you were going,” he explained. The dim fluorescent bulbs etched shadows across his flawless features.

 “I was just wondering if you wanted to walk with me,” he said when I didn’t answer right away.

“Absolutely!”

“Cool.” He showed off that grin of his.

“So,” I said, “you like Jane Austen?”

“Yeah. I always have been a sucker for the classics.” 

“Me too.” He was looking at his feet. Or is he looking at mine? I snuck “sneaked” instead of “snuck” a peak at my toes to make sure there wasn’t something gross on them. 

“So…you’re new here.”

“Yup.” Could you sound any more immature? I mean he’s just a guy.

“Well, here we are,” he said, holding the door open for me.

“Wow.” Dude! I thought that only happened in books and stuff.

“What? What’d I do?” His beautiful smile slid right off his face.

“Nothing, I just…”

“Oh. The door,” he said. “I guess that is a bit out dated.” He was frowning and furrowing his brow.

“No! No! It’s okay. I just wasn’t expecting that. That’s all.”

We walked into the class room. “classroom” is one word. The class had already started.

“Ah,” said a grey-haired, elf-like woman at the front of the room. She was wearing brown slacks and a flowery blouse. “How lovely of you to join us Isaac and… who are you?”

“Me?”

“Yes, you!”

“I’m Ivy .”

“Well, Miss Tier, wait…how does this lady know her last name when she just told her her first name?? Need to make that clearer if she liked looked at her attendance sheet or something. I suggest you take a seat. And be sure you’re not late again.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I followed Isaac to two empty desks by the window. When the teacher turned around, I scribbled a note onto a piece of paper and tossed it to Isaac.

Who’s she?

He replied, in perfect cursive no less:

Mrs. Maybell. Don’t worry, she doesn’t bite… much

I scrawled back:

Much? What do you mean by ‘Much’?

Kidding! Just kidding. She’s really a great teacher.

I saw you at lunch.

Yeah. I saw you, too.

With milk coming out of my nose! How glamorous!

“What’s this?” said Mrs. Maybell. “Isaac, I would’ve thought you’d know better that to pass notes in my room.”

“Sorry, Mrs. Maybell.  I was just giving Ivy directions to her next class,” he replied.

I nodded.  Smooth.

“Well, next time, I suggest you wait until after class.”

“Yes ma’am.”

“And as for you Ms. Tier, we do not pass notes during instructional time. Understood?”

“Yes, ma’am.”
“Good.”

The rest of my day went without incident. When I got home, Kari wasn’t there, so I decided to go to the grocery store to pick up some stuff for dinner. 

Food Lion was packed. Only in a small town would Food Lion be a hot commodity, I thought as I pulled into the parking lot.

I was on my way back when I saw him. Isaac was walking on the side of the road. He smiled when he saw my car.

“Can you give a guy a ride?” he said “asked” instead of “said” would work better here when I stopped.

“That depends,” I said. “Where are you going?”

“Just down to Bohannon.”

“Um…” I have no clue where that is!

“Don’t worry,” he said, getting in on the passenger’s side, “I give great directions.”

I bit my lip. My God he’s hot!

“It’s okay,” he said, “I don’t bite either.”

Aw, what the hell!

“What brings you to Mathews?” He asked. Small “h” on “he”

“Um, my parents.” If I told him the whole truth, he’d think I was an escaped mental patient or something!

“Can I ask you another question? Please answer honestly. I won’t think you’re insane or anything.”

“Sure.”

He gently rubbed the scar on my neck. Whoa! He just touched her neck?? That’s a little…creepy :? I think that is WAY too intimate for just meeting each other. Try something like he pointed at it or was staring at it or something. Don’t have him touch it…that’s way too weird.

Oh no! Please don’t ask about that! I thought, my pulse quickening. Whether because I knew he was going to ask about it or because he was touching me so intimately, I am not sure. 

“Now, how did you get this?” he asked.

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” I responded.

“Try me,” he said with a smile.

“Well,” I began, “it happened along time ago.”

He looked at me with pure interest and curiosity. “Go on.”

“I was about three.” I stopped. “I’m sorry, it’s just…” I could feel the tears swelling up in my eyes.

“They died, didn’t they?” he said, a solemn tone in his velvet voice.

“Y-y-yes.” The first tear fell. It was followed by another, and another, and another. Soon, I was crying my eyes out. I can’t believe I’m crying in front of him. I tried as hard as I could to stay on the road. This is so embarrassing.
Once I began to calm down, Isaac said, “If you don’t mind me asking, how did it happen? I don’t mean to make you cry again, I was just wondering.”

“I’ll tell you,” I said. I glanced at his face and quickly returned my eyes to the road. He looked at me with patience in his eyes. “T-t-they were killed by a vampire,” did she just tell him that?? Did she just say she got bitten by a vampire?? I’m sorry but if that was me she was talking to I would have burst into laughter at the absurdity of it all! I mean, that seems a little crazy to say that to someone. I suggest that you have her say: “I got bit by a dog” or something. And then have Isaac use his powers on her to get the truth out or something. I don’t know but it’s just not believable when she said that. Sorry… I said, praying not to cry again. I took a deep breath. “I got the scar when I was bitten.”

Isaac was silent.

“I was saved by a neighbor who knew some vampire hunters. They extracted the venom before it could spread. I know it’s crazy, but it’s the truth.”

“I believe you, Ivy,” he said, looking down at the black floor of the car.

“You do?” I said. He does?

“Yeah.”

“I’ve never told anybody, because I thought everybody would think I was a loon,” I admitted, wiping a few stray tears from my cheek and struggling still to stay on the road.

“You’re not a vampire, are you?” he asked. “I mean, you were bitten, wouldn’t that make you a vampire?”

“No, I’m not a vampire. Like I said, they extracted the venom.”

“Hmm... Take a right,” he said.

The rest of the ride was silent except for Isaac giving me directions every now and again.

OVERVIEW—

Again, I enjoyed it but throughout this whole school day Twilight was there, screaming in my ears. I’m sorry and I know how you must be feeling when people say that to you because they said that about my vampire story and it bugged the crap out of me. But still, it was very very similar. Try to switch it up a bit. Make it unique. 

Also, I felt that it was rushed again. Slow the school day down. Have her meet more people besides just Jade and Isaac, you know??

Three

 “Where were you?” asked Aunt Kari when I got home.

I set some of the paper Food Lion bags on the counter. “Grocery shopping,” I replied.

“Really.”

“Yeah, and then this guy from school needed a ride.”

 “How much can you fit in that tiny thing?”

“Not much,” I said. “Have you eaten?”

“Not yet.”

“Good.”

For dinner, I made my specialty – spaghetti. I felt like celebrating, considering I lived through my first day at MHS without much trouble. All through dinner I kept thinking about Isaac. 
 I sincerely doubt he’s single. No matter what Jade said, he has to have a girlfriend. He’s so hot… I mean really. And what about the way he looked at me? I thought. 
“Did you make any friends?” said Aunt Kari, sipping off her soda.

“Sort of, this girl Jade helped me find my Spanish class. And this guy Isaac.”

“And what about that boy?”

“Isaac?”

“Yeah.”

“He walked with me to English and talked to me some.”

“So… is he cute?”

“Come on!”

“Well, is he?” 

“I’m not answering that.”

“You like him!”

“No!” I said. I could feel the blood rush to my cheeks.

“You do!”

“Aunt Kari, please shut-up!”

“Fine!” she said. “But you do like him.”

“Kari!”

After dinner, I flopped down on the couch and opened the newspaper. 
“You want to watch TV?” asked Kari.

“Nah. It’s Monday night. There’s nothing good.” I went back to the paper. 

“Hand me the funnies,” she said.. I pulled out the comics and tossed them across the room to her. “Thanks.”

I looked at the page. 

Richmond’s Murder Rate Skyrockets

The article read:

Richmond has been plagued by mass murders in the past six months. This week, the murder rate was at an all time high at twenty a day. That’s almost one every hour. What is behind these murders? When asked, Chief Johnson of Richmond Police said about the murders, “There isn’t much to go on. Who ever this is, they must be very skilled.” Chief Johnson went on to say that there was not much left at the crime scene, just a pile of charred remains.

 I stopped there. There was no way I was going to read the rest right before bed. I put away the paper and got out Pride and Prejudice.

Before I knew it, I was dreaming.

“Ivy!” my mother cried. “Ivy! Where are you?”

I wanted to call out to her, tell her I was alright. “all right” is two words I wanted more than anything to shout “I’m right here, Mommy! Right here!” But I couldn’t make the words. I remained huddled up in my little closet.

“Ivy! Baby, where are you? Come on! No more hide and seek!”

“Ruthann!” my father called. “Where’s Ivy?”

“I don’t know.” She sounded like she was in tears. “George, we can’t leave her here! He’ll get her.”

“I know. You keep looking. I’ll try to stall him.”

“George! No!”

“You find Ivy and leave! Go!”

I heard my father running back down the stairs

She walked into my room. I heard the ruffling of sheets, the opening of my toy chest. Then she said, “Ivy, please come out! This is serious. Where are you?”

“Ah, Ruthie. We meet again. Too bad we meet under these circumstances.” said a new, strange voice.

“Adrian. Please-,” she pleaded.

“I’m afraid it’s too late,” said the stranger.

“No.”

“Ruthie, I’d never hurt you. You know that. Just give me the child.”

“What could you possibly want with her?”

“Ruthann!” my father cried. “Adrian, please don’t.”

“Come. Let’s discuss the matter down stairs. Maybe we can come to some sort of agreement.”

“You’ll never get her,” said my mother.

“Hmm… well, we’ll see about that.”

They all walked down the stairs.

There was shouting coming from below me. I curled up tighter and tighter as the shouting grew louder and louder.

“Adrian. Please.”

“Ruthie, I’m sorry.”

“No!” my father boomed. 

Seconds later came a blood curdling put a dash between “blood-curdling” scream. It was my mother. 

“Ruthann!” cried my father. “Ruthann! No!”

“I’m sorry, Ruthie. You got in my way. Now, George, where’s the child?”

“I don’t know!”

“You too, then? So sorry to end it like this old friend.”

Then there was silence. I emerged from the closet.

“Mommy?” I said as I walked into the hall and made my way to the stairs. 

When I woke, I was sweating. The dream played back in my mind. Looking around, I realized that I was still on the couch. Aunt Kari was slumped down in her chair, asleep. The clock read 2:00 A.M.

“Kari?” I whispered. I got up from the couch and walked over to her. “Kari? Wake up!” I shook her arm.

“Mmm…,” she groaned.

“Fine. Stay there.” I went to my room and sat in the dark, waiting for sleep to overcome me. When my alarm went off three hours later, I was still awake.

“Morning!” said Aunt Kari.

“Hm.”

“What’s the matter?”

“This dream.”

“The one with the attack? Are you getting them every night now?” She sounded concerned.

“No,” I said, “this one was different. I think it was right before.”

“Oh, baby.” She came towards me, arms outstretched.

I accepted the embrace and said, “Kari, I’ve never had this dream before. Mom was looking for me. She said we had to leave. But I was hiding in the closet. I don’t know.”

“Baby, it was just a dream.”

“And then there was this guy. Andy? Aidan?”

Aunt Kari became stiff. She pulled away. “Adrian?” she said.

“Yeah, that’s it. Adrian.” She sat down at the kitchen table. “Aunt Kari?”

“You better get going,” she said.

“Who’s this Adrian guy?”

“Ivy, just go. You’ll be late for school. We’ll talk later.” She looked like she was going to be sick

“Fine. But are you okay?”

“Yeah.” She sipped her coffee.

I wish I could remember the rest of that dream! All I know is that this Adrian, whoever he is, was looking for me, but why? What did I do? I pondered this while I drove to school. And then there’s Kari’s reaction. How did she know Adrian? I wish I had more answers! It seems like the more dreams I have, the more questions there are!
“Are you feeling alright?” “all right” is two words  Jade asked me at lunch.

“Yeah. No. I don’t know.”

“Do you want to talk about it?”

“Not necessarily. It’s nothing. I just had this dream and couldn’t go back to sleep. I’m just tired.”

“That’s happened to me. Sucks, doesn’t it?”

I shrugged.

“Anyway, have you heard of Flyleaf?” She went on about how Flyleaf was so much better than Paramour. I was only half listening. I kept thinking about the dream.

“Hey,” said a voice from behind me minutes later.

I turned around to see that it was Isaac. “H-h-hi,” I managed.

“You want to sit with me?”

“S-s-sure.” I looked at Jade. She gave me a little wink and I blushed. Isaac definitely saw that, I thought

“So…,” I said as I sat down. He sat directly across from me.

“How’s your day so far?”

“Pretty good,” I said. “Despite the fact that I’m freaking tired. I had this dream last night and-,” I stopped. Jesus, Ivy! Drop all of your issues on him why don’t you!

“Go on,” he said, his velvet voice suffocating me.

“You really don’t want to hear this.”

“Sure I do! We’re friends right?”

“But…” He was looking me in the eyes, forcing me to tell him because he really wanted to know. I took a breath. I had to tell him, because he’d given me no other choice.

“Sometimes… sometimes I get these dreams about my parents.”

“What’s so bad about that?”

“They’re about my parents’s parent’s death.”

“Oh. Yeah. That does sound bad.”

“You have no idea. And this one, the one I had last night, was so… weird. I’d never had it before,” I said. “I’m sorry, you don’t want to hear this.”

 “Would you stop saying that? You need to talk to someone, right?”

“Yeah, but I don’t know anything about you! I keep talking about my issues.”

“There’s not much to me.” He leaned in close, so close that our faces were almost touching, and whispered, “Your ‘issues’ are much more entertaining.”

The bell rang. I rose from my seat and said, “From now on, we’re talking about your issues.”

OVERVIEW—

This chapter definitely was slower, not as rushed. And at the beginning, with Adrian the vampire looking for her was like “Yes! Uniqueness!” lol But the part with Isaac asking her to sit with him was a total Twilight thing. I’m sorry but that’s kind of like Meyer’s thing and I don’t know…I just think you should come up with something else to get them to talk. 

Four

‘Would Ivy Tier please report to the office,’ said the voice over the loudspeaker, right in the middle of Geometry. ‘Ivy Tier report to the office.’

What’s this about? I thought as I gathered my books and left the classroom. Did I do something? I began to panic. What if something happened to Kari?

When I reached the office, I was prepared for bad news. To my surprise, Isaac was there at the front desk, the loudspeaker mic in his hand.

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I’m breaking you out, kid.” He winked and my insides did loop-de-loops.

“Why?”

“Because. Now, get your stuff and let’s get out of here.”

“But-,”

“No time. Just do it. Don’t worry about your car.”

“What the hell is going on!” I yelled.

“Shhh! The receptionist is on break! Let’s go!”

“Um… no. That’s ditching! It’s against the rules! What if we get caught?”

“We won’t, trust me.” He was hiding something. It was in his eyes. He looked at me like he wanted to tell me something. Something crucial. I couldn’t say no, because he had me. Had me like a fish on a hook. Cute comparison :wink: lol

I got my book bag and followed Isaac to his car.

“This is your car?” I said. It was a red Ferrari. Nice car, like Edward Cullen?? Make it a really crappy car, like a complete piece of junk! That would switch things up! :wink: The sun glinted off the hood and I stood mesmerized comma staring at it.

“Yeah. Now get in. We’re going to get caught if you don’t hurry.”

“I still don’t know why you’re practically abducting me.” I got in on the passengers passenger’s side.

“I have to tell you something.”

“And you couldn’t tell me at lunch.”

“Yes. There were too many people.”

“Oh. So you have to kidnap me?”

“Yes.”

Holy crap! He’s going a hundred and five! What’s he trying to do? Kill us? “Wow! Slow down Ricky Bobby!”

“Sorry.” He slowed it down to a sane fifty-five. “I’m just… never mind.”

His car smelled new, like he’d just bought it yesterday. The interior was completely clean; not a single speck of dirt was on the floor. The leather of the seat stuck to my back.

“You can turn on the radio if you want. Just none of that country crap,” he said.

“Thanks, but I’d much rather get some answers. Where are we going?”

“The park.”

“Why?”

“I have to tell you something. That’s why. Enough questions for now. I’m trying to think.”

“Oh. So you expect me to just shut up and let you abduct me with out getting any answers?”

“Yes.”

Jerk. If you weren’t so hot, I’d break your face. I stared at the blurs of green, brown, and blue that whizzed by.

“Ivy,” he said, looking at me now. “What… what would you do if I told you I was a vampire?” he asked.

“Huh?” I said in shock. “What the heck? Why would you say something like that?”

“Because I am.”

“Don’t you dare joke like that!” I shouted.

“I’m not joking.”

“No. You are not a vampire. Stop. This is so unfair! I thought you understood!”

“Ivy,” Isaac pleaded, “Please, I’m not joking. I’m a vampire.”

“Stop! Stop it!” I screamed. It was like he had stuck a red-hot poker right through my heart. How dare he joke like that! I thought he understood! I felt tears stream down my face.

“Ivy, relax,” he said in a soothing voice.

“Relax! You expect me to relax! That’s not funny, Isaac! You kidnapped me just to make fun of me!”

He remained expressionless.

“Please. You’re making a fool of yourself right now,” he said. “And I am not making a joke of anything. I’m telling the truth, Ivy. I am a vampire.”

“N-n-no!” I sobbed. “Y-y-your lying!”

“Ivy.” He put his arm around me.

“Get away from me!” I pushed his arm away, but he’d already moved it.

“Ivy, please calm down.”

I stopped crying. Whether because I was too mad to cry or that I’d run out of tears, I don’t know. “Don’t tell me to calm down! You tell me you’re a vampire and I’m just supposed to be cool with that?”

“No.”

“I can’t believe you’d ever play a joke like that on me!”

“Ivy. It’s no joke.”

“So you are a vampire?”

“Yes, but that’s not the major issue right now.”

I was hyperventilating. If I didn’t stop, I was going to pass out and be helpless against him. Calm. Down. Right. Now! I screamed in my mind. “What do you want with me then?” I asked.

“What? No. I-,” he said.

“You’re going to kill me? Why?” I dug my nails into the leather of his seat, ready to defend myself if I needed to.

Horror and disgust swept his face. “Of course not!” He almost let go of the wheel.

“Then why are you taking me?” I tried my best to stay calm. Beads of sweat formed on my forehead.
“Ivy. Who’s Adrian?”

“Huh?”

“Adrian. Who’s this Adrian guy?”

“What do you mean? The Adrian from my dream?”

Isaac’s face went blank. “You’ve dreamt of him? That was the dream you were talking about?” He pulled the car over into the grass.

“Yeah.”

He asked me what happened in my dream. I told him I didn’t remember.

“Damn!” he cursed, and banged his fist on the dash. “Ivy, he’s a vampire. And, for some reason, he’s got a grudge against you. He’s coming to kill you, Ivy.”

Everything went black.

Very good use of emotions in this last scene. I really felt for Ivy as if Isaac really was making fun of her. You did really well with that! :D :D :D Great job! 

A sweet smell filled the mouse’s nose. He followed the trail to the source. Suddenly, everything went black. The arsenic was taking him, but he continued to sip the poisoned wine. 

He was in the tunnel, the bridge between the two worlds. He was not alive, and yet he was not dead. He could feel death overcoming him. It was demolishing his soul. He walked faster, getting closer and closer to the dim light at the end.

“Ivy!” said Aunt Kari when I woke. “Oh my god! Ivy, you’re okay! How are you feeling?”

“What happened?”

“She’s awake!” Isaac walked out of the kitchen. He dropped a wet wash cloth. It landed with a shlop! on the floor. He ran over to me. “Are you alright?” “all right” is two words
“I think so,” I said. “What happened?” How did I get here? What the heck… did I die?

“You passed out,” he said.

“How did I get home?” Passed out? Ugh. My head is spinning. Okay, I remember Isaac telling me… Oh no! Adrian! 

“I drove like a maniac,” he smiled.

I looked a Kari and asked, “Kari, who’s Adrian?”

“Can’t this wait? You really should rest.” She crinkled her forehead in concern.

“No. Tell me now,” I said. “I can’t really explain,” I looked at Isaac, “but I have to know.”

As it turns out, Adrian was once engaged to my mother. When he told her that he was a vampire, she left him for my dad. When they had me, Adrian found out and went on a jealous rampage. He swore to kill me, even if it meant hurting my mother. He came, Kari says, to get me the day he killed my parents.

I sat in silence for a minute, fighting tears all the while. Okay, this is too much, too soon.

“Now, can you please explain to me why you needed to know this?”

“Adrian’s coming,” I said. I couldn’t even understand the danger that was fast approaching.

“What?” she said. She was scared, but also skeptical. “How would you know that?”

“He knows I’m here. Don’t you see? He knew I’d be back.”

“How do you know this?”

I looked at Isaac. His bronze eyes showed concern and understanding. He nodded his head. “You see, Isaac… Isaac’s a vampire.”

“What!” She looked at Isaac with pure hatred, but also fear.

“Let me explain,” I said. I looked at Isaac one more time, just as he left the room. He didn’t need to be around for this part.

The sun had just started to set when I finally finished explaining everything to Kari. I told her about how he got me out of school and everything. 

“You see! He’s one of the good guys. He wants me safe just as you do.”

“I still don’t understand.”

“He’s not just a vampire, Kari. He’s a great guy, and I…I really like him.” And he’s trying to save me.  Then it sunk in, Isaac being a vampire, Adrian coming to kill me, the fact that I wanted Isaac, everything.

“Ivy?” said Isaac, walking back into the room. He looked like he’d been hiking in the woods. “He’s getting closer. Too close. We need a plan.”

OVERVIEW—

Very suspenseful! I really enjoyed this. This chapter was NOTHING like Twilight, so that’s awesome. Also, you did really well with Ivy’s emotions, especially in the car with Isaac, as I mentioned earlier! lol Now, hopefully this review helped you. I mean, I’m not that good at giving suggestions to people but I did the best I could with yours. I mean, I really found nothing to correct so just bear with me! :wink: 

Well, hopefully this helped. I know that you probably have had this posted forever in this forum but I just got to it now so…please PM me when you post more! 

