Shearwater, 

I hope you don’t mind my editing it this way. I have attention-troubles, so whenever I’m reading anything longer than a poem on YWS, I get distracted. Usually, I’ll just do my edits and convert it back onto YWS, but I’m incredibly lazy today. Also, most of what I’ve said are just suggestions, so take with a grain of salt xD Let me know if you have any questions.
- Audy

He flew through the chilly clouds with his hands at his side. Although it was raining, the weather was a perfect cover for him to fly at dusk with little detection. He was careful not to be seen when he flew over London’s metro area but once he reached the country side, his fears settled under the rug. 
He halted and stayed afloat in the air as his eyes scanned the train tracks. It would be here soon, he told himself. Droplets of rain hung over his lashes as he watched the night.

The train came on time and despite the weather, it stealthily moved forward with a successive speed, making little noise. His heart beat rapidly as if it was synchronized with the dramatic churn of the train’s engine. He clapped his hands together and sparks flew between his palms like wild firecrackers.


There was? no emotion evident on his face. His mind was solely fixated on one thing: to eradicate the mistake.

* * *

The train rocked steadily as it made its path towards London. The blur outside the window was a multitude of green, blue and grey smudges as Holly stared outside the window, her eyes hypnotized by the torrential coloring. She kept thinking how odd it was that the rain seemed to enhance the warm feeling of being indoors.

“Do you think they’ll be mad?” Nisha asked Holly, biting the nail on her pinkie finger.

Holly ripped her gaze away from the window and smiled at her sister. “Oh, I don’t know, you decided to skip out on aunt Rani’s birthday so you could see your boyfriend, which,” she added, “they don’t even know you have, so yeah, I don’t see any real reason for mom and dad to be angry with you.” Holly replied with a pinch of sarcasm.

Nisha frowned and picked at her fingers.

Holly rolled her eyes with a smile. “I’m kidding. Yeah, they’re going to be mad – furious in fact, but let me tell you one thing, you had the guts to do what I couldn’t.”

Suddenly interested, Nisha perked her head up.

“Yeah,” Holly said. “Remember what I did back in high school? I listened to mom and dad and you know what, possibly one of the worst mistakes I’ve ever made.”

Nisha lifted a brow and grinned. “I remember those days. You were always such a pessimist and always so depressed.”

“Still am,” Holly interrupted, pointing her finger up.  

“I couldn’t get within ten feet of you without having missiles fired at my head
,” Nisha finished.

“When I was studying locked up in my room and cramming during school to scrap by a barely legal 4.0 average, there were other kids out there making a difference during those four years. I wish I had the balls to do what you do, sis. Skip classes, have a boyfriend who lives across the country, and just be whatever the hell I want to be.” She chuckled, turning to her little sister. 

Nisha smiled and put her hand on? Holly’s knee. “Hey, you still did great. Top ten in school, got a scholarship to your university of choice. Everything else is just…irrelevant. You have a future.”

“Yippee,” Holly muttered sarcastically. “How exciting.”

“Is that why you’ve been ‘on break’ for the last two years?” Nisha asked. “I thought it was because you wanted to do some self-exploring before university but it seems like you’re putting it off for another reason.”

Holly shrugged passively. “Maybe.”

“Take charge, Holly. Only you control your life.” Nisha replied philosophically.

She smirked at her little sister. “Where’d you learn that? A fortune cookie?”

“No, I think it was a movie…”

Holly laughed and then suddenly jerked forward as the train screeched to a riveting break.

“Ow,” Holly murmured, rubbing her head.

“What was that?” Nisha asked, pushing her back against the seat and fixing her hair.

“I don’t know.” She looked out the window and noticed the train had stopped moving. “Maybe it’s the engine.”

Holly’s eyes adjusted to the stillness of the countryside and suddenly, up in the sky she observed something shooting across the open space.

“Did you see that?” Holly pointed out the window.

“See what?”

“There was something in the sky.”

“UFO?” Nisha asked dubiously.

“Come on, that’s stupid,” Holly countered. “It was more like a-”

Screams penetrated throughout the cabin as passengers suddenly began to get up and run back towards the train 
like frightened rabbits. “Fire!” they all shouted while wailing and flailing in an attempt to squeeze through the back door. Chaos erupted quickly and spread like a virus. Standing up, Holly’s eyes shifted towards the window that was near the front seats. Through the glass, she could see the curve of the tracks and the front of the train which was blazing with fire
.

“Shit, we have to get out of here!” Holly screamed. She grabbed her sister’s hand and tried to push through the crowd.

There was another explosion and the train reeled off the track and tumbled to the side, causing everyone to roll like beans in jar
. Bodies were everywhere and the last thing Holly remembered was reaching for her sister’s hand before another explosion went off and she was engulfed in flames.

* * *

Holly’s head pounded vengefully as her eyes fluttered open.

“Ugh…” she groaned, adjusting her vision to the white room. Where was she? 
She put her palm against her forehead in a futile attempt to stop her headache. She was sure that people didn’t experience menacing headaches if they were dead so she came to the conclusion that she was still pretty much alive.  

She looked around the white room, there wasn’t much inside of it besides a few rolling tables, one which had her clothes folded neatly on it, a door to the left, a few mirrors on the right wall and fluorescent lighting above
. She was lying on a white bed in a hospital gown. There was an IV in her right wrist which was connected to a clear liquid drip and a monitor that showed her vitals.

“Hello?” she called. “Nurse?” Holly needed to know if her sister was okay.

The door opened and three men stepped in, startling her. Two of the men began to play with the machines and write down her status. The other one stood before her, watching her like a hawk through his large circle glasses.

“Where am I?” she asked him.

He turned away and looked at the door as it opened up to an older looking man. He had grey hair and plenty of wrinkles around his grey eyes. He stood a bit hunched and although he looked old, there was an aura of power that he emitted the second he stepped into the room.

“The subject has awakened, Dr. Wright,” the man said.

“Give her a sedative for the first phase,” the man said, walking around the bed and analyzing her. “Prepare the MI4. It’s time.”

“Yes, doctor.”

The doctor nodded. “I’m departing for Chicago so I hope you don’t mess this up, Samuel,” he said. “When I return, she must have gone through all phases or our plan will not work.”

“Of course, doctor.” Samuel looked at him intently.

“Good.” The doctor left immediately without sparing Holly another glance.

Holly’s heart race picked up. Maybe this wasn’t a hospital after all, didn’t doctors have to introduce themselves and have some sort of bedside manner, she questioned.  

“Hey,” she called out. “Where am I? Is this a hospital?” The other two men disconnected the clear drip and took out a red liquid. Holly’s eyes went wide as she looked at the murky liquid. “What are you doing to me?” She quickly sat up in fear. “Where is my sister? What’s going on?!”

The man narrowed his eyes and walked up to the bed. “Strap her down!” He grabbed her arm and cuffed it to the bed with something similar to a larger version of a cable tie.  

Holly growled. She wasn’t going to let herself be anyone’s test subject. With a quick jab, she elbowed one of the lab technicians in the face and knocked him out. At the same time his head crashed into one of the rolling tables, an alarm blared from above. Using that second, she pulled out her IV and swung her legs off the bed.

Samuel’s eyes opened wide and he pointed to the red liquid. “Save the serum! They’ve found us!” He ran for the door but before he could open it, the door kicked off, knocking Samuel to the floor. Someone walked in. He was like the Eiffel tower dressed in black
. The last standing technician grabbed a steel tray and ran at him at full force, screaming. The stranger took a step back and at the right moment, kicked his leg up onto the man’s chest, hurling him to the floor.

The stranger looked at Holly and walked towards her quickly. Under the lighting, she could see his face sketched with concern.  She used her free hand to grab a scalpel from one of the open trays. She forced 
the tiny blade at the stranger.

“Stay back, Spartan,” she hissed with wide eyes. “I’m warning you,” she added when the stranger slowed down and put his hands up.

“I don’t care if you pulled a Leonidas on everyone, tell me what the hell is going on here! Who are you?” His eyebrows knotted in confusion. She jabbed the scalpel towards his chest when he tried to step forward. Her mind felt like a thousand piece jigsaw puzzle with a couple of missing pieces. “Where is my sister?”

His voice was calm when he spoke. “Can’t you see I’m trying to help you?” His blue eyes probed hers. “Let me unstrap you.”

She gulped, keeping her poor excuse as a weapon up in the air and searched for anything deceptive in his eyes but only to find nothing but gentility. She lowered the scalpel and he quickly closed the distance and unstrapped her wrist with ease.

“We only have a few minutes. I have to get you out of here,” he said quickly. “Come on, follow me.”

Holly was about to play follow the leader with the tall stranger but halted in an instant. “No.”

He turned around and glared at her quizzically. “What?”

“I have to find my sister!” She looked around the room for any clues. Her eyes were wide with worry. “I can’t leave without her.”

“If she’s here, my team will find her,” the stranger replied. “Come on, we don’t have much time. Their special operations will have this building secured in three minutes. We have to get out before that.”

Holly shook her head. She wasn’t going to leave without knowing Nisha was-

“She’s safe.” The stranger said it with so much promise that Holly found herself confused. “Trust me.”

Suddenly, there was a loud explosive sound which vibrated through the walls and made the ceiling crack above her.  Debris fell from the cracks and landed in Holly’s eyes when she looked up, causing her to curse and shut her eyelids painfully. She crouched and rubbed her eyes as another explosion followed only seconds after the first, triggering the ceiling to give out.

The stranger quickly grabbed Holly; she felt his arms around her. She heard detonations and walls falling apart the next second but she also heard a faint popping sound right before her entire body seemed to collapse, as if she was being crushed by an extreme force right before she blacked out. 
�Is this an expression? I’m not too familiar with it, but I find it a bit jarring when used in this context just because it takes me away from the present scene. 


�Maybe quickly mention that these sparks/explosion collided with the train? Or that he was aiming for the train? This is just so you can be absolutely clear, as when I was reading it, it took me a minute to grasp that he was attacking the train. Or was he? See? I’m still confused.


�Oh, the irony D;


�…run back towards the aisle? They’re in the train, right?


�Meh, a kind of lackluster phrase, the word “blazing” already implies fire. You can try, “…which was ablaze” or describe how it was blazing: rapidly, fiercely – your call. 


�Lovely image :D


�Italicize thoughts? To make it clear that it is in fact Holly’s direct thoughts, rather than a third person narration of Holly’s thoughts which is somewhat different. IE: ��Juliet hummed along her path, It’s a beautiful day. 





Is different from:��Juliet hummed along her path thinking it was a beautiful day.  





One is a thought taken directly from the character and woven into the narrative, another is the third-person narration imposing a thought upon the character. Does this make sense? XD�


�This reads a bit muddled/confused, I think it has to do with the unparalleled lists.  IE��There’s a list of everything in the room:�rolling tables, door, few mirrors, fluorescent lighting��In the middle of that list there’s her clothes on one of the tables. That’s two separate sentences/idea in the middle of a list. 


�The phrase “ONE which had her clothes folded neatly on…” has this lead-in word “one” – which makes me assume that there’s going to be ANOTHER or A SECOND table that will be described next– but there’s no such table. Or at least, it isn’t described. ��So when I read the part about the “door to the left” I’m left going ….? There’s a door on a table? 





I’d just separate the sentences, or move the tables to the end of the list:�“a door to the left, a few mirrors on the right, fluorescent lighting above, and a few rolling tables which had her clothes folding neatly on top” 





Something to that effect. Just clarifying to the readers.


�O_0 Wha? This is what’s going on in my mind: 


�


I feel like I’m missing something XD


�Threatened? With the word “forced” I actually thought she stabbed him right then and there (to which my response would’ve been :O she’s so keeewwl)
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