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Casting Shadows

The air was torrid, ( Comma! and it settled about the blossom tree in a menacing beam of concentrated heat before being brushed aside by the persistent breeze that gently shook the slender branches. 
A confetti snowstorm swirled down to fall 
 upon Briar, the soft, pink flakes settling on her denim clad legs; crumpled, pink top; arms; feet; face. They swept around a discarded pair of riding boots and were ensnared in chestnut, spider-web curls. A moment later, they were brushed away by a slender, roaming hand as Briar awoke. She yawned and stretched, her oval face tilted towards the sun who which spilled generously across her features: large, hazel eyes; soft, sensual lips; rosy cheeks; a mushroom nose. She waited patiently upon the grassy mound, tears of dew quivering in her hair. 

The heat was uncomfortable, ( Comma! and what shade the tree could offer from her ferocity was certainly less than could be found in the nearby grove of orange trees but still Briar waited. Beneath her legs, the grass was dry and prickly, ( Comma! but she was persistent as the breeze came again with sweet relief. Briar shifted, straining her neck as she saw a man on horseback approaching the mound. He dismounted wearily, his shoulders hunched and his eyes darting side to side as he tied his horse beside hers to the single fence post that showed sign of having recently been moved: the ground freshly disturbed and the white paint-work carelessly chipped. 
The man's eyes settled. They had found their quarry. He began to climb the mound with ease, his riding boots flattening the grass into a crooked path. Briar stood, her arms held out to greet him, ( Comma! but the embrace was awkward.

The man withdrew and walked the distance to the tree, shuffling through the blossom petals.

“How long-” Rose 
 started angrily but calmed her voice. “How long, Eric? How long must I wait for you?”

“I'm barely even late,” Eric stated gruffly, his voice scraping against the tension in the air.

“Don't pretend to misunderstand!” Briar approached his unyielding back, her arms held out. “How long-” she wrapped her arms about his torso, feeling the sweat entwined with his white shirt. “-must I wait-” Briar placed her head on his shoulder, her chin fitting smoothly into the nook. “-for us.” 
And then she kissed the face turned up to her—the face with slate features and a prickly beard but with such a kissable mouth, cracked and dry from the sun's abuse. Briar kissed him harder, eager to revitalise that doorway to their love but Eric broke away. His body trembled, ( Comma! and he ran a nervous tongue across those same lips as if to wipe away the touch of her mouth on his. Her lavender perfume lingered on his shirt and his sweat on hers.

“Sophie-”

“But she's not here!” Briar cut in, her voice reaching a crescendo 
screech.

“She's here,” Eric said, pointing at his head and then flattening the hand against it, groping through his soft, blonde hair as if to reach the woman ensnared in his thoughts.

“You can't let her come between us,” Briar pleaded, taking his hand away and holding it between both of hers.

“Neither can I forget.”

“Then she will always be a shadow in your life.”
This was good, especially for a first attempt at romance? Really? Very well done, in that case!

However, I shall crit as if you are experienced. ‘Cause, you know… that’s my job.

Characters
I can see them, but I can’t see the reality in them. I didn’t really get to know them. However, this was meant to be a flash-fic, if I can assume correctly, so there’s not much you can do. Considering the flash-fic theory, they went rather well, I think. They can always be improved, whether through description or dialogue or actions, but I think they were well enough.

Briar seemed to be quite the whiney type, but that’s me not knowing what has happened before. I kinda wanted her to shut-up. 

Eric was better portrayed. He looked distracted just as he was supposed to be. You did well with him. I wanted to go hug him.

I wish I knew more about Sophie, though… Hm.

Dialogue
I pointed out in that one sentence how you broke it up with actions. It made the quote all choppy and grody. Try to avoid that, especially if the quote was supposed to be sweet and gentle and “Aww!”

I think you could use the dialogue a bit more to explain who Sophie was. Just subtly tell the reader what happened. I’ll trust you know what I mean because you’re more amazing than I am, but ask me if you don’t get it. Just don’t have the two of them breaking each other’s dialogue. It gets a little irritating, and allowing them to not interrupt each other and completing the quotes will give the reader more information. 

Unless…you meant to leave a mysterious ending? Give the reader some wonder.

I did not like this phrase. Down to fall. Maybe just “down” would work.

Description

I don’t know exactly what time period this is. I assumed it was a Wild West cowboy –type period at first, but then I saw all this greenery, lol. 
So, the only complaint here is the setting. Is this a hill overlooking the city? I’m not sure where to put this mound on which they’re standing.

Overall
This was really cute, especially for being your first romance attempt. It was a cute flash-fic, and I wasn’t happy that you ended it so abruptly. You should really put some meat on this for a nice little short story. I have so many questions I want answered, and your romantic blips are really cute too. (Just recently have I discovered a respect for romance. It’s so weird…and creepy.)

You also said you typed this up quickly before sending it to us. You probably realized later, though, that you had a bunch of spelling errors. Spelling and Grammar Check ftw! Lol. 

That’s all, pretty much. Very cute piece, and keep writing!
�This would be one run-on sentence. Though it was an excellent starter, it dragged on for a while; and I got lost.


�I did not like this phrase. Down to fall. Maybe just “down” would work.


�Take a look at this previous sentence and note how long it is. It just goes and goes and goes…


�Who? I thought she was Briar.


�I think you broke up the quote a bit too much. It was well-punctuated, but I don’t think it works well with this particular quote.


�This was a little random, I think.


�I don’t think this is the right word. Crescendo means to increase. It’s more of a verb than an adjective. At least, that’s what I think.


�This is quite the run-on sentence, lol.





