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Okay I’ll get on with the review.
It's dark. The clouds hang low in the sky, painting the world like an old photograph Why “old” photograph? Mention their grayness, like a black nd white photo, or something like that The sun can't break through. 

My shoes keep my feet from getting coated in the gritty sand, but I can see that it is wet, can feel the thicker texture to it when it doesn't cave-in cave in, no - under my feet. The rain last night Reword? “Last night’s rain”  washed away the remnants from whatever games where played yesterday Try not to use whatever, your vocabulary is far beyond it :P . Behind me lie the sole blemishes – a straight line of my shoe prints. They draw attention to themselves, but there's no one around to pay any attention to them This sentence would be even stronger if it was rearranged. If I may, I’ll give a suggestion. Feel free to ignore it :P “They stand out bluntly against the rest of the weather-flattened sand, but there is no one here to notice them.” . 

The beach is empty today, just like me. Nice!
----- 

"What are you doing?" I asked. 

She ignored me, throwing her arms above her head and spinning. Her yellow curls – golden beneath the afternoon sun – lifted off her shoulders, spinning and spinning don’t repeat spinning. Use another word. Twirling, rotating, whirling, you name it.  along with her, beckoning me to come too. 

"Dancing!" she said, her voice like substitue “like” for something else, it makes the good sentence less… good?  a music of its own. 

"But there's no music." 

"You don't need music to dance, Mike!" 

----- 

This is a good way to do it. I'm so sick of the silence, but the ocean isn't quiet. It's an endless recording of noise: waves splashing against rocks, the dock, creating a foam cover creating a foam cover sounds odd. Where do you mean it is, on the waves or on the rocks? ; gulls crying out to each other, looking for food, killing, scavenging; the echo of my shoes as I walk down this fucking I’m all for using swearwords in stories, but this one doesn’t work, sorry. It’s more touching without the swearword, its too much of a contrast endless dock. 

----- 

"You're crazy!" I told her as she swirled around again, but I realized that/found that/caught myself was laughing. 

"It's fun! I promise!" She reached out to grab my wrist, pull me closer. 

"Fine. But if someone laughs at me…" 

"Who's going to laugh? The trees?" 

"You." 

She drew up right next to me, lifting her mouth to my ear. "I wouldn't “would never” or something of the like sounds stronger than the shortened “wouldn’t” laugh at you." 

She drew back and pulled a little harder, her soft hand clasped in mine, and I relented. I couldn't stand to be the one causing her to stand still when she was made to be in motion, even if there was no one but me around to see. 

"So what am I supposed to do?" 

----- 

I shove my hands deep into my pockets, ignoring the lint as soft as the warm sand that shifted beneath my feet; the paper clips, slashing my fingers, sharp as rocks; the pen I broke when the fucking this one works :D conference wouldn't end, never ended, the remaining ink as blue as the water that flowed over the rocks. I ignored the ocean ocean inside his pocket? Elaborate. inside my pocket, a smaller version of what I was walking above, of what I would soon be engulfed in. 

I didn't stick with one tense. bother stripping out of my Ralph Lauren suit, figuring it would help weigh me down. But even with my shoes, I don't think I'm heavy enough. And I don't want to come back up once I do it. maybe substitute “once I do it” for something more dramatic, such as “once I’ve been below the tumultuous surface of the water” 

Maybe I should have put rocks in my pockets. I heard of some author who did that once – it sent her straight to the bottom. This sentence feels like it needs some addition… I dunno, just feels like theres more to it. 

I look back over my shoulder, but I can't tell if the end of the dock's three or thirty or three hundred feet away through this fog. I try to tell myself that they wouldn't make a dock that long – that it's probably only a few steps – that if I turned around to get rocks, it wouldn't even take that long. 

But I walk forward, convincing myself that my jacket is thick, made for autumn, and that my shoes are big and heavy. 

If I turned around, gone to get rocks, I don't think I would be able to make myself come back. And I want to do this. I have to do this. 

----- 

"You're supposed to dance!" She pulled me closer, grasped both of my hands in hers. Leaned back, pulled against me, left me to do the same. We twirled around, faster and faster, both of us relying on the other to defy the gravity that was crashing down on us. 

"This isn't exactly dancing!" I yelled over the tornado we had created. 

"Is it fun?" 

She spun faster and faster, pulling me along with her. "I guess." 

"Then it's dancing!" Her smile was huge, lighting up her pale face. She was all I could see. The rest of the world – the bridge, the trees, the slowly setting sun – they all flashed by too quickly. But she was the constant. She was right there, right in front of me. 

----- 

It's easier this way. I know it's not right, but it is easier. 

I doubt this will feel good. Actually, it will probably feel like shit, having my lungs fill up with water, my clothes weigh me down, darkness darkness everywhere doesn’t seem strong enough. Try: “engulfing me” or something of the like  everywhere. 

But it can't be worse than not doing it. 

----- 

And then she was gone. 

Her fingers let go, and left me to fly through the air alone. I landed on the ground with a thud, and couldn't get my head to stop swimming long enough to focus on her. 

But I heard her laughter – the music to her dance. 

"I thought you said you wouldn't laugh at me," I accused. 

"I'm not laughing at you," she replied, spinning and spinning, closer and closer to the water. She paused for a minute, leaned over, her hands on her knees, a big smile on her mouth. "I'm laughing with you!" 

The way she said it, the way she looked, it made me laugh too. She was acting just like a little child, innocent and carefree and happy. The way I used to be. The way she made me again. 

But my head was still spinning from our dance, and though I tried to focus on her smile, I couldn't. She became part of the background, just another tree that flashed by every once in a while. 

----- 

I'm standing here staring out at the ocean, big and menacing, just waiting to eat me up, and all I can think is how much bigger it is than me. I mean, it's bigger than everyone, but it just feels like I'm even smaller than everyone else in the world. Like nothing will happen when I jump in – that no water will even have to move to compensate for my body. Like there's not enough of my body to matter. Wow. This is profound.
It's hungry. The waves claw at me, splashing my legs, my arms, my face, desperately clinging to anything it can reach. Come, it's saying. Come with me – I'll keep you safe. I'll make you feel better. I'll take away all the pain. 

And I believe it, because it's easier. 

----- 

"Are you going to get up?" she asked as she looked down at me. I shook my head, not wanting to be dragged into twirling around again, not after how dizzy the last dance made me. 

"Fine. I'll dance by myself!" She swung her arms out again, her laughter flying up into the air, her body seeming to follow. 

And then she tripped. 

The river behind her engulfed her, dragging her under, pulling her along. The currents were strong, the water ghost white. 

It thrashed her around, knocked her head into rocks, made her go limp. I tripped over rocks and roots as I ran towards her – I couldn't get my eyes off her to look where I was going – and it slowed me down too much. By the time I jumped into the water, I knew she was unconscious. 

My clothes weighed me down; my shirt clung to my body. The water was an army – getting in my eyes and blinding me, getting in my mouth and poisoning me. The rocks stood firm, slicing my arms and shirt as I fought my way past, pushing the soldiers away. 

My eyes stung – I refused to close my eyes, to let her out of my sight; so water slapped right against them. I didn't struggle as my body got cut up from the rocks underneath that I couldn't see. 

All I cared about was getting to her. 

I grasped the rock she had snagged on, the sharp edges slicing into my fingers. Her body was limp in my arms, but I managed to push her up onto the muddy ground, coughing and sputtering as I came up behind her. I sat there for a moment, stunned, looking down at her fanned out hair, the blood coating her head, my blood mingling with hers. Her body was motionless. If I had danced with her, she wouldn't have fallen. If I had looked down, I wouldn't have taken so long to jump in. If I had been stronger, I could have reached her faster. 

My fingers shook as I dialed 911. 

When I went to bed that night, her blood still coated my body. I didn't want to wash it off – I knew I would never smell like her again, and I wanted one last night. Wow. Honestly, this is REALLY good writing.
----- 

The last thing I think of is her face with her beautiful smile flashing by, just like on the day it happened when my head was so dizzy I couldn't see anything; just another tree that flashed by every once in a while. There, but out of reach. Visible, but out of focus. 

My chest squeezes as I look into the water. It's finally real. I'm not just thinking about it anymore – I'm going to jump. My eyes squeeze shut, and I count to myself. Just like jumping into a cold pool, only this time, I won't come back up. 

One. 

Two. 

Three.
Excuse me, but, holy shit!
:P

Very well done!!! Loved the story, honestly. Hope the comments are useful!

XxxDo 

