Hey there,

First off: Your story gets a bit confusing at moments. Does Carly choose to stay with the guy even though he threatens to hurt her, or does she not have a chance to escape? This is a bit blurry in the story, so you should work on that.

It is well-written though. I disagree with ChernobyllyInclined, and think you shouldn’t give up on the story. Just keep editing, improving, learning from previous mistakes, and it could really work out well.
At the moment it does need some work, and as you were told before, one of the main areas that needs improvement is the reality factor. Right now it seems to me like Carly is really quite dumb, as she keeps herself in a position of danger without any apparent logical reason for her actions. I’m guessing this isn’t what you intended. Every part of the story where a sentence occurs to me as being unrealistic, I’ll mark with a U. Don’t worry yourself too much about all the comments I make, they’re just there to help you, not to make you feel bad. 

Cher does have a point that writing about topics such as the one you’re touching on in this story goes beyond your level of maturity. It’s not creepy, per se, but it does go above the general level of a thirteen year old, regarding vulgarity.

Also, another point I agree on. Be less vulgar, please. I’m all for swearing in stories when there is a purpose to the swearwords, and when they are used to convey emotions or opinions in a manner that benefits the story or the character development, but this is taking it too far.

Though I have the feeling I can picture Carly, Aaron seems somewhat of a mystery. Is he evil, or good. Is he just playing, or would he actually hurt her. What are his intentions? Where is this story going?
Faded Fear; Chapter Two. 

If it was merely a question of impatience, Carly would've been happy to lose him, right there at the entrance of the flea-bag motel. However, he seemed determined to keep an arm at her waist - even if she could escape that, a scene was not wanted, nor needed, to ditch this one U. In such a situation, escape would be constantly on her mind, and she wouldn’t care less if someone saw it. All she’d have to do was run, and find a way to be absorbed into the crowd. As she focused entirely on the present, Aaron's voice barged into hearing, and she fought to hide a sigh. 

"... But somehow, she still refused to talk. Can you believe that? The zoo, and the museum. I swear, that woman has an aversion to intelligence, not to mention handsome men." 

"Another date gone wrong?" Carly drawled, not caring that she sounded totally uninterested in his previous relationships. "How many have turned down Mister Desperate, if I may ask? I think a safe guess would be around fifty-seven." 

Rolling his eyes, Aaron hailed a taxi. It was one of those cabs you never think will actually pull over, inching along with infuriating slowness. Glancing - after quickly becoming bored of watching its progress - at her nails, the dark-haired woman opened her mouth to subtly throw an insult in his direction. “The dark haired woman” stands for Carly? Then just say Carly, it sounds odd this way. And what is the insult? The dialogue underneath this is Aaron speaking, or so I assumed, because he says “girl” at the end of the sentence. What is going on here?

"Don't say it. Breath may not be that easy to really waste - if you're not running from some maniacal serial-killer - but time is a different matter. Do something worth the moment for once, girl." 

"Well, for one, I'm not a girl. And two--" 

Ignoring the fact that she was still in mid-sentence, he half-dragged her towards the snail-car as it inched to the sidewalk, slamming the door behind them with what she called a little too much dramatic force. You need atmosphere: what does she feel, hear, smell, fear, think, etc

"--You never answered my question." 

"Yes I did." 

"Nuh-uh." 

"Fine. I've had as many girlfriends as you have had boyfriends. That answer it?" 

Carly giggled, as if he'd just hit on an inside joke. Sorry to say it, but is she giggling with a man who threatened to rape her (in the first chapter of Faded Fear) ? Sorry, but U.

"Eh, that would take you to about four or five hundred, at least. You would've had to break up with one everyone other minute." 

"Really? So how does a twenty-one-year-old manage like you manage it? Standing in a club every day, twenty four/seven, just kissing a guy once, then dumping him? Implausible, to say the very least." 

"Yeah, well, when you've been that old as long as I have, relationships tend to clutter up around you." 

"What happened to all those guys, then? I mean..." He paused, letting his eyes roll up and down her for a few seconds. "I doubt they let you go willingly." 

"Nah. I killed them, excepting the odd nice one." 

Silence tip-toed into the cab, and it felt as though a cold breeze had come with it, sending a chill down Aaron's spine. 

Somehow, he thought, I believe her. Isn’t HE the bad one? So why is HE scared of HER? Reverse reality moment, here.

"Here," She muttered, tossing him a square of plastic Do you mean a credit card? Just say credit card, girl. The trick to description is not to avoid using common words altogether, but to use common words and add other common words to make it descriptive. . "Get us some sort of suite. I'm tired of one queen-sized bed." 

Blue eyes glinting in the sunlight, he walked over to her, one strong arm gripping her slender wrist, gentleness forgotten as they stumbled through the turnstile. Weren’t they in the cab?

"If you thought I was going to leave you out there for a second, you need a more idiotic guy to hang with." 

Plan foiled, Carly followed him quietly to the concierge desk, none of the paintings or gilded stair-rails awing her in the least. The talking that jumped back and forth between Aaron and the blue-suited employee was a low, rumbling hum of boring origins. 

"So, four-twenty-eight? Thanks so much, Ike. See ya around!" Aaron called, smiling brightly as they headed for the elevator. 

"Lazy little sloth," She grumbled, for some reason I think we all understand why she’s hoping this, so the “for some reason” isn’t necessary. hoping there would be another person inside as the doors slid open. 

No such luck. 

"Sloth, am I? But if I was a sloth..." 

No one else was getting on, and it worried Carly. He'd better not do anything stupid. See, here she’s afraid again! It makes no sense, unless she’s somewhat bi-polar or whatever that emotional disorder is called. She cant go from giggling with him to fearing him, and back. Ux500 :P

"... If you were a sloth," She absentmindedly prompted, turning to look into his eyes. Before she knew it, his hands had shot to Carly's waist, and he was kissing her; gently, carefully - but that didn't seem to make it any less surprising to the dark-haired woman.  Slap, kick, push; anything. No matter how surprised one is, in a case like this instincts take over, and she WILL take action.

"I wouldn't be able to move that fast." 

Trying not to sway as he let her go, she shot back a random fact that she wasn't sure couldn't be proved wrong. 

"I've heard sloths are actually really fast when they want to be. Just fat and lazy otherwise." 

"Yup, of course," He sighed, trying to look normal as the doors pulled open and more passengers piled in. Easier for him than it was for her, considering the man had on relatively clean jeans and a tee, while Carly's clothes could be easily mistaken for rags. RUN-ON

"... So Alicia's pregnant, and it could've been Tommy, Ken, or even Ike who screwed her? Gina, this is just getting weird." 

Two of the hotel's cleaning maids stood directly in front of them, gossiping shamelessly, and loud enough for the entire car-thing ???? NOOOOO! Never use *insert word*-thing!! I’m sure you can come up with something better. to hear. 

"I know, Haley. Who'll be next? I heard Tom's even knocked up some of the gals who've stayed here. I'm not even sure if they wanted him to, even with how hot the guy is," Gina giggled obnoxiously, reminding Carly of a frightened mouse's chattering. 

"Like, broken into their rooms at night? Cree-e-e-e-eepy!" 

"Uh-huh. But, like, wouldn't you totally pay to be them? I mean, even Ike's pretty cute." Please tell me that there aren’t people in this world who are obnoxious enough to WANT to be raped? I’m gonna call this U.  

As they droned on about which of the men would probably rape them best, Carly glanced to her right, the shiny wood vaguely reflecting a gaunt woman with dirty black hair, dark green eyes, and a half-frown marring her lips and scrunching her nose up like she'd smelt something nasty. Leaning against the wall, she closed heavy lids with a quiet sigh of relief. It took awhile to remember just how long it had been since she slept. 

Much, much too long, she thought tiredly, doors finally opening at their stop. About to follow the maids out, she squeaked as strong arms swept her into a warm, cradling hold. It felt good, but if she knew that scent, then it was Aaron who carried her. For a moment, she considered wriggling away, or yelling until he dropped her U. U. U. U. No one, let me repeat that for emphasis, NO ONE would let a creepy rapist-ish guy carry them into a hotel room unless there was a severe threat, or any situation that left no room for insubordinate behavior. , but - that smell was comforting; bittersweet, bordering on chemical, or maybe metallic, yet staying just the right balance, and reminding her of the Aaron before Becky, before she broke his heart... 

"So what about that conversation, eh? After such a moment such a moment? Reword., I worry you'll get cornered in some laundromat and... yeah," He said, lips twitching dangerously. 

"I'm sure you do, sir Calenhart. But trust me - when you've been around awhile, self-defense becomes an extremely natural instinct. Now she’s being hypocritical. She’s done nothing but help herself from bad to worse, so whatever happened to her natural instinct then?" 

He set her down outside their hotel door, swiping a card and pushing inside as a little red light came out of the closet, pronouncing itself officially green. 

Oh, Tazdren Tazdren? What’s that?, do I need sleep, she thought desperately as the little idea came into her mind. Just a small amount more of this no-rest habit and inanimate objects would start doing even stranger things, like taking showers or getting married. Makes no sense.

"Promise you won't do anything - screwy if I crash on the bed?" She mumbled, by now hardly caring if he did what are you saying here? It sounds to me like:  “Carly would barely mind if he raped her, as then she’d maybe get a few hours of sleep.” Not realistic.. 

"Promise." 

What weight do his promises hold? Why does she believe it for even a second? U.

He was saying more, but she couldn't hear it, nor see any details of the room. Stumbling to the bed, Carly collapsed gratefully, Gina and Haley's gossip from the elevator ringing in her head. 

I heard Tom's even knocked up some of the gals who've stayed here... 

I'm not even sure if they wanted him to.
Why is she worrying about what „TOM“ did when shes in the room with a man who’s capable of it himself, as far as we know? Work on the level of reality in the story. My advice:

1. Write down a list of characters, including their traits, pet peeves, fears, dreams, etc. Even if you won’t use these things in the story it’ll help you develop the characters.

2. If you want the story to work like this, make it realistic. Let him have a weapon, let him threaten her, let something happen to force her to cooperate. If people were really like this, all serial killers would have the best times of their lives. 
3. Everything I’ve marked as U needs to be reviewed. Think to yourself, try to put yourself in the situation that Carly is in, and rewrite. Don’t give up on the story, but do change it drastically.
Also, make sure your sentences flow and your dialogue makes sense to the reader, because sometimes I’ve noticed both those mistakes.

Keep writing, and good luck!! PM me if you ever edit, I’ll gladly re-review.

XxxDo.
