Chapter 1


“I love you; IloveyouIloveyouIloveyou,” I needed to spit it out, well scream it, or it would have never been so. I loved him, all the time I’ve known him paid off.


“What if I loved you first?” he was reaching for me now, tugging my arm as I pulled the other way. “What if that was really possible?”


“It’s not. No way; not at all. That’s like you not knowing I am mad about you.”


“I had no clue,” he wondered as he started to stop pulling my arm.


Okay, I need to start from the begging, so stop. This whole paragraph seems a little confusing. You should describe what’s going on in a little bit more detail. 

Click. Rewind. This sentence is kinda cute. 

Midnight, that’s my name. I had always lived in the same bustle of Houston, Texas. I lived with my 30 year-old brother and my 47 year-old mother. I am 16 and a sophomore in high school. My hair is brown and to my chest, my eyes are gray-and-hazel things, and I’m five-foot-five. The shape of my eye are oval, my nosed curves slightly, and my lips are small, but equal. My neck is a little longer in length than others, a tiny set of an hour-glass, and slankey legs (they’re longer than my torso; my hips are high). My feet are short with a regular arch. I weigh 125 pounds with no mussel. My skin is tan, but translucent. I have low check bones and a normal forehead. This paragraph is an info dump. You’re TELLING us what she looks like when you need to SHOW us. 

I’ve been home-schooled until I was in eighth grade. I keep my grades at least at a 3.2 average. I have no ‘group’ I fit into like the others. I’m just the bookworm, alone-at-lunch, nothing-to-do-on-weekends girl. By high school I was best friends with a girl named Shelly Taylor. 

Shelly was older than me, a year, three months and two days, to be exact. She was perfect in every way, even the tan anyone ever wanted. She had blonde hair, blue eyes and perfect lips to go with her perfect smile. Her cheek bones high and ears pointed – like an elf. She wore contact lenses and her eyebrows were always lifted when she was confused, but they were thin and brown. She was tall and the tiniest middle of an hour-glass shape. Shelly’s Legs were long; to say the truth, this girl was a model! I did not see why she was friends with me instead of the rest of the popular girls. And most of all, she has a brother, Jack, who should have been treated like a god.  

I don’t know where to begin describing him. Let’s start from the top. Light – the lightest— shade of brown hair. His hair length is longer than normal guys; it went down to the bottom of his chin and choppy all the way around. He had fair skin laid upon him. His cat eyes were always on me when I was in the room. They were greenish-blue and his nose was original. His lips were perfect, curved in the right spots, and puckered at the bottom. His high check bones seemed to run in the family. Jack’s forehead was normal and ears, also – unlike Shelly’s. His neck was gorgeous, along with his nicely-built chest. His body was all proportionate. His voice reminded me of a movie star, sweet and sensitive but grasping like he would fight for what he wants. His activities impressed me; they included baseball and playing guitar. Jack was a little muscular, and graceful in every way. Same thing with the above paragraphs; way too much info dumping for the first chapter. 

Anyways, back to my family, my brother worked at some hot-shot record company, RockStar, I think, and had to be moved to California. He sends money to poor-working Lily once a week for $5,000. He, Michael, says she needs the money, and shouldn’t be working at her age. My mom, Lily, had always accepted them, which I did not get, and buys all the luxuries she wants. And Michael doesn’t care as long as she’s spending it and using all the money.

 My mom is taller than normal women, with dirty-blonde hair. Other than that she is me. Or I, her. Either way, we look like each other.


My brother was different form the family. My mother had said our father, who lives in New York City, is not his biological father. So, looking like neither family, my brother has jet black hair covering his eyes. He did inherit, from my mom’s side, the low cheek bones. His nose was Italian, and his mouth is bigger at the bottom. His face is heart-shaped, and his shoulders square. He is slender – he looks like a high school jock. His eyes were blue; which was strange for us.


My dad lived in New York with his fairly new wife, Marissa, and three children, Saige, who is nine, Liam, who is four, and Paige, who is three and a half. He is short, which I get from him. Dark eyes, hair, full lips, and normal cheek bones. The only extra ordinary on him is his long arms, on his rounded chest with his slender body. That’s my dad.

This is still too close. You need further explanation. 

I was in bed one night about a month into high school, thinking really hard about a lot of things; random almost. Like the first days of junior high and high school. My ‘bff’ Shelly and her ex-boyfriend Babin came into memory first. Those were the first and only people I talked since the eighth grade when I switched to public school.

High school freshman year, I am 15 and desperate for some change now. When I met my best friend, Shelly Taylor, and her former boyfriend and I his new ‘lover,’ Babin Shapely, and I quickly became friends with her and her boyfriend. He had ideas on me, I could tell. This sentence is a little confusing. 

Babin had a long way ahead of him. He was, to say, cute – like a tall baby. Straight nose, with wide-looking eyes, and normal (you describe a lot of things as normal in this piece, why don’t you say ‘average’ or something other than normal?) lips. Little chin and a big ego to go with his big mouth (Lol) (describes his personality). He had some baby weight still on him, to say the truth; I don’t think he was cute at all, by second glance.

But, back to Shelly, she was awesome – she was pretty and straight forward with everyone. She was ditzy, and that was hilarious as long as you weren’t on her bad side. Shelly loved being center of attention, so laughing with, or at, her was fine. She loved coming to my house and watching movie – I hated the scary ones she loved—sleeping over and hanging out in clothing stores. Even though I was shy, she tried to break my force field. She always picked out new clothes for me, and, since her dad was a high-standard lawyer, she dressed me in everything she liked. Mr. Monroe Taylor, her father, loved to give his baby girl, well only girl, everything that contented ‘giving’ heart.


I was finally asleep when my dream started, I dreamt of falling, into a hole or something. Somebody was there to catch me at the bottom. Someone I’ve never seen. He was monstrous, but soft in some way. It was like a lion, in a den, catching me.

“Sleep,” he said “It will all be fine in the morning.”

“Is it true?” I whispered quietly to my new friend of a lion.


The lion was clearly not joking, though it was a dream, I took it seriously. The loin was huge. He must have been nine feet on his back paws. He, standing an all fours, was a little taller that a Labrador retriever. He was, of course, yellow, with a thick, choppy mane. He gestured me over to him. He laid on the ground.

“Come, lay by me,” his head bowed to his torso, “I can keep you warm.”


“Can I ask you something, helpful stranger?” I manage to say after taking to slow step toward him. I was scared, somewhat, but I knew I was protected. 


“Anything you like, Midnight,” he said, very sensitive.

“I would like to know the name of my lion,” I told him very soft and gently. Now I was laying on him, my head by his chest and by his right arm; he was laying on his left side, back to the cold stone wall behind us. He was now looking me dead in the eyes. They were blue and green. Like an obvious turquoise color. They were drop-dead dazzling; I really want to melt in them. I don’t know how, but I scooted up and his think mane was warming me now. Then a few seconds past by. And I think he got furious, but tried not to show it.


“What? Your lion?” The loin that was nice a few seconds ago was now on its paws, pacing, and I on my feet. I knew this was just a dream, but to me, it was almost reality.

“No, I meant savior. Well, I think. I really did offend you?” My eyebrow was coming up like Shelly’s. “I’m so sorry”


“No, I feel danger, and shock, I could never be for just you. Or for you at all. I’m so sorry, Midnight. But I will always, in every manner, be here for you. It is the danger for you, I fear and feel. It’s hard to explain.” He explained it as I liked him or something. A loin!? Hah!


“Sorry, my friend, what is—”

“No! Not a friend, nothing other than helpful. It’s Alexander. Please do not make it as complicated as it is.” He said as he lie back down, again. I followed him. As soon as we were in our comfortable position we were in earlier, I fell asleep. Then I woke up frighten by the sound of my alarm clock and because Alexander was roaring, even though it was a dream.

I got up vastly quick and gotten dressed in some clothes Shelly had bought me as a present for my 15th birthday a week after I had been in high school. It was quite ‘early’ because we’ve been in school for a month and my birthday it not until November 21. Right now it is October. I think she just needed a reason to shop. And of coarse Mr. Taylor could not refuse his daughter. It was a pinkish-purple, Aeropastle shirt. With the word ‘Aero’ written on it in pink and the American Eagle, I think, jeans she had gotten me last week. With some name-brand Abercombie & Fitch flip-flops – pink. And, did I mention Shelly loves coming over and organizing my stuff.

“Well,” I explain to her one day she was over “My mom buys the clothes. She knows all these store brands.”


“That will change,” Shelly said, I think evilly.


Now, I was ready for school. I ate a Pop-Tart for breakfast and was on my way to met Shelly outside. In her baby, she likes to call it. It was a 2008 Convertible Mustang, navy blue, with the cover down, like always. She was sitting in the front seat, dark sunglasses, which were odd because they were always light blue, her favorite color. She was wearing blue, and she left me purple, but her shirt was navy and Aeropastle, like mine, but blue. She whore bootleg jeans, so she did, and to finish her outfit, sandals, with a pedicure.

When I got into the car, she immediately started driving off.


“Why the sudden change, is black the new blue?” I asked jokingly. She didn’t answer. She just glanced at me, and then looked away. Her straight, blonde hair was blowing in the wind, as always. Then, we stopped in the school parking lot. She started staring at me now. I look dead into her eyes, or at least were I thought they where.


“Yeah, sure,” Shelly said so silently I almost didn’t hear it. She was looking down now, letting the top of the car come over our head. She drove me to school on a daily bases, but she usually talk about what happened the night before, or plans of the weekend. Then she pulled off her glasses, and I seen why she was wearing them instead of her other ones. Her eyes were black, or purple, clearly, she was tired. She must have not have gotten any sleep last night. She would have been wearing make-up, she was really tired.

“Shelly, did you sleep at all last night?” I asked curiously.


“No, my brother kept me up,” that explain why she was not jamming to her radio; it was off this morning. But she had a brother? I know I’ve never been to her house, and there were many students with the last name Taylor at our high school. She continued, “We’ll talk later about this, at lunch, okay?”

“Sure, whenever,” I told her, though I wanted to know what mysterious ‘Taylor’ was her brother. 


So I went through two, two-hour classes before lunch. English and math which is the most interesting of them all. Lunch came slowly, when I finally met up with Shelly, we went into the lunch line and went quickly to our table, I wonder who she sat next to when I wasn’t here. Then we finally, we sat down, and she began the talking.

“So, you want to know why I was up last night, huh?” She ask me with her eyebrows up, not in confusion this time.


“Umm, yeah, I mean unless you don’t want to talk about it.” I explained to her.


“Well,” she said in some relief, “My brother kept me up last night, because he was worried about his possessions ……”

Why kept Shelly up all night for his possessions…….?

“His possessions….?” I asked, it had to come out sooner or later.


“Umm, I was hoping I didn’t have to go into further explanation……” She looked up, shyly embarrassed


“Ohh, I’m sorry I shouldn’t have asked. But, can I know if he goes to this school or not? I mean this is a different district from my junior high and………”


“He was so tired this morning, that he didn’t come to school today,” She interrupted me “I didn’t want to let you down and not come in the morning, then explain this crap tomorrow........” She trailed off eating her food. “Sorry,” she whispered.

“It’s okay, besides I’m the nosy one who should be apologizing to you.” I smiled at her. “Sorry.”


She didn’t look at me; she just started at her plate.


“So what is your brother’s name?”


“Jack, Jack Taylor. He’s in your grade level, though he looks older than he seems; he never did fail a year, I really don’t know why he looks older.” She said kind of confused this time. I was also confused at this, too.


Hmmm….. I thought to myself, Jack Taylor………. Who is he? I knew him from somewhere, I just don’t know where.


“I think he might be in your 3rd class, like after lunch,” she gulped, she was scared. Then, suddenly, the bell rang for 3rd hour. Now I couldn’t talk to her, but at least I now had a face to the mysterious name. I now knew who she was talking about, but why would she be scared to tell me about him? Ohh well, I’d find out later.


Science, blugh, was boring, but only an hour. So was Social Studies, thank goodness! Finally, P.E., last period, came. We dressed out and played a couple rounds of volleyball, I wasn’t the best, or the worst, so I was on the left side in the front.

When I got home, by of course, Shelly, I went straight to little bit of homework I had, it was Thursday and all of it was due Friday. On the car ride home it was quite again, I could tell Shelly was really down the way her usual hyperness did not satisfy her body. As I got out the car she finally said something.


“My brother will be back tomorrow, you will see him in science and in P.E., I think… I will call you later, maybe you can come over this weekend... If you want, you can sleep over and do each other’s make-up and our nails,” her tired eyes now almost excited. I think she seen I was still wondering about her brother, she was trying to stall. 

I went into the house, and my mother was sitting on the sofa, serious. She gestured me to sit by her, she look worried. I sat next to her and I think hell began that moment, as almost everybody would explain it.

“Have you been, umm, playing around? Just to let you know, I can help.” Lily was confusing me.


“Umm, what are you—” suddenly I knew what was coming, “No, mom, gross! Ewww. No, why did you bring that up?! Gross.”


“Baby,” She said sincerely. “Baby, who is Alexander? Where did you meet him? Are you and him dating? You were talking about him in your sleep, and I got worried.”

“No, mom, don’t worry, it was just a dream. Alexander was a lion, in my dream…..” I explained to my mother. She looked dumbfounded.


“Okay, well, that’s all I need. I didn’t want to become a grandmother for my youngest at 47. Eppp. Night then, dinner is on the stove, I’ll be out with Michael for supper, goodnight, love you, baby.”

No wonder she was wearing nice clothes, I’d notice when I walked into the door. Michael was a nice guy. He deserved my mother, the care-giver she was. The vegetarian, animal-lover role model, I loved. 


Michael was six-foot-three, tall for us, blue eyes, shaggy blonde hair, and looked 20 years younger from his 48-year-old self. He was built nice and had a great family smile. It happened to be Babin Shapely’s dad, which was hilarious. One, that was my best-friend’s ex-boyfriend, two, he had a crush on me, and three, his dad was dating my mom. Wait, WHO has a crush on the main character? The 48 year old? Try clearing that up. 

I went into my room at four o’clock after talking to my mom and watching television for an hour. I was tired; also, it was like I hadn’t slept throughout that dream last night. So I went to take bath, then dress in my comfortable pajama pants, a t-shirt, and sweat shirt. By five-thirty, I was out; I slept like there was never an end to it.

I had another dream, and about the lion, Alexander. He was doing something in the corner, like he was hiding something from me, which was aggravating. I tried to see what he was handling.


“Stop it,” He said gruffly. “Leave me to my peace, wait over there and I will be there in a second.”


Nothing had changed to the den. The sun going down; it was dark, and there was a fire towards the middle. And, as he said, I waited, and in exactly a minute, he was there. He laid on the floor by the fire.

“Come, sleep, again. It will be safe in the morning,”


“Can I ask you something else, night, again?” I asked.


“What, darling, anything.” He said sweetly and softly. I wondered why, he was just as emotional as a human and can actually express them in human traits. 


“What am I hiding from? I remember falling and that’s all. Can you tell me?”

“Of course, silly, I can, but then I would freight you. So, I’m not going to tell you.” He said jokingly.


“Well, how can you talk? I mean—” I was interrupted.


“I am a protector. I am human, that is also how I can express my feelings. But I can do anything, anything at all, as long it is protecting somebody or something.”


“Can you show me your true form?!” I said, really excited. He started getting up, so I sat up, placing one arm on the ground for support, then I realized I was wearing what I went to sleep in; that was odd. I heard him mutter something under his breath.

“Here goes nothing,” He whispered to himself.


Before it happened, the transformation, I woke up. 
Chapter 2

That morning was a shock; I woke up later than ever. And, to find, there was a different car sitting outside this morning. 2009 Corvette was out there this morning instead of the usual Mustang. It was black, with an orange racing stripe down the side. It suddenly reminded me of the lion. And I was surprised.

I finally got dressed, and then I went down to grab a nasty cereal bar, and finally got out of the house. I was wearing same nice-looking jeans, and a white t-shirt, so big that it was tied in the back. I looked skinny, scary skinny. When I got to the car, with my black backpack over my shoulder, the window rolled down and an older-looking guy was in it. It was a Taylor, clearly. His high cheekbones were just simply apart of the family. 


“I’m not taking you to school in that,” he said, sweetly and grasping. Wow. He was it. The whole thing, and a bag of chips. 


“Umm, okay,” Is all I could get out. He smiled. Showing his straight as can be teeth. Oh my gosh, this guy was perfect in everyway.


“Hi, I’m the crazy possessions-owner of your best friend. Hi, I’m Jack.” He said still smiling. I was still. I had to be crazy to be talking to this, this perfect thing. I was still dreaming, and I knew it. I guess I looked pretty crazy as I thought this situation was, because he coughed to get my attention.


“Ohh, I’m sorry.” I said quickly.


“It’s okay, I get that a lot, now go get dressed. You need some color.” He was right. I was pale and white looked worse, so I went inside, running.


“You’re just like your sister,” I said as I was still running into my house.


My house, I loved my little house. Since my mother was pregnant, I had my own spot upstairs, in a re-done attic. It was comfortable and quite. My room was white, with a regular-sized closet and a dresser. My bed was a twin, and I had a small stack of homework on my tiny desk, with lots of movies, that I alphabetized in my spare time.

I hurried to my dresser finding a decent shirt to wear for the ‘god’ outside of my window. It was white, of course, but with designs and he couldn’t say no to it.


When I got outside, he smiled and rolled the window down again.


“Come in, I don’t bite,” he said jokingly. He chuckled. Then I opened the door and climbed in. It was a good five-minute drive to school, but almost the whole time I was looking at him. Even though I woke up late this morning, he was early, and so we were early to school. He had turned off the ignition and took the key off and looked at me. He was wearing sunglasses, so I never caught a glimpse of his eyes. They were rectangular, the glasses, and pitch black. He looked at me and pulled them off a few seconds after, instantaneously. He looked into my eyes. He had something on his mind, and even though I knew him only five minutes now, I wanted to know.

“If it is not nosy of me, why didn’t Shelly come?” he was looking down now.


“She was too tired. I kept her up all night last night, and the night before, as you know it. I’ll talk to you in depth at lunch. That’s what Shelly said and she never really talked to your main character about anything at all.  But, I’m crazed about what is mine and what is not. I something gets hurt, well, touched, I would die.” He said, roughly. I wondered what was so fragile, but I didn’t ask.


“Do you mean someone?” I asked, trying not to correct his statement.


“Yeah,” he smiled. “Someone.” He was looking at me now, with a dazzling smirk. To say the truth, I was scared.


It was sluggish waiting for lunch to come. Usually, Shelly let me know when she wasn’t coming to school, so it was annoying waiting for Jack. I just went straight to the lunch line. After, I sat down and five minutes later, he showed up with a little plate of mashed potatoes.


“Hi,” he said and flashed a quick smile. “So you want to know the deal?” He said, and then, I guess, his friends came by.


“Hey, come over here. We need to ask you about your hot sister,” one said, and I noticed him. He stared at me in math class every day. Umm, Gray, I think. 


“I’m going to sit with her today, Greg. Sorry.” he said, truthfully, I didn’t think he wanted to sit with Gray, or Greg, I think I was just the excuse today.


“Ugh, but you owe us Monday, again.” Greg clarified me; I think I was right when I said Jack didn’t want to sit by him.

“Okay, okay,” Jack murmured quietly. As he pulled the seat out I noticed he had a ring. I didn’t know what was on it, but it made me curious. I stared at it as he sat down; it sparkled in the light. It caught my interest like a baby and a lot of keys on a key chain. He moved his hand in front of me. Then I realized, I was day-dreaming.

“Ohh, sorry. I was trying to figure out what was on your ring. It caught my attention like a baby with some key.” I couldn’t help but say what’s on my mind, and that can be good, but mostly bad. He chuckled and kept his beaming smile.

“It’s okay. My ring is just a family thing. Shelly wears one, too. Which brings me to my next point, I kept her up again last night, and well, she told me she gets to stay in today and she left me to do the explaining of my belongings. Well, first, do you have to know, and if you did would you need me to go in depth and, second, it will be a secret that will be hard to explain. Ohh, and, three, pretend we’re best friends, just so I don’t have to sit with those idiots, of ‘friends,’” He answered my question, even though it was in my head. I was right, he really didn’t like them.


“Well, I’m okay. I am curious, but you don’t have to explain, I mean your sister didn’t care. I told her it didn’t matter, but she told me about your property anyway. Okay, so, best friends?” I asked questioning, kind of confused. 

“For real, you don’t want to know a thing. Usually when this happens, people always ask us why we are out of school. Why we aren’t coming. You’re the first I heard that doesn’t care.”


“I do so care!” I argued. I did, but I didn’t like being in people’s business; I sure didn’t want them in mine.


“Okay then, you don’t want to know anything?” He raised an eyebrow, but, unlike Shelly, he wasn’t, surely, confused.


“I want to know it all,” I laughed. “But I can only know what people want me to. I wouldn’t want you to pull yourself into my business. Unless, you want to be in my issues or vice-versus, do you get me?” I asked. I hoped he’d say yes, unless he wanted me to know.

“Well, yeah I do, but I want you to know, sort of. I’ve always waited for someone who wanted to know. You, out of most people, should want to know, but you don’t. I really get you, but you don’t seam bother by it.” He was acting weird, I think. Why would he want me to know? That was confusing. I was, like I keep saying, was curious. I just don’t want to interfere with anyone’s affair; does anyone?

“Like I said, I would like to know it, but I don’t think I want you to get into my information. But, of course, I have no life other than your sister, and her crazed life. And, well, shopping and watching scary movies with her,” I said lightheartedly laughing. He smiled gleamed brighter. I loved it; I wish I could just stare at his smiling face all day. 


“Hey, we have hour together, in about five minutes; you better eat, and fast.” – Bleck—I didn’t want the only non-meat food at the school; it was nauseating. So I just kept talking.


“Umm, if you don’t mind, can you tell me if Shelly is coming back Monday? And yeah, I think I would like to know how much these belongings are worth keeping your sister up.”

“Now we’re talking. Shelly will be back no later than Tuesday, if she is not here, I will be, don’t worry about that. Well, you know earlier when you asked me if it was someone I was protecting, instead of something?”


“Mmhmm, yeah. Why?” I asked.


“Well, it’s sort of bo—”


The bell rung and we had to go to science.


We got into class a little late. He didn’t mark us tardy, thank goodness. But, unlucky, all the desks were taken, and we, Jack and I, had to sit next to each other. We walk in the doorway together and to our seat, him following me, while everyone stared at us. I think they were think we were dating. Ewww. Yeah, he was cute, but I wouldn’t be caught dead with him. No offense to Shelly, he was annoying. He wanted me to know; after I told him to keep it to himself. Like I say again and again and again, I wouldn’t want him in my issues, so why should I be in his? Okay, Jack didn’t really tell Midnight anything new. He’s just being all mysterious. Is he being mysterious on purpose? 
Summary: 

All in all this seems like a very interesting piece. It needs some work though. You do a lot of telling and not a lot of showing. Your characters seem pretty interesting and the plot does too, but work on your descriptions. This seems like its going to turn out to be some sort of fantasy story, but if not, that’s ok. ( I’m interested to see where this goes. 

If you have any questions, PM me. And welcome to YWS. 
