ELLEN

Kassie was waiting for me when I hopped off the bus. As usual she was bouncing up and down on the balls of her feet, the shine radiating off her long, tanned legs, almost blindingly.

“Hey Kas, what’s up?”
“Oh em gee!” She squealed, throwing her arms around my neck in a grip that should’ve knocked me flat, but I was prepared for her onslaught – her eyes only glinted the way they were now when she was super delighted.

“What? Don’t keep me in suspense,” I sighed, prying her arms from around my neck, pretending to gasp for air until she slapped me on the arm.

“New boy new boy new boy!” She leapt into the air with excitement.

“Woo!”
“Oh my gosh he’s gorgeous, and his family… holy shit I fell over my own feet!”
“You always fall over your own feet.”
“Shut up, this was different. And he smells so good!”
“How close were you?”
“Close enough to see his eyes – they were so violently gold I considered contacts, but no contacts are that colour! His brother would be perfect for you, too, he’s got the cutest face.”
“And this guy?”
“He’s mine – hands off!”
“Okay, slow down a little Kass, you’ve only seen him for a minute and you’re in love?”
“Totally. Who isn’t? He’s simply gorgeous!”
“Right.”
“Miss ‘I’m too good for men now’ can be locked up for a while, wait until you smell him! Oh god my heart went into cardiac, then Jonesy smiled at me and it stopped altogether. He’s a good luck charm, I swear!”
“He made you go into cardiac… and he’s a good luck charm?”
“Totally!” She squealed, jumping up and down until I grounded her with my icy glare.

“Your folks will never ever let you date. They forbid you.”
“So? Who doesn’t go behind their parents backs these days?”
“We have Machine-Gun Gracey as our homeroom teacher this year.”
When her face fell Her face fell and I grabbed her wrist, hauling her to the gate; I hadn’t noticed how the sea of students flowed around us, as if terrified of touching us, like we were a virus. My hand automatically(take this out flew to my head. I almost(she either did or she didn’t felt the blood draining from my cheeks.

“Blonde works, don’t worry.”
“Thanks Kass, but you’re a bit biased, aren’t you?”
“Sure, that’s why I’m your best friend – I tell you what you want to hear even…”
“KASS!”
“Okay, sorry, you should ease up on the hair spray next time; the top of your head looks solid…”
“Kass,” my sharp toned(change to: I warned her.(add a peroid and(take this out. She swiftly shut up, drooping her gaze when(change to: as we reached the front door. Unlike most mornings it was held open with a heavy brass doorstopper – somebody must’ve poured cement into it because the last time it’d been used the seventh graders had used it as a Frisbee.(This entire passage is needless unless doorstoppers are some major plotpoint.

“Smell that?” Kass leant up(change to: balanced on her tip toes, still(take this out shuffling forward though(take this out. Change to a semicolon ; her lips real close to my ear,(change to semicolon her warm breath unpleasant on my skin.

“No,” I grumbled, pushing her back, keeping my own(I think we all know they’re her eyes eyes straight ahead, not listening, not caring. not really looking, just moving.(extra, needless fluff To stop now would mean being trampled.

“Pause(if she’s still the giddy girl from before wouldn’t she say something like Stop!, or Wait Up like a normal teenager?, close your eyes…”
“You’re kidding me right?”
“Okay concentrate on your scent…”
Rolling my eyes, I slipped my fingers through hers so we didn’t separate and inhaled sharply through my nostrils, allowing my brain to(your brain doesn’t have a nose sampling each new odour. The usuals were there, as expected, including(if she says “usuals” we already know she expected them the stale aroma of chemicals, fierce perfumes, and a hint of body odour. beer breath, smoke, oranges…(breaks up the flow of the sentence with random, unnessesary smells. Three is plenty for the reader to imagine.

Then my breath raced up my throat and escaped my lips in a sudden hiss, my eyes bulging, my nostrils flared.

“What… is… that?” My voice sounded foreign, distanced.(You should really replace this with “I felt foreign, distanced from everything.” Don’t make Ellen tell me her story in third person. I struggled helplessly against the urge to surrender to the odour, the most beautiful thing I’ve ever smelt in my life. But soon enough, I let it consume me.

“That’s him.”
“Can’t be,” I hissed again(just say “hissed”, or better yet, “spat” or “sputtered”. She shrugged, closing her eyes and inhaling herself. A voice boomed behind us and we automatically(not needed jumped forward(don’t you mean backwards? in unison(uh right. We don’t need to know that . , away from the lurking danger, our eyes searching for escape.(So someone says something behind them and they think it’s a bomb threat or something? Totally random and out of character.

“GIRLS!” He(change to: Jonsey roared, grabbing us and(hauling and grabbing are the same thing hauling us to his chest. The beautiful smell disappeared the second he smushed my face into his smelly shirt that, like the rest of him, reeked of cigarette smoke and stale beer.

“Did you shower in your own puke this morning, Jonesy?” Kass wrinkled her nose with distaste, not even trying(change to: bothering to struggle against his iron grip.

“No, didn’t have time.”
“To puke?(very lame joke. Once is fine.  Wow, what a first. What’d you use?(what did she use for what? The sweat scraped off under your mums boobs or what?”
“Hey, her boob sweat is a personal issue I prefer not to be discussed outside of family lines.”
“Wow, sorry.”
“Don’t be baby,” he leant right down to whisper something in her ear that made her writhe wildly, her brown eyes wide with terror. He ignored her, clutching her closer, squeezing me at the same time.

“You guys are so slow, man! I didn’t shower, gosh.”(I don’t even know who’s talking. Dosen’t matter, though, since its totally unnecessary and could be easily skipped to the next paragraph. 
Heads turned when our struggles became noisily violent; he winced and shrunk away from us with a low groan, tears prickling in the corners of his eyes, Kass punching the air triumphantly. People were laughing now, but not at us, at least.(Um. sorry, but why would a crowd of random people laugh at some guy getting punched after harassing two girls? How convinent is that, that Jonsey gets humiliated without anyone slightly caring about the girls?   Seeing an escape we dashed between the throngs of students – both young and old – (do I care? No , toward homeroom, breathless when we finally made it under the red-rimmed doorway.
