All righty, hello, niccy_v! I think I corrected your Scars piece. I liked that so much that I couldn’t resist going to read this too!

All corrections will be in this color, red, so just watch out for them.

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 shine? What do you mean by shine? I don’t think tans can 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.” Sorry, I know you said that you didn’t want any Twilight comments… but I’m feeling a little Twiligh-ish… Make sure you don’t create this guy into another Edward. This is just a warning.
“And this guy?”
“He’s mine – hands off!”
“Okay, slow down a little comma 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.” Why did they forbid her? Go into more detail here.
“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, I grabbed her wrist and hauled her toward 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 flew to my head. I almost felt the blood draining from my cheeks.

“Blonde works, don’t worry.” What does she mean by this? I’m slightly confused on what just happened…? 
“Thanks comma 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 warned her and she swiftly shut up, dropping her gaze when 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. Reword this last sentence like maybe: Somebody must have poured cement into it to prevent the seventh graders from using it as a Frisbee like last year. Or something like that.

“Smell that?” Kass leant up on her tip toes, still shuffling forward though, her lips real close to my ear, her warm breath unpleasant on my skin.

“No,” I grumbled, pushing her back, keeping my own eyes straight ahead, not listening, not caring, not really looking, just moving. To stop now would mean being trampled.

“Pause, close your eyes…”
“You’re kidding me right?”
“Okay concentrate on your scent…” Wow, okay, if this was my friend, I would have taken her aside a long time ago and asked her straight up, “What’s wrong with you?” These are like signs of insanity. Would your MC be a little worried about her friend’s mental state…?
Rolling my eyes, I slipped my fingers through hers so we didn’t separate and inhaled sharply through my nostrils, allowing my brain to sample each new odour. The usuals were there, as expected, including the stale aroma of chemicals, fierce perfumes, a hint of body odour, beer breath, smoke, oranges…

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. I struggled helplessly against the urge to surrender to the odour, the most beautiful thing I’ve ever smelt in my life, and let it consume me.

“That’s him.”
“Can’t be,” I hissed again. She shrugged, closing her eyes and inhaling herself. A voice boomed behind us and we automatically jumped forward in unison, away from the lurking danger, our eyes searching for escape.

“GIRLS!” he roared, grabbing us and hauling us to his chest. The beautiful smell disappeared the second he smushed use a different word beside “smushed” since it isn’t a word. Try “smashed” or something 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 to struggle against his iron grip.

“No, didn’t have time.”
“To puke? Wow, what a first. What’d you use? 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 comma 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.”
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. Seeing an escape we dashed between the throngs of students – both young and old – toward homeroom, breathless when we finally made it under the red-rimmed doorway.

“Ew, I got some skin.”
“I love you comma Kass, you’re amazing!” This Jonesy kid is sort of strange to me. What is his relationship with these girls, and how is he allowed to come to school smelling like cigarettes and beer?
“My nails are a force not to be messed with, which he discovered the hard way, didn’t he? At least he won’t go grabbing us again, the jerk.”
Machine-gun Gracey stalked in, her authoritative voice a dark shadow of silence that swept the room in a mere fraction of 30 milliseconds. Kass took her seat beside me in the front room – no need to start the year off bad again, at least. When she had her back turned – a first for the wrinkled prune – my eyes swept the surrounding desks. The only Pacific Islander, Melanie, sat hunched over with her wide chin rested on her chubby hands. The summer hadn’t willed her to attend the gym her rich dad owned, clearly. I guessed she’d gained about 11 pounds in the past two months at least. Probably more if her suddenly giant arms were any measurement. The tallest Indian girl in the school, out of the five, Thalia, had her thin legs crossed, a long yellow skirt reaching all the way to the floor, hiding her sandals I knew were at least 4 inches high. Beside her Jared, the eldest of the fourteen Hispanic men at the school glared toward the front, unmoving, his fists balled. The summer hadn’t changed him, the temper he was famous for blatantly obvious even concealed behind his sharply focused hazel eyes. Personally I’d rather crawl into a hole and be eaten by bloodthirsty ants than pick a fight with him – who didn’t after Paul was hospitalised last year with third degree burns? – yet he still had beauty in his youthful face. If he had a better temper control method I’d be his friend.

“Ellen Johnson, I see we’re assessing the class already, are we?”
Ten curious pairs of eyes fired sharpened daggers into the back of my head as I whimpered ‘yes’. A wicked smile crept across her over-glossed lips.

“We’ve learnt from our mistakes, I see?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Good, just keep responding to me and we’ll be firm friends, I hope, Miss Johnson.”
“Yes ma’am.”
I cringed back into my seat and, before anybody could actually dig a dagger into my head, I dropped it onto my hands and groaned quietly. Kassie’s bag made a soft thud on the new carpet at her feet, her own groan far from what mine was. The slip of paper that brushed my arm could only be one thing. A horrible thing that would determine the outcome of my year.

“Your timetables are final and you will need both teacher and parental permission before moving any classes.”
Timetables. One slip of paper outlining where you are legally required to be every minute of the day from eight-thirty in the morning Monday morning to three-o’clock Friday afternoon. Reword this last sentence like maybe: …legally required to be every minute of the day from eight-thirty to three-o’clock every Monday through Friday. With five classes, break, lunch, and homeroom the timetable clearly defines your classrooms, teachers, and ultimately how your year will be. You can be like me with every class ten miles apart on opposite ends of the school property with only deadline-Nazi’s as teachers, or you can be like Kassie with classes grouped so close together the longest distance is possibly a fifty second walk at most with only the kindest, slackest teachers exclusively reserved. Seventh to eleventh grade she’d floated through while I was left drowning. Is your MC  jealous of her friend because of her? Is there some hostility in their friendship because of this fact? Not only do timetables either stir or deter the storm cloud that is your future, but they outline your friends, or lack of, your end of year grade, good or bad, and who’s parties you’re going to attend. Seventh to eleventh grade Kassie had been in Michael Hansberry’s class, the most god-like creature on the face of the planet. We were lucky to be graced with his mere presence, and due to the constant classes with him Kassie had dated him all during freshmen year and most of sophomore year too, but now they were close friends. And he didn’t date anymore. Seventh to eleventh grade, thanks to the formidable power of the timetable I’d been stuck with slime ball partners, not a single one even a mere fraction of his beauty and grace and goodness. Timetables are deadly critters.

So for Kassie to groan was terrifying. And not because I thought she’d gotten a bad classroom location, but for a far worse reason. Like having a deadline-Nazi teacher like Machine-Gun Gracey or Mr Booty, who was so paranoid and ferocious and strict not a soul even dared think of ridiculing his name – over the years the legends created about him were lethal.

Kassie wasn’t breathing.

Her skin was ashen.

Her manicure was being buried into the wood beneath the desk.

Thalia was smiling.

Kassie’s eyes bulged.

“Kassandra Alexandra Liddle, control yourself or I will force you!”
Kassie gulped, but didn’t move, her angelic face frozen with fear.

Machine-Gun Gracey ambled to her student’s side, placing a hand on Kassie’s shoulder. Not a muscle even moved in my best friend’s body; her eyes followed the paper as Machine-Gun Gracey lifted it for examination.

That smile was not comforting, nor promising.

“Seems you’re going to have to trade those heels for sneakers, my dear,” Machine-Gun Gracey laughed throatily, slapping the paper lightly on the desk and ambling back to her own. Behind me Thalia was giggling into her hand, Jared was still glaring ahead, Melanie’s shoulders were shaking with silent laughter, and the remaining splutter of classmates joined in.

“Sn.. s-s-s-sn-sn sneakers?” she gulped, her nails digging deeper into the desk. Machine-Gun Gracey raised an eyebrow and shook her head so her fat bun wobbled.

“Unlatch yourself from the poor desk. I’m sure it’s not designed to survive your assault.”
Kassie flexed her fingers slowly; I leant across and grabbed the timetable before she could rip it up. My eyes bulged myself, a soft giggle ripping from my lips. Kassie glared evilly.

I remembered every years’ timetable perfectly like it was etched in blood across my skin because every year it only got worse. What I wouldn’t give to go back to seventh grade where my classes were just on opposite sides of the smallest building, rather than on opposite sides of the quadrangle. The longer my eyes glanced across the page the harsher the urge to cry with laughter grew. It was an exact replica of Sophomore year, my worst year ever, including all the Nazi’s -Henrie, Smith, Seydel, Lockett, Brywn– and the dreaded subjects – literature, physical science,  Maths 5, Mythology – and, naturally, every class on opposite corners of the school.

“Stop laughing!” Kassie whined, her cheeks now flushed, her lips pulled down in a scowl. Behind me the laughter erupted into a fierce roar as the realisation hit in its final wave. I couldn’t help but join in, bashing my desk with my fist. We screamed with laughter until we were clutching at our stomachs with tears pouring down our cheeks. All right, this reaction is too dramatic for me. Yes, a few spontaneous giggles is okay… but don’t give the illusion that your MC is going to drop dead because of lack of air. 

“Oh Kass, I’m so sorry, I truly am, but this is amazing!”
She eyed my own timetable, her frown deepening.

“They must’ve muddled our names or something – you got what I usually got, except Pre Calc and Government!”
“I doubt it.” But my voice had faltered and Kassie grinned her scheming grin. Bitch. I knew she’d find some way to make them swap our classes, drop her down to Maths In Practise and change to American Law. Bitch, bitch, bitch. Wow, this seems a little extreme for someone who is talking about her best friend… try to go into more detail about her thoughts here.

“We’ll see.”
Machine-Gun Gracey proceeded to, before any species of argument showed its ugly face, hand out locker numbers, allocate new lockers, distribute our  All right, you just cut off here with nothing more left…? Is this a typo or on purpose?

I’d completely forgotten about the smell until it hit me in third period Webpage Design. As usual I sat in the back row furthest from Miss Hale; I’d taken this course since eighth grade but only this year was made marginally better by Gregory and Nathan Brywn. They flanked me either side like two guard dogs, because with their broad shoulders, black hair, tanned skin, muscular bodies and incredibly dangerous expressions printed permanently on their chiselled, dimpled faces, that’s what they looked like to an outsider like Miss Hale. This was her first year, so we weren’t listening to her as she droned on about copyright and appropriate internet usage and briefed us on the trackers the Technical Support Centre – TSC, TC, lab room, tech place – had installed and how every click was logged. She’d begun to warn us how quickly we’d damage our futures for merely clicking on a wrongful site when it hit me.

At first it was a light breeze introduced by the opening of the door that lead directly onto the quadrangle, but with it came the smell. I closed my eyes and inhaled; the air was suddenly thick with it, saturated to molecular combustion, I mused. Gregory tensed when he smelt it, his shoulders heaving up ever so slightly in defiance, but his brother relaxed visibly, his own eyes closed when I peered at him curiously. His wide nostrils flared.

“Oh, hello!” Miss Hale’s heels clicked as she crossed the room.

“Sorry I am so late, but this is my first day, and my timetable has not been handed to me yet.”
“You got lost? Oh you poor thing, please take a seat, you have not missed much.”
I surrendered to my desire and pushed away from the desk, swivelling around so I could observe the new student. I was unprepared for his reaction – nobody could be prepared for this.

His eyes locked onto mine the split second I looked at him. They were an intense gold, as gold as gold could be, contrasting against the unnaturally pale skin of his face. Yeah, okay, this is screaming Edward to me! Sorry… but make him different, at least in some way. It was flawless, even from across the room I could see how perfectly flawless it was, not a single discoloration or slightest wrong about it. He clutched a navy blue binder to his chest, a long, flat black pencil case laying flat on top, trapped by the strong hands reaching out over the spine. They, too, were fiercely pale, the thin blue veins rising up to the surface of his skin when he flexed them. I blinked twice, but he didn’t look away, just stood and stared at me, assessing me, as if trying to place me. So I took the chance to, whilst inhaling as much of the delicious scent as I could that saturated the air, asses him. 

He wore simple, ordinary clothes that wouldn’t draw attention to him in any form unwanted. The black jeans were loose yet hugged his waist slightly enough to compliment the soft curve of his hips and their gentle width. A gray long-sleeved shirt buttoned all the way down was tucked into his jeans, the top button undone to reveal a tiny sliver of pale skin. A bulky black scarf wrapped around his thick neck three times, concealing the entire length of it, descending across the top of the binder and dropping over the tops of his thumbs. The perfection of his face was framed by short black waves. His lips were full and pulled into the tiniest smile when I blinked again. Just as soon as it was there it was gone, his face slack again, returning to the concentrated stare he cast across the room. Did he just smile at me? I decided to breathe through my mouth, deciding my brain was deprived of oxygen enough, but the moment I did my body convulsed and I inhaled sharply through my nose, leaning forward the slightest bit. Michael Hansberry was a frog compared to this prince. Wow, your descriptions are really vivid here. Take this and expand it throughout your story so all your descriptions are this complex. It really helps a story flow easier.

The boy slid easily down into the front row, sitting alone, clicking the button on the front of the bulky computer, a grin flickering across his full lips when the screen flashed to life, joined by a slight groan from the computer component.

“Now, class, your task for today is to browse Google images for different styles of photo editing from altercation of lighting, including backlighting, to addition of flash, compilations of multiple images, framing, cropping, collages, and selective editing. I do not expect you to know them all yet, and I will give you a book tomorrow, but for now you will just have some relaxing fun. Is there a problem, Miss Johnson?”
My eyes dislodged from his perfect face up to Miss Hale’s slightly angry one, her eyes narrower than I remembered. She had her hands on her hips, and to my humiliation, most of the class, including the handsome boy, were staring at me.

“No, Miss Hale, not at all.”
“So why are you still looking at the front when your computer is behind you?”
“Er…”
“Ellen!” Gregory elbowed me a little too hard, my body automatically scrunching toward his brother, who shrugged.

“Ellen?” It was Miss Hale, and the frustration in her voice was undeserved. Rolling my eyes, I swung my chair back around, ignoring the blood rush blood rush where? Describe more, and double clicked on the first image under ‘photo manipulation’. It was a huge full-screen shot of twenty women in pink bikinis with calligraphy draped all across them, derogatory remarks dominating. Nathan smirked and Gregory baulked. Before anybody else noticed I closed the webpage, my heart hammering in my chest so loudly it pounded in my ears. A disgruntled snort made me shrink down in my seat.

Hello at last, Hell. I missed you so much!

Fourth period was Pre Calc with Lockett, deadline Nazi of the century. He babbled on about finding values of x when x never exists, and the rest spilled into a cup that had become my brain, absorbing nothing, just holding for later consumption. My mind was utterly dominated by the new boy, his beautiful face, wonderful fragrance, golden eyes…

“Ellen? Are you listening to me?”
I groaned. Not again! Harriet, math whiz of the century, slid her notes toward me close enough for my eyes to quickly scan down the page.

“Correspondence of a non-existent X.”
“Well done, now would you like to complete this equation on the board?”
“Not really.”
So Harriet took it as in invitation to leap up and do it herself, positively beaming with pride when she skipped back to her seat, pushing her metallic-rimmed glasses up her nose. Mr Lockett didn’t speak much after that, the record-time completion silencing him enough to let us carry on with brief revision in preparation for the following days of work. A collective groan rippled through the fifteen students, but that didn’t deter him from threatening worse if we complained.


“Enjoying living my nightmare?” I slid my tray down beside Kassie’s. She poked her soggy potato around the plastic plate absent-mindedly, tears gleaming on her olive cheeks. Crying seems a little extreme, even for this drama-queen character you have created. Try to make their reactions to things more realistic. 

“It’s not fair!” she moaned, dropping her head onto her folded arms. I stroked her back for a minute, then pulled my hand back to scoop my peas into my mouth before they dried and pruned. The last thing I wanted was to be reminded of Machine-Gun Gracey when I was eating something green – it was hard enough stomaching greens without old, wrinkled women flashing through my head. I shuddered automatically. Kassie just groaned again and stamped her foot. Why would something green remind her of this lady? I’m confused…

“Don’t be sore comma Kassie, it’ll get better.”
“Shut up!”
“Why? Oh, I feel déjà vu coming on, don’t you?”
“Sure,” she groaned.

“Oh, wait, no, it’s reversed this year. I remember this day for the last four years… what did you say last year? Wait, I think it was don’t worry El, school is meant to suck, so put up with it. It’s only luck some get the good straw. Stick in there and fight the system.”
“Shut up!”
“Take your own advice, hey Kass? It’ll do you good to get some exercise.”
“Not fat jokes too!”
“No, but you’ll have to ditch the heels.”
“I don’t have any sneakers!”
“Borrow mine, I have plenty.”
“Thanks.”
We sat in silence until I’d completed the soggy meal. I stole her lemonade can and gulped it in two mouthfuls.

“Oh, guess who was in my Webpage Design class?”
“Who?”

“Act like you want to know coma Kass, I always do!”
“Fine. Who was it?!!”

“Nice smelling guy!”
Her head shot up, a hand automatically stroking her bangs back.

“Serious? Wow!”
We both turned to gaze at the door when our noses zoned into the scent. Absolutely delicious.

“No way…” we murmured in unison as a handsome man with soft features and shoulder length brown curls entered, walking with the ease of an angel. Behind him sauntered a skinny blonde, her long, dead-straight blonde hair bouncing lightly on the curve of her pale lower back as she glided toward the tray piles. Everything about her was perfect from her pearly teeth, blindingly white even from my seat, to her hair and skin and clothes. She dressed like a model, but and even though she was very skinny she was evenly proportioned, not an inch of her body too narrow or too wide. They made no noise when they picked up a tray each and filled it with mushy potato. The man put a hand around her waist as they completed their migration through the cafeteria to the table in the far corner. The door barely even squeaked when he entered, his stride relaxed, features kind. His eyes didn’t sweep the silent room like they should’ve, like everybody else’s did. Instead they remained focused just in front of him, not really looking, more like assessing. He scooped up a lemonade can without even looking at it, gliding effortlessly across the floor to join the other two at their table. Every pair of eyes were trained on them, watching the blonde shuffle close to the bigger man, his wide shoulders hunched forward. She was sitting on the other side of him than the rest of us, her right side merely brushing the plaster wall. A kind smile lit up his entire face when she draped her left leg over his right knee; she rested her head on his shoulder, her long hair cascading down his back almost to the floor.

“They’re all so beautiful,” I whispered. Whose who? When you talk about names, you only describe the blonde girl. What about this other guy? What does he look like? 

“His name is Jonah,” Kassie whispered back, leaning in close. “That’s his brother Armel and his wife wife? Isn’t that odd to be married in high school? Celeste. I think their names mean Stone Prince and Heavenly, or something along those lines. I’m sure Jonah means Dove in Hebrew… I remember it from last year.”
“Cool.”
“How beautiful is he?”
“Gorgeous.”
“I wish I had the guts to speak to him.”
“Yeah, who doesn’t in here?”
“I wish I could see into his mind.”
“Why?”
“So I can see if I have a chance.”
“He’s probably got a girlfriend from whatever dark place he came from,” I mused, unable to keep the longing from my voice. Kassie frowned, analysing him in a different light now.

“You’re probably right, about the dark place. Did he live under a rock all his life? Seriously get a load of their skin!”
“It’s freaky.”
“Yeah, so freaky!”
“He’s so gorgeous though, it’s not fair.”
“I wonder if he has lived beneath a rock all his life…”
“Get real.”
“Get real? Sure, he can’t be real.”
We moped for a little while, deciding we’d rather sit here staring at him and be depressed than be happy anywhere else. We both had English 3 with Mr Newbill, an Indonesian Diplomat turned teacher as of eight months ago. His knowledge on America was so vast we struggled to remember he’d lived in Indonesia all his life, though he’d travelled more frequently than a gypsy.


His class was the usual: slack off day, the beginning of a gentle slope leading to exams in early January. He warned us exams would creep up on us and we’d be too busy partying to study over the break, so we should begin revising previous years’ work to give a decent head start. Of course none of us listened; too busy buzzing about the new three-some from lunch to talk about anything else.

Kassie pretty much ignored me from Tuesday to Friday, only briefly speaking with me at lunch time because she must feel the need to. She also familiarised herself with Michael again, but I could see it in her eyes that she was only doing it to appear ‘taken’. Her miserable plan was to make Jonah jealous. Certain failure. Why wouldn’t Kassie talk to her best friend? Is she really that low that she needs a guy? Really try to get inside the characters heads because right now, I’m still trying to figure them out.

Gregory switched to a free period instead of continuing with Webpage Design, leaving just lonely old Nathan to entertain me, though he’d begun to act strangely detached after Monday. He rarely spoke to me, so I rarely spoke to him, until he didn’t show up on Friday. I must’ve looked like a virus, sitting by myself with two vacant chairs either side of me, the black computer screens as empty as I felt. So I’d lost the two bodyguards. I was amazed by how naked I felt, though I was wearing more layers today, deciding to go on the white singlet to pull down over my skirt waist, an elbow-long sleeved white shirt to go beneath my tight black top. No part of me, except elbow down, was revealed, my legs concealed beneath long black yoga pants and red hi-tops.

I was so toasty inside my concealed shell of clothes that I didn’t feel him when he floated beside me. Only the noisy groaning of the computer disk whirling reluctantly back to life alerted me to his presence. His smell wasn’t so intense – he must’ve noted the visible response from every female – today, but the atmosphere dropped one or two degrees immediately. I shivered before I could hold it back. His hand twitched and his body jerked slightly further away from me. An automatic response. My heart plummeted through the floor. Poor guy.

“Partner off and investigate Photoshop!”

I turned my head to examine the task sheet, though none of it merged into coherent words. His even, rhythmic breathing so close to me distracted my mind so much I was merely looking without absorbing.

“Partner?” His voice was softer than silk, smooth and even and far from the dangerous growl people had rumoured. Others had said he was a monster who sucks our blood, and that’s why he’s impossibly handsome.

“Sure!” Just scream over enthusiastic! The voice in my head scolded, so I baulked quickly before he noticed, though he was smiling at me now, rather than assessing. “I mean yeah, sure, if you don’t mind a clumsy brain dead zombie.”
His answering grimace was threatening, his eyes narrowing. They were darker today, closer to hazel than any other colour I could think of. Definitely not that smouldering gold I craved.

“You’re not brain dead.”
“I’m clumsy though.”
“Your friend is more dangerous than you are, I have observed.”
“Observed?”
“What? Can’t I watch the people who spread wild rumours about me, and spend every lunch time gossiping about me behind my back?” His tone was light, his voice breaking off into a musical laugh. His finger clicked the mouse once and his screen leapt with one million colours. I jumped with surprise, my hand flying over my heart. He laughed harder.

“Oh, gosh, wow I’m a twit.”
“Just human.”
“Huh?”
He stopped, sewing his lips together tightly, his eyes intense as he leant toward me. “Are you afraid of cats?”
“Rainbow ones, yes.”
He leant back and smiled, his whole heavenly face creasing into the most beautiful smile I’d ever seen. I refused to look away, determined to burn this into my mind to think of in my dreams.

“So, work separately then combine later? It seems more logical than copying the rest of the class.”
“Oh, okay, I guess.” The regret smothered my excitement so heavily I was surprised I didn’t collapse. Weakened with rejection I turned to face the computer, forcing my face to remain smooth as I clicked and dragged the miniscule paintbrush across the blank square. I didn’t mean to slam the mouse so viciously with my fingers, but the confusing anger piled up in my chest until I felt like being sick.

“You’re mad.”
I ignored him, continuing to streak colour onto the square until the colours began to blur. Wait, no. What is wrong with me? I’m crying now? I was more messed up than I originally thought. This is a confusing scene. You talk about cats and then rainbow ones and then she’s crying… Really try to work on being clear when you write.

“Why are you mad? I only suggested we work apart, we can work on my computer if you like.”
“No, I wouldn’t want to inconvenience you.”
“Who said you would be?”
“Me.”
“You’re strange. Why are you crying?”
“I’m frustrated.”
“Over me?”
“Don’t flatter yourself,” I snapped, surprised by how acidic my tone was. Why did I always do this to myself? Act like I was superior, like being all teary and confident would draw them to me. Urgh. 

“Would you like to work with me?”
My finger jabbed the mouse violently again.

“Ellen?”
Whoever said silence is golden was clearly never silent while Heaven’s Angel stared a hole in the side of your head.

“Ellen, speak!” He sounded frantic, but when I turned to face him he was perfectly calm. Such composure.

“Yes, I’d love to work with you.”
“Good, now stop being so snobby and recreate your masterpiece on this computer.”
“Hardly a masterpiece,” I grumbled under my breath. I leant across him to get the mouse, realising for the first time it was on his left side. He scooted the chair back to give me room, still smiling calmly, but maintained the constant berth around me until I slumped back in my own chair. I couldn’t move without him scooting away from me. Although I found it somewhat strange, it wasn’t offensive, especially with his easy smile.

“Okay, now Monday we’ll be working on how to move images from one to another, swapping backgrounds and removing objects from one image into another. Bring headphones because there are two tutorials you have to watch.”
Miss Hale handed out another booklet then dismissed us with a smile. She watched Jonah move, always one step ahead of me, on the way out of the small class. The sun was bright and warm on my face, the grass spongy underfoot. I’d never felt happier to be in the sun before, sick of the dreadfully wet summer the small town had recently suffered through. What? Their leaving class now? Really try to be descriptive. I’d wished for sun all my life here. Of course it’d never been granted, until today, and it shone fiercely, unleashing its full force upon my welcoming body, though I felt beads of perspiration build beneath my layers. Damn.
“Where are you going?”

Jonah paused mid stride; somehow he’d managed to conceal his body in the thin shadow lining the front of the simple red-brick building. It was a feat nobody else had ever succeeded in, yet he looked effortless in the way he was pressed up against the wall, clutching his blue binder to his chest with clenched fingers.

“The long way.”
“Why?”

“Why not?”
“It’s sunny, the first time in months. Unless you haven’t realised it doesn’t shine much around here.”
“So? Maybe I prefer the shade.”
“Afraid of a bit of burn?”
“It’s more than that.”
“Really, is it because you’re light sensitive?”

He winced at the playful mockery, but nodded.

“Something like that.”
“You’re kidding.”
“Nope. Is that a problem?” he drawled, suddenly seductive, his dark eyes enticing.

“Nope. I’ll come with you then.”
“You don’t have to.”
“I want to, it beats walking all the way across the quadrangle alone. Is that a problem?”
“Oh, of course not. You’re welcome to follow me if you so desire.”
“I do desire, and I will follow. Lead the way.”
For only five days attendance he knew his way around better than most of the six year veteran graduates, navigating the narrow pathways with lithe ease I watched enviously, blushing furiously when I tripped over the large cracks in the pavement. He moved so fast, yet never missed a beat, never stumbled, and managed to avoid the sun like a poisoned razor blade. I followed obediently, slightly breathless after the fifth time I had to jog – it was that or be left behind – but he was waiting for me, again, leant casually against a wall I didn’t even recognise.

“Are we going in circles?”
“I’m not evil. Our lockers are just over there,” he nodded across the grass to the door opening up to the junior’s block. A few younger kids were entering cautiously, then running back out and sprinting as fast as they could manage to the safety of their own block. All that stood between us and the door was a huge stretch of grass, bleached off-white by the sun further toward the darkened hallway.

“Lets go.”
“I can’t.”
“Why not? It’s just a little bit of stupid sun!”
“I can’t.”
My body stiffened at his desperate, resigned tone. I spotted Kassie on her way to the cafeteria, clutching the arm of a Hispanic boy I didn’t recognise. Our eyes locked for the briefest of seconds; she turned away first, throwing her nose up and speeding her pace. She wore fluoro red Nike’s that blinded me, even between the vast distance dividing us. Jonah analysed us, staring at my face when I spun to meet his eyes. He was standing so close my skin began to prickle.

“Oh,” he swiftly shuffled away, offering me a bleak smile.

I rolled my eyes and flopped down onto the cold grass.

“If you won’t go, I’ll stay.”
“You’re crazy.”
“Hey, I’m a zombie remember?”
“My brother is going to kill me,” he groaned, pulling a glass bottle people usually used for holding potions from his pocket, the dark red liquid inside sloshing around. His eyes flickered for the briefest moment when he brandished it.

“What’s that?”
“Cordial.”
He unscrewed the lid, gulped it, and pocketed it so quickly I was left unsure if I’d even seen it. I smelt a faint odour of blood creep into the air, wrinkling my nose with disgust. As quickly as if I’d aimed my disgust at him, Jonah shrugged off his thin petticoat, a fresh burst of his delicious odour filling my lungs.

“You know you’re too soft for your own good?”
“So?”
“I’m dangerous.”
“Yeah, whatever Romeo.” 

I’m sorry, niccy, but this whole story is just shouting out Twilight, Twilight, Twilight! I feel so bad saying this since people say the same about mine but… I just don’t want you to fall into that death trap some other’s find themselves in. Remember to break the mold Stephanie Meyer has created and form your own mold. 

Jonah was on my mind the entire weekend. His goodbye had been less than informal – one word, actually – but he’d disappeared before I could press him for more. Friday and Saturday nights I dreamt about him, naked of course, trying to hold onto the image I conjured for as long as I could before I had to let it go and wake up. I spent all Saturday on the internet browsing myspace and adding applications to facebook, somehow managing to squeeze in a brief conversation with my mother over email, reassuring her I was still eager to stay in America and that she should really sell my furniture.

Dad spent most of Saturday grumbling about all the chores Maria, his new, five-year-his-junior blonde wife, had set him to complete by Monday. I volunteered to clean the bathroom, just so he’d leave me alone to my own devices on Sunday, which he did, much to my delight.

I did consider calling Kassie, though the bitterness she threw my way all Friday afternoon in English was far from promising, so I instead busied myself contemplating everything I’d talked about with Jonah.

We knew nothing about each other. I didn’t know anything about him except that he was tall, handsome, pale, fast, and hated the sun, preferring to walk in the shadows than dance in the sun. He shared little about himself, frequently bringing up his brother in passing conversation though he never expanded, and I felt intrusive to ask. He was a good listener and read my expressions like a book, that much was blatant. I realised I had so many questions that unless I began a list I’d forget them, so I scribbled them all down, ending up with over twenty eight. Sunday night I decided to dream about his answers to those questions, and rather enjoyed where that lead to.

He missed Monday.

And he touched me on Tuesday.

I’d argued with Kassie in the morning over him, her jealousy mixing with curiosity, making her catty and desperate for details, dissatisfied with ‘we’ve done nothing’. She wanted something to happen, but I didn’t press for what, and she interpreted my defence as hiding things.

I was beyond pissed off when he found me.

“Urgh, she’s so horrible!”
“Who?” He reached out as if to touch me, but quickly recoiled and folded his hands in his lap. Today he wore a light blue polo shirt unbuttoned, the fabric doing little to hide the tightly muscled chest beneath. He wore the same black hip-hugging jeans as last Monday, and he wore black sneakers too.

“Kassie. She’s utterly obsessed over you, and it’s sickening.”
“Why?”
“Because she just is!”
“Why?”
“She’s in love with you!”
He raised an eyebrow.

“It’s revolting – she’s all over this Hispanic guy and then behind his back she stares at you and gossips about you. It’s horrible because she only likes you for your looks and I know you’re more than just a gorgeous face, that there’s somebody inside you, somebody decent. And she keeps sending me messages asking if you like this and that and if I’ve done anything and if you like somebody and all that crap. I know you’re a good person and I desperately want to know everything about you but I’m afraid she’ll find out and she already hates me so much already…”
I pouted, propping my chin on my palm propped on my knee. I glared hard at the ground, too angry to speak. Whoa… this sentiment is best left for future installments. This is too deep for someone who just met someone else. I didn’t even know your MC liked him until just now. Maybe hint at that before dropping this bomb. 

Two cold fingers gripped my chin, gently tilting it up. His eyes were smouldering gold, rendering me speechless, and I had to remind myself to breathe. My heart sped up as he leant in closer, his cool breath twice as tantalising as his body odour, but my brain was too absorbed in his eyes to inhale that.

“You think I’m more than a gorgeous face?”
I nodded numbly, unable to register his words, still gazing into his eyes.

“So you think I’m gorgeous?”
“Definitely.”
The smile began at his mouth, but quickly infected every inch of his face until he was beaming all over. His fingers tightened on my chin, pulling me an inch closer at the same time as he leant in.

“You think I’m decent.”
“Yes.”
“And I’m a good person.”
“Yes.”
“You want to know me.”
“Yes.”
“You want to know everything about me.”
“Yes.”
His lips tightened, but he didn’t move. His eyes settled, softer now, but still intense enough to make me forget to breathe, again. He held me securely, only releasing me when I reached for him, wrapping my fingers around his wrist.

A jolt raced through me from my head to toe, nearly crippling me, but only for a second. He was ice cold, in the literal sense, and stonily hard. I squeezed but his flesh did not give way beneath the pressure. Instead I felt like I was squeezing a rock, an impossible feat.

My whole body rocketed back from him, scrambling backward on the grass. He was still leant forward, his eyes intent, face unchanged. My heart throbbed in my ears and my breathing came in wild gasps.

“Oh… my ….god…”
“Did I scare you?”
I shook my head, though I knew he knew it wasn’t true. He leant back, crossing his arms across his chest, one eyebrow raised. With a flick of his wrist he thrust his arm out, palm flat up, offering his hand to me.

“Hold my hand.”
“No.”
“Why not? You said you weren’t scared.”
“I lied.”
“Why?”
“You… you’re so hard… so…”
“Cold?”
“Yes.”
“Do you really want to know?”
“No.” I was sure of that, and I knew he knew because his expression creased into one of worry. He remained unmoving, legs crossed, sitting in the shadow.

“Do you trust me?”
“Yes.”

“Would you like to know, ever?”
I paused, opening my mouth, but unable to string two words together. He continued to stare at me through golden eyes, waiting patiently.

“Yes,” I sighed “One day, but not now.”
“Sure. Would you like to know more now?”
“Yes.”
“Then come closer.”
“Is it safe?”
“Don’t be silly. I won’t eat you.”
My eyes narrowed and he laughed throatily, a rare sound for him. I missed his musical laugh, so gentle and so soft, a sound of pure perfection, one I’d never grow tired of.

“Bad choice of words, I guess. I won’t hurt you, how about that?”
“Um, sure?”
After I scooted forward he leant in again, and I did not move, didn’t even flinch.

“How much do you want to know?”
“Everything.”
“Everything?”
“Everything.”
“Sure?”
“Sure.”
“Why?”
“Why not?”
“There’s a lot.”
“I don’t care but…”
“But?”

“You aren’t some child molesting rapist or a rampant serial killer with an ulterior motive, are you?”
“You’re kidding right?” He laughed, gently punching my arm, and though he only gently brushed my skin it felt like he’d slammed into me.

“Look, you either want to know now, or later. Make up your mind because I am not offering midway points.”
“Are you a child molesting rapist?”
“And if I am?”
“Are you?”
“No.”
“A serial killer?”
“Rampant with an ulterior motive?”
“Are you?”
“Last time I checked…”
“I’ll take that as a no, then. Now I know that much, I think I’ll manage for a little longer, thanks.”
“If you’re sure…”
“I’m sure.”

I loved this conversation! It was beautifully done. Everything flowed and it was so realistic. Nicely done! :D

Wednesday, Thursday and Friday flew by, the usual routine rampantly boring. Kassie gave up on me completely, so I sat alone at lunch, watching him from the corner of my eye. He ate slowly, pushing his peas and potatoes around the red plastic plate, his golden eyes unfocused, glaring at the fork in his hand. Celeste was leant away from him with her back to me, one long, pale leg draped over Armel’s thigh, her other sitting at a right angle to the floor. They were whispering, but the way their torsos were twisted close made it clear Jonah was not involved. He left ten minutes into lunch, the other two following seconds later.

In Physical Science I sat beside Robyn, a quiet Asian girl with thick black hair darker than the sky on a moonless, starless night. Too extreme a description for such a casual introduction. She kept to herself, only speaking when necessary, and since it was an independent task, she didn’t speak at all.

Final period on Friday was Webpage Design, and though we’d had little communication, our design component was beyond complete, and we were halfway through setting up and creating our webpage. Miss Hale was delighted by our speedy progress, commenting on the colour scheme, border design and navigation bar simplicity.

“It’s all Ellen, Miss Hale.”
“Really?”
“Don’t look so surprised.”
“I never expected you to be so… good with colours, Ellen.”
“I never knew I was either.”
She eyed my frosty glare at Jonah and dashed away, shaking her head.

“Why did you do that? Why do you do such horrible things?” I hissed at him, furious. With a simple wave of his hand he returned to the screen, his brow furrowing in concentration, but he knew, or at least I hoped he knew I wouldn’t drop the subject.


“Where do you think you’re going?” A smooth, easily recognisable voice crooned from behind me.

“To the bus that should take me home.”
“Why?”
“Because I need to go home?”
He stood closer to me than I imagined and when I turned around I gasped, leaping back automatically, my body curving around the back of the tan car behind me. His smile disappeared.

“Sorry, you just scared me.” I unfolded from the car and hitched my bag further over my shoulder.
“I’m that scary?”
“No, not really.”
“Well, I believe your coach awaits.”
I hesitated, staring at his beautiful face for as long as un-intrusively as possible. But he stared right back, his face expressionless; his eyes were rich gold now.

“I know you had something to ask, before I freaked out on you.”
His lips pulled up in a cautious smile, his eyes never leaving mine as he slid silently closer. The jangle of keys in his pocket distracted me from their smouldering goodness.

“Yes, I did.”
“Well, what was it?”
“Guess.” Another jangle in his pocket.

“You want to drive me home?”
His answering smile was dazzling, my breath catching in my throat. His skin, colder than ice, brushed gently across the back of my hand when he brandished the gold key-ring.

“I hope you don’t mind if it’s a little slow.”
“At least you have one.”
“I have…” he stopped when I glared up at him. “Right, you don’t want to know…”
“Yet.”
“Yet. Right, sorry. It’s this way.”

With his left hand he motioned across the car park to where a white Hatchback sat alone. Its shiny body glimmered.

“Is it safe?” I pretended to be frightened, giggling at his angry frown.

“It is safer than most cars in this car park.”
Laughing at him, I shuddered.

“It’s so hot! Wow, the sun hasn’t stopped shining all day!”
“I’ll take your jumper; you have enough things to carry.” He extended his hand and I eagerly draped it over his arm.
I eyed him suspiciously, noticing for the first time all day he was cloaked in a black trench coat, his scarf pulled up higher than usual. I’d seen him slide on his sunglasses and a wide-brimmed floppy hat before we’d exited the building, though unlike anybody else, he didn’t look goofy or out of place at all, in fact they just made him even handsomer.

I’m in way too deep, I thought, feeling my temperature rise automatically. He just smiled, pulling his scarf further up, somehow managing to conceal his chin and mouth, despite the fabric being thin and wispy. I followed him, taking cautious steps, trying to, and reasonably failing, to not gape at the white leather interior, diamond cross hanging from the rear-view mirror, and spotlessly immaculate condition.

“Don’t look so stunned – I’m a perfectionist, and I refuse to drive in anything less than the best.”
“You think this is the best?”
“Of course not, but remember the ‘not yet’ conversation?”
“Got you.”
“Thought you would.”
Sliding into the passenger seat, I banished all expectations, all assumptions and all desires from my mind, locking them in a thick metal box for later. Right now I just wanted to be with him, knowing he wanted the same.

I feel like you are really putting on the fast-forward button now. There is no need to rush. Slow things down. Make them clearer.

The drive was fairly relaxing, if you could be relaxed with the handsomest, smartest and scariest person you’d ever met sitting inches from you. To try and loosen the knot in my stomach I leant on the side of the door, but didn’t dare touch the glass, staring at its unusual cleanliness.

“Not a big talker are we?”
“No.”
I cringed, almost hearing his effort at releasing the building tension by striking up a casual conversation shatter. I felt horrible, but forced my lips to remain zipped. I wanted to know more, though, desperately in fact. I had a million questions but not a single one made any sense. My brain was so crowded with information I wanted to know I’d use up the worlds supply of paper if I had to write it all down. Maybe I should write it all down, just in-case I forget it all later and miss out something. Or not. Stupid stupid stupid. So I remained quiet, closing my eyes to focus more clearly on the rhythm of his breathing, deciding to match it rather than disturb the silence.

My father was glowering when Jonah pulled up to the curb.

“Great, just what I need.”
“He’s curious as to why you’re in a car with me.”
“Of course.”
“And he will want to know if I am your boyfriend.”
I swivelled and stared at him, incredulous.

“How do you know?”
“‘Not yet’ ring a bell?”
“Got you.”

As I levered open the door I heard him clear his throat. I caught my father’s eye and turned to look at Jonah.

“What’s he going to do?”
“Before or after you tell him I’m not your boyfriend?”
“Both.”
He sighed.

“He’s going to wait until you get inside, then he’ll ask you how your day is. If you say fine, he’ll ask you who I am and will interrogate you with rather intrusive questions. After you tell him we’re just friends, if that’s what your answer is, he will smile and tell you to keep it that way.”
No words could accurately portray how I felt at this point. I’d use angry, terrified, confused, and tortured, as a few.

“Ellen?”
We both glanced over my shoulder.

“He’s coming very slow, isn’t he? He doesn’t want to come here.”
“Stop doing that!”
“Doing what?”
“Reading people’s….”
“Yes?”
“Never mind. Thanks for taking me home.”
“Does it beat a bus?”
“It’s not so noisy, I guess.”
“Right. I’ll see you on Monday, then?”
“Sure. Wish me luck.”
He reached out, his thumb grazing the back of my hand. I forced myself to look at him, surprised to see him scowling.

“Have faith in me comma Ellen, please?”
“Sure.”
“Promise me you won’t do anything stupid?”
“Like?”
He pulled back and grimaced. I heard my father call my name, scrambling from the car as quickly as I could. He gave me a quick glance and gunned the engine. It roared to life with a vicious snarl.

“Ellen?”
“Coming, dad.”


Now that you have more than three people in the coversation, tags come in handy. But you seem not to use them. Try to include more. Just simple ones like: ,” said dad really help out the reader.

“So that guy…”
“Is just a friend, dad.”
“Are you sure? He looked at you…”
“Dad!”
“I’m worried, love. Justin went through this stage – he didn’t even tell Maria until she found the condoms in his drawer! I do not want to go through the same thing with you.” His fingers were clutching on the back of the kitchen chair with white knuckles. His face suddenly twisted painfully. “You aren’t having … sex with him, are you?”
I tasted the bile rise in my throat, staring at him horror-struck.

“Oh, no, dad, please, no!”
“But you’d tell me if you were, wouldn’t you?”
“Dad!”
“I don’t want you to just sleep around, darling, save yourself.”
“Dad, please, no!”
He faltered awkwardly, glancing at the clock. I stole away quickly, double-locking my door so he was refused entry.

This is a sort of odd place to end. Try to include more than just her locking out her father.

