Prologue 

She stood there, frozen- Her 
long twig legs shaking. No matter how much her mind wanted to step forward, her legs did not obey. The girl shook her small egg shaped head, trying to ignore the words that poured into her ears. The only thing she could do was believe it was all a lie as the wind blew across her pale face, making her long brown hair sway. Even while she murmured to herself that it was a lie, deep within her heat she knew what was said was true. 

She
 had been staring down at the cold cement floor, of the courtyard, just not being able to look at the person before her. After a few seconds passed she finally got enough courage to speak. 

“I-I, don’t understand,”
 She paused thinking of what to say next, but only one more word escaped her lips. 

“Why?” 

There was no answer, and then the young brunette gazed into her eyes. In an instant she saw the smile of the one she once called friend. Yet her smile was different, it no longer filled the girl with warmth, but instead made her chest feel heavy. This person was once her friend. But now she was something else, something horrid. 

The smile had shocked the shaking girl, not expecting it she took a step back. 

“It’s a shame,” the ex-friend calmly spoke. “I really 
wanted to make you cry,” Her eyes turned violent. “ Kizame.” 

The brunette dropped to her knees
, from hearing her friend talk to her so cruelly. 

“Stop it, please Mazin.” 

Mazin just 
ignored Kizame,
 and walked towards her. To Kizame, she became a demon. Her short fiery orange hair like the flames of hell, while her pitch black eyes paled against her lightly red tinted skin. 

Kizame fell onto the cement, and using her feet pushed herself away from this fire demon. While this show of fear, just brought joy to Mazin. 


“Kizame,” She murmured, as she walked closer. 

“Stop,” Kizame begged. 

“Kizame,” Mazin’s voice grew louder as she got closer. 

“Stop,
” Her back touched a wall behind her, stopping her from moving away. 

“Ki-za-me,” Mazin’s voice struck instant fear into Kizame, that of which she had never felt before. Kizame wrapped her arms around herself. 

“LEAVE ME ALONE!” She screamed. 

The brunette held her eyes shut
, and waited for the worst, but nothing happened. Cautiously she opened her eyes. Kizame expected to see an insane smiling face of someone she loved, but she was alone in the courtyard. Seeing that no one was near her she unwrapped her hold on her knees. 

The girl lied 
her head back against the cold brick wall, trying to relax. Instead tiny clear drops of water trickled from her eyes and down her cheek; creating small wet spots on the cement. 

“ Please save me, God,” Kizame quietly prayed. 

She placed her hands on her belly. Her stomach hurt, but that was just the beginning as something began to emerge from her womb.

� Different punctuation there. It shouldn’t be a separate sentence, just put in a comma.


� I think that paragraph moves a tad slowly with a tad too much description and… too much about what she’s thinking immediately… for the first paragraph. Already my attention was wandering.





[coming back to this after reading a little further]This also strikes me now as a little melodramatic. Very melodramatic.


�Here you get back on track. You get things moving, back to whatever’s actually happening.


�Period


�Here you confuse the issue of who’s point of view you’re writing from. Is the she still the girl in the beginning, or is it this brunette? Or is she the brunette? It’s all very confusing.


�Yes, I believe this calls for a name. I’m lost as to who you’re talking about. I’m gonna assume it’s the first girl, but still.


�More effective without the ‘really’. It’s just unnecessary.


�Is it really necessary to keep referring to her as ‘the brunette’? She has a name now anyway.





Also, no comma necessary there. The sentence is a little awkward though.


�Get rid of ‘just’


�No comma


�Seriously? This all seems extremely melodramatic. Your description is very vivid, but if I’m reading this right, this Mazin told Kizame she was no longer her friend? Maybe I shouldn’t be making that assumption from what I’ve read, but that’s the impression I got so I think it’s reasonable to believe that others might also get that impression. 


And if that is the case, this certainly is over the top. 


If not, then a few things need to be cleared up.


�period


�You need to stop calling her ‘the brunette’. Once was more than enough.


�‘She unwrapped her knees’ or ‘she let go her knees’ something of the sort. But the combination you have doesn’t work.


�lay


�unless her face is against the wall instead of back, her tears wouldn’t make it to the cement, I’m afraid.





