You have to read this before you read any of this. Because, you see, this is a chapter right smack in the middle of the story. Of course, this is the only thing I've written so far. And it's so unfinished, you don't even know. It doesn't even end - it just trails off. I just stopped writing in the middle of a paragraph. I'm just conceited and I'm super-eager for an opinion on it so far. I'm thinking of doing this story for NaNoWriMo. Anyway, thanks for reading and I hope you like it so far! And I hope you aren't going to get super-confused =p 

By the way, you see that asterisk? It's in one of the last paragraphs. That's the starting point of when I stopped editing-while-I-was-writing, so it get's really sloppy. It's because I was doing NaNoWriMo and they said NOT to do that... so yeah =] Anyway, enjoy! 

~~~~~~ 

My feet dragged along the pavement until my foot kicked a tire. I casually reached out my hand and swiftly searched the car door for the handle. I heard Jared open driver’s seat 
and lean against the soft fabric as he settled into the vehicle. I slid in myself, automatically reaching for the seatbelt; this wasn’t my first time being in a car
. 

I heard him exhale and twist the key, and the engine began to roar. I fell back and embraced the leather, and he pushed the accelerator. My head leaned back and I closed my eyes, listening to the tires roll along the asphalt. The rhythmic sound helped me relax, and my mind drifted along the boundaries of reality. I couldn’t help think 
about the boy next to me, and wonder what was going through his own mind at that moment. 

It started to seem that the sound of Jared’s breathing was overtaking the auto
, and I was distracted from the road. My head lazily rolled over, and I could tell I was probably staring right at him. The fabric of his shirt rustled, and I could feel him staring right back at me. I broke into a smile and turned back around, and he exhaled, his breath leaving traces of a chuckle. The sound of the sweat on his hand breaking away from the steering wheel made my ears prop up. Where was his hand going? He scratched his head – feeling up his hair, probably running his fingers through it or something. 

I didn’t hear his hand grip back onto the wheel.
 I heard it shuffle along the midpoint between our two seats, inching toward my direction slowly. He gently grazed my fingernail, and I felt his skin browse the palm of my hand. I closed my hand and trapped his, not trying to hide the smile that travelled across my lips. His hand felt warm, and I enjoyed the feeling of his skin rubbing against mine. 

He chuckled nervously, and I imagined him smiling. I longed to see his smile, and I longed to see his eyes light up and his cheeks flush. I experienced a brief wave of irritation, about how he could see all these things and I couldn’t. Biting my lip, I turned my head 
his direction, pretending to look at him, and 
this time I couldn’t tell if he was looking back. 

“Hi,” his soft voice suddenly flooded the car. His tone crawled along my arm and into my throat, dropping into my stomach. I swallowed and subconsciously gripped his hand tighter, and I had to ask my mind to stop racing. 

“Hi,” I was such a coward. I couldn’t think of anything else to say; I told myself I brave enough that I managed that
. My throat closed up, and I inhaled apprehensively. He didn’t say anything else. I pretended to look out the window, trying to act nonchalant. I put my hand on it, feeling the chilled glass beneath my fingers. It felt as if the coolness broke through my palm and into my blood, making my entire body become frigid. 

Jared was tenderly stroking the top of my hand with his thumb, as if he was trying to calm me. Did I seem tense? I peeled my hand off the window, dropping it on my thigh. I dug my finger into a hole in my jeans and distracted myself until I felt the ground below the wheels undoubtedly change beneath us. The car rocked along the gravel slowly, and he soon brought it to a halt. 

I undid my seatbelt and opened up the car door, already having found that handle during the ride. I had one leg drop onto the ground and feel the floor before getting out and slamming the door. 

I felt Jared come up behind me and grasp onto my hand, and he led me to the front steps. I forced him to go slower by lagging behind and firmly holding him down. I found the steps I was looking for, and I cautiously went up them. I was deeply regretting forgetting my cane 
– lucky Jared and I got to the hand-holding phase when we did. 

The squeal of hinges signaled the door opening, and we both stepped inside. He let go of my hand briefly and it occurred to me that it was polite to take off my shoes. My socks made the hard wood feel slippery, and I was tempted to slide along the floor. Instead I found Jared’s hand again, and he led me into another room. 

“Welcome to my humble abode,” he chuckled, and as we walked a rug that I almost tripped over rug under my feet. I discovered a couch and sat down, and he followed my actions. “Do you like it?” 

“I love it,” I replied quietly, rotating my head as if I were taking in the scenery. “It’s very you.” I had no idea what I was talking about. The only thing I could possibly have an opinion about was the floor and this couch, and neither of them seemed like they would relate to him on any kind of personal level. 

“What do you mean?” He asked, a bit baffled. 

“I don’t know, really. I just felt like I had to add a comment after my opinion to satisfy you. It seemed polite.” One of my favorite philosophies was that blatant honesty was the answer to everything. 

He chuckled and had one of his fingers lift up my chin. “You’re so cute,” I could hear his smile. I smiled back, baring my teeth shamelessly. It slowly faded as his breathing became more audible, and I could smell his breath on my face. He gently removed my glasses, and I felt his warm lips on my own, and I closed my eyes out of courtesy. He tasted of sugary oranges, and I remembered how he popped a stick of gum earlier. 

We parted, and I found his wrist and held it steadily, slowly lowering it onto the couch. I ran my fingers along the outline of his face, taking in every detail. My hand ran through his silken hair, and I playfully ruffled it. He went to seize my hand, but I ignored it and continued to run my fingers along the shape of his nose. I traced his opened lips, and I cupped his flawless face in my hands. I could spend forever on that face, but I knew that he would see past the romanticism and begin to realize it was for visualization. 

“Done?” he asked. I bit my lip; I wish
 I didn’t have to be. I let go of his face and stuck out my tongue, and he touched my cheek with the back of his hand. I reached for his hand for my glasses, and I could tell he had pulled his hand away. I immediately closed my eyes again. “Open your eyes, please,” he pleaded. “It’s terrible that you hide them all the time.” 

Shit. “No,” I protested. He must think I’m so weird. “Can I have my glasses?” I imagined him pouting – he seemed like a person that would, and I felt the glasses slide into my hand. I put them back on, and I felt him tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. “I’m sorry.” 

He didn’t respond to me. I felt him get off the couch and I heard his footsteps loud on the wooden floor – he hadn’t taken his shoes off. I wanted to kiss him again. “Where are you going?” I asked him as I stared directly at the floor, terrified that he was angry with me because I refused to show him my eyes. The reason was obvious: since my eyes are never used, they wander without control, and will undoubtedly irritate Jared. “Look at me,” he would implore, and of course I wouldn’t know how. 

“Nowhere,” he responded, and he sat down in a chair that seemed like it was nowhere near the couch. Say something else so I know where you are. “Andy?” There you are. I looked up from the floor, hopefully in his direction. 

“Yes?” I frowned. Why wasn’t he sitting next to me? I wanted him next to me. “What?” 

Jared was refusing to say anything. I imagined him sitting in that dumb chair that I wasn’t anywhere near, pondering something in that little ‘thinker’ pose. *The denim of his jeans rubbed against themselves as he crossed his legs. Every time he moved he made a distinguishable sound. 

I still tasted him on my lips. I wanted him to get off that stupid chair and hold me in his arms – I can’t stand now being away from him, especially since he’s right there. I wanted to call out his name, get his attention, and tell him what I wanted. But of course he wouldn’t listen to me; he would probably think my requests to 
impersonal, since I wouldn’t let him look at my eyes. What I really wanted to do was just that
, but feeding any suspicions he has was out of the question. 

“You look a lot like her, you know.
” I had heard him say. My body automatically turned in his direction at the sound of his voice. It wasn’t like Jared to bring up a subject at random, but I was just glad to hear his voice again. It probably hadn’t been long, but it seemed like it was hours since the last time he spoke. 

“Who?” I felt I was obligated to inquire. 

“Carmen.” Carmen? Crap. Am I supposed to know who she is? Carmen, Carmen. “You don’t know who she is. I shouldn’t have said anything.” You had to scare me. Wait, ew, why did he do that? Now I want to know who she is. Is he going to make me ask? 

He didn’t say anything. Ugh, “Who is she?” I bit my tongue as I heard him sigh a bit louder than usual. How did she hold any significance in this conversation anyway? I thought we were going to get all nice and comfy; I don’t want to hear about this Carmen girl. 

“She died last year in a car accident,” he said. Aw, that’s sad. “She was intoxicated and she drove into a tree.” Not funny, you bitch. Don’t you dare think about laughing. “You remind me of her a little.” 

“You were with her at the time?” Why did I just ask that? I don’t want this subject to become any bigger than it already is. Why can’t Jared just come over to the couch already? Oh crap, he didn’t respond. I’m going to take a major risk and assume he nodded. “That’s horrible.” I tried to sound sensitive and began whispering. 

“Yeah…” he trailed off, and he cleared his throat. Over? No more Carmen? Oh, she’s dead, so it doesn’t matter. 

~~~~~ 

My character is coming out to be a bitch, isn't she? ('Scuse the profanity). I don't see that as bad, because she's becoming more and more real to be. But seriously Andy, have some respect for the dead. I mean, come on! Poor Carmen, whoever she is. I don't know yet, haha. Anyway, leave a review and I'll owe you the world. Don't forget to click on my signature! All reviews are free and uber-awesome! 

~*Sara*~

�Driver’s side, or  his car door.


�That seems like a pretty obvious statement. Maybe say it something like, “this wasn’t my first time being in a car after all.”


�‘but think’ or ‘thinking’


�I don’t quite understand what you mean here. It sounded like his breath was overtaking the car? You mean it started to sound louder than it? Or that she was concentrating on it so much that it seemed to drown out the sound of the car? I’m really not sure.


� ;


� in


�but


�I was brave enough to have managed that


� I don’t know if this is something you explain elsewhere. But if it’s not, why would she have a cane if no one knows she’s blind?


� wished


� too


� just what?


�comma





