Hey, Ash, finally your rewrite is ready to be read, yay!! =D After much anticipation, I have to say, I can’t wait to read it, so I’m going to leave my blabbing for the end instead (something for you to look forward to ;D) and read your wonderful work!! So, let’s do this thing =D
[?] = I’ve said/added something in, but I’m not too sure about it
PROLOGUE

He is still the only thing that I think about, all that I live for. I know it is wrong… so wrong to feel the way I do.[great opening sentence!!] Especially for a human,[maybe you could replace the comma with a colon or  a hyphen to add emphasis to the next part?] a creature so weak and vulnerable. I hate myself for it [I’m guessing your MC hates herself for loving him?], for calling him out in the dead of night[if my previous assumption is right, this bit doesn’t make sense to be linked to the beginning of the sentence. But, if your MC is talking about hating herself for calling him out in the middle of the night, you need to make that clearer. I hope that makes sense to you (]. [I think this here should be a start of a new paragraph >>]I despise my family, who urge me to do the unthinkable, making my stomach clench the more I think of what I must do tonight. What I must do to him…[great suspense – love it!! =D]

But I know that it’s the only option if I want to keep him safe.[Oooh, nice emphasis on this sentence]
An owl hoots nearby and I flinch, hearing the unmistakable crunch of feet on the dried leaves. His scent fills me with longing, making my mouth water, forcing me to stop breathing all together. His silhouette[shape of the silhouette? Tall, lean, etc …] appears in the gloom, and soon his vibrant cerulean eyes land on me. He smiles and anxiously ruffles his chestnut hair. My insides twist when I see him and frown. I can’t love him. It has to end tonight.
[By this point, I have to say that I am confused of your MC’s surroundings, so maybe you could describe her surroundings a bit more? If you do describe it in the following sentences, then just ignore me =P]

I know that part of me wishes for his blood, craves for his death; but another part of me wants to press my lips to his, wants to envelop myself into his arms and stay there forever.[Wow, really immense in describing her conflicting emotions – awesome (: ] I chew my lower lip, hands curling into fists as a gust of wind blows his scent in my direction again. It is a smoky, masculine scent, causing my head to spin. I can feel my pupils dilate in response and my breathing nears close to hyperventilation. 


He stops a few feet away from me, eyeing me with something close to unease. I am immediately aware of my scarred appearance[comma] but do nothing to pull up the hood of my sweatshirt. I just dig my nails into my flesh to prevent myself from doing something rash. I have to control the urge, to use it for good [I’m not too sure what you’re trying to say here, so maybe explain a bit more or rephrase?]. 

He flashes that adorable, dimpled smile, and I can’t help but grin back. “Sophia,” he greets. 


“Isaac,” I breathe, his scent washing over me again. 


“So…” he trails off, shifting uncomfortably from foot to foot. [facial expression?]

I flash him a dazzling smile. “Sorry I dragged you out here in the middle of the night.” 


“It’s all right.” He shrugs. I can see the hunger in his eyes and know that there is no where [one word: nowhere] else he’d rather be. 


Warmth erupts inside my chest at this thought/revelation [?].  


I know my duty, though, and press forward. “I wanted to talk with you,” I whisper, my voice unintentionally seductive. His cheeks flush an adorable pink. “I just wanted to talk,” I repeat, inching steadily closer. My eyes brighten to a luminous green [in my … I remember that the change of eye colour represents some kind of emotion, so you could add that in?], and he is frozen under my hypnotizing stare. His scent fills my nostrils again—warmer[comma] and thick with adrenaline; it puts my salivary glands on overload. I can hear the blood flowing through his veins, his heart pounding. The main vein in his neck, thick with blood, pushes against his skin. I lick my lips in anticipation, and his eyes flicker with fear.[Wow! Awesome writing, ash]

I freeze. 


His fear[can she smell his fear? See it in his eyes, his face, his posture?? Please tell!! (: ] makes my chest ache and I quickly hunch over, feeling ill. “Sophia?” His voice is thick with compassion. I feel his hand mould[but that may just be my English way of spelling?] over my shoulder and I go stiffen. 


He is too close. One swipe and that would be it. One swift swing[of her arm, nails?] and he would be done. One bite and it would be finished. I need to control it, to use it to my advantage.


I look up and meet his eyes. They are swimming with bewilderment, and seeing this, I straighten. “Are you okay?” he asks, and I swallow, fighting back the instinct to kill. I slowly nod, my nails creating crescent-shaped imprints in my palms.


My eyes feel abruptly wet and I touch them tentatively. Water droplets decorate my fingertips, and I scowl at them/at my defenselessness [?]. Will I always be weak?
When I glance up, his smile is soft, and I feel my insides melt. Then a gust of warm air rustles the hair on his head, and I am stunned once again. The scent is more powerful than ever before, and I loose control of myself. My eyes dilate, turning to a hungry brown; my mouth parts in a seductive grin; my hands smooth over his shoulders. His eyes widen when my lips taste his. They part under my soft persuasion, and my tongue slips inside. He responds as any human would; he yanks me to him and buries his fingers in my hair. My hands explore his chest, and he moans in my mouth. His adrenaline is high and I can smell the sweet sweat excreting from his pores. 

Our bodies fit together like missing pieces of a jigsaw puzzle, and I hadn’t realized till now that I had missed the feel of his warm body pressed to mine. I think back to when I had told him to leave me because of my shame for my disfigured body [ooh, I wonder why she has a disfigured body, and disfigured in what way…?]. But now I can’t find a reason why I would ever leave him, leave what we have. And I will change him, so we will always be together.

Forever.[wow, pretty immense stuff, which you’ve done so well with, and not made any of this in any way cheesy =D]
My lips trail down his cheek and along his jaw. One of his hands finds the small of my back and he presses me against him. My tongue snakes out, lightly touches his neck. He shivers, and I smile as goosebumps break out on his skin. My teeth graze his neck and I can almost taste the blood, salty and rich. A powerful hunger flows through me, and I kiss him with even more passion. He pushes me backwards until my spine is pressed against the trunk of a tree, our lips never parting. He moans again, and my mouth leaves his. My excitement is mounting, and I don’t think I can hold it off any longer.

The wind has stopped blowing, and I faintly realize the tiny shred of logic within me is holding off the monster I am. I don’t know if I am strong enough to fight it, if I can prevent the blood-thirst, if I am strong enough to control it. I have denied myself for so long, and the hunger is unbearable. I run my lips across his jaw and his hands mould[again, this may not be your way of spelling this] to my hips. His blood is louder, pounding in my ears. I can’t resist… I can’t resist…

My teeth make the smallest cut[where?], and a drop of blood stains my lower lip. He jolts, pulling swiftly away. “Sophia?” His eyes are accusing as his fingers press against the cut. The drop of blood hangs precariously on my lip. I know that if I taste it that that would be it; Isaac’s life would end and I would be responsible. My tongue craves to taste him, to savor him. 

But I raise a shaky hand to my mouth and smear the blood away. My body gives a violent shudder as I deprive it of the blood it so craves. It is for the best; my body is too out of control to be able to change him at the moment. My only choice now will be to take him back to Philip and have him changed there when I am thinking clearly.

“And you were so close,” a velvety voice echoes in the forest. I cringe, guessing who the voice belongs to. Isaac, however, glances warily at me and steps further away. I know before it happens that we are surrounded. Ashton’s Coven steps from the shadows. The males gaze furiously at me—but for only a second—as they all glance at Isaac. “No!” I shout, gripping the leader’s arm. “Please, Rouke, have mercy!” I plead. 

He laughs huskily. “I almost thought you would do it. I almost thought you had the power in you.” He laughs with sorrow now. “But I was wrong.” 

He shoves me out of the way and advances on Isaac. I scream and try to punch Rouke. “No! You can’t do this!” I shriek. He orders two of his men to pin me against the nearest tree. I bite and scratch my captors[comma] but it does no good. 

Rivers flow down my cheeks when I hear Isaac’s screams pierce the air, and I crumble to the earth in a heap. 


I have failed. 
Ooh, great prologue and opening to the story – I can’t wait to find out what happens. So, for now, onto the next chapter … =D
CHAPTER ONE
Six months earlier…

The cool morning air sends shivers along my spine as I clutch the [using ‘the’ suggests you’re talking about a noun that you have previously mentioned, but you have not mentioned the noun before as it is a staring sentence. So, replace it with what kind of books the books are – school books, I presume –  or even just  ‘my’ instead. Does that make sense to you, by the way?]books closer to my chest. My sweater is only a thin barrier against the winter chill. But I can’t help but marvel at the beauty of nature around me.

Winter transforms everything.

The trees are bare of their normal jackets of lush leaves. Instead they are heavy with white powder, like frosting on a cake. The wind swirls bursts of snow around me, and my sharp eyes catch individual snowflakes—all distinctive and intricate. I snatch one from the air with my tongue, and it melts, reducing to a spot of water in my mouth.[Awesome description and imagery, and the way you word it all … wow, just wow]
Suddenly [I’ll introduce you to another little rule of mine: if you are going to use the word ‘suddenly’ in a sentence, please don’t use it to start the sentence off. The reason for this is because (even though this isn’t really a tension kind of moment) it removes the tension, or the suddenness of the moment, before you’ve even started to read it. Do you understand my reasoning? =P] , I feel something suddenly smack the back of my head, and snow trickles down my sweater. I whip around but see no one. 

Smiling wickedly, I set my books on a dry spot in the road. Pulling up the sleeves of my sweater, I scan the area. There isn’t a twig out of place; a pebble not disturbed. 

That’s when I smell him.

A strong scent like the cologne the human boys wear drifts past my nose. I lick my lips and shoot behind the nearest tree. I hear a ghostly chuckle, and see Carmen crouching above me in the snow-covered branches. He leaps, and I sidestep out of his way, allowing him to land gracefully in front me. Then the whole group appears on the road, jumping from near-by trees and slipping out of bushes. 

“Morning, Sophia,” Carmen greets, a breathtaking smile playing across his lips. His blonde hair hangs in his eyes, damp from a previous snowball fight. 

“Morning, Carmen.” I smile, and he affectionately ruffles my hair. Then I turn to face each of the others individually. “Dover, Michael, Nate, Randy.[should this be a comma instead?]” I greet each one. All of their hair is wet, dangling in their eyes. Dover and Nate, the only twins in the Coven, stand side-by-side, their features identical. I even have a hard time telling them apart, but with one whiff of the air surrounding them, I know exactly who is which [you either say who is who or which is which, because using both who and which sounds a bit strange to me]. Dover’s scent is salty, like the ocean, while Nate’s is musty, like dried leaves. 

Grinning at them both, I turn to Randy. He is the tallest of the group, nearing seven feet with wiry muscles and a head of thick black hair that is pulled back into a pony at the base of his neck. His scent is very distinct— rich, similar to a recently extinguished fire. 

My eyes then move on to Michael. I laugh, unable to resist. He stands out against the stark-white snow, his head like a carrot top, his figure lean. He smiles at me, and the air around him is thick with his scent, like the nectar the pine cones create. That’s when I notice that they crowd around me, and I feel trapped. Narrowing, my eyes at Carmen, I ask, “What is it?”

Carmen sighs. “I know you’re mad because Philip made you return to school.”  

“You think?” I growl, pushing between Michael and Randy to gather my books. 

“Sophia,” Carmen coos, pulling me around to face him. “Philip is only looking out for you.” 

“Yeah, I bet the best would be to send me where there are even more humans around,” I scoff, and cringe as I remember my horrible mistake yet again. 

“Everyone slips up,” Carmen assures me, stroking my cheek. 

“Have you? Have any of you?” I back away, pointing at all of them. “I should’ve been killed but—“
[Well, I am confused, it says in your summary that your MC does feed on humans instead of animals as she did in your original Poisoned Roses. But, this sounds the same as your original: that she doesn’t feed on humans and slipped up once, just like the beginning of your original. Or, does she secretly feed on them and got caught once? Hm… Now you have me thinking …] 
“You weren’t,” Carmen says harshly, as if the mere thought causes him physical pain. 

“No, I wasn’t,” I agree. “But why is that, Carmen?” I raise an eyebrow, and the whole group stiffens. 

I can feel the tension, and Carmen’s eyes take on a hypnotizing stare. “You don’t believe that,[believe what? Or is it meant to be a mystery?]” he whispers convincingly. 

I shake my head, breaking the spell. “Don’t you dare use our own powers against me. I know what I believe and that’s that.” I stalk off into the school parking lot, leaving Carmen and his gang lagging behind to give me the space I need. 

In the school, I freeze. Children mill around me, their blood thick in their veins. I can hear every heart pounding in unison, every breath taken. Their strong scents excreting from their pores unwillingly enter my nostrils. 

One female in particular catches my attention. She keeps rustling the air with her hair, sending shocks through my system. Her heart is pounding louder than all the rest as she converses with a tall male. I can feel my eyes take on a deadly glint, my pupils dilating to a ravenous[comma] radiant green. 

I take a step towards her just as Carmen’s scent washes over me. It is the strongest of them all, blocking out all others. I can hear his steady breathing and a faint tick of a long-deceased heart. “Control is the key,” he whispers, his voice raspy. 


I breathe rapidly, closing my eyes. Carmen backs away and the scents hit me again, but this time, I am prepared, and slowly, I am back in control. 

When I open my eyes, Carmen stands in front of me. “See, you can do it,” he praises, and I nod, proud of the amount of control I was able to have. 

“Now, let’s get to class,” Carmen suggests, leading the way. 

* * * *

When lunch rolls around, I’m surprised at myself; I’ve gone through three whole classes without incident. But I am hesitant as I enter the cafeteria—more humans leave more chances for a slip-up. 

I immediately spot Carmen at the a table near the window. He is propped on the window[space]sill, the group listening as he tells a story. I sharpen my hearing so I can listen, and wrinkle my nose when I realize they are discussing a human girl with vulgar language. I snort, and Carmen’s eyes dart up at me, grinning slyly. I glare at him, and he chuckles before continuing the tale. Blocking them out, I reluctantly take my place in the lunch line.


They are serving a disgusting meal of pasta, meat sauce, and mushrooms. I read the board and see that it is called lasagna. I fight against exposing my revulsion as they place a slice on my plate, the meat sauce oozing out of the sides. The smell is nauseating, and I move through the line as quickly as I can. In my haste, I carelessly reach for a carton of milk, and brush hands with a human. 


Bad mistake. 


It is common knowledge amongst my kind that if we touch a human, we risk exposure. Their skin is so strange to us[don’t you mean: Our skin is so strange to them?], and when our skin—cold from lack of blood circulation—touches the humans' oddly warm complexion, dangerous events could conspire. 

My hands stray to the human’s fingers and I marvel at the warmth. The human, however, yanks its hand away. I recoil and peer up shyly.  


It is a male. He is dressed in average attire for a human: a light blue polo and dark jeans. His skin is a dark tan[comma] as if he spent his whole winter vacation outside. His mouth crinkles upwards in a friendly smile, and I notice slight indentations in both of his cheeks that emphasize his surprisingly appealing countenance. “Sorry,” he mumbles, and I make another deadly mistake. 


I meet his eyes. 


Again, it is a rule that we are never to make direct eye contact with humans. When we do, our first instinct is to look into the human’s soul, to overpower their minds and make them ours. Humans are so easy to control, and the temptation is overwhelming.


I am shocked when his eyes, like blue ice, are safeguarded. I can’t see past them, and I quickly look down to my shoes, afraid that if I look any longer, I will do something that I will later regret. “It’s fine,” I murmur, stepping past him. He smells of cologne, and it makes me snort in distaste; but I’m thankful for it because it covers his actual scent.

When I reach Carmen’s table, he glances at me with a raised eyebrow. “What was that all about?” He inclines his head towards the male I had run into. The human is walking over to a crowded table. I watch as a fellow female, her blonde hair reaching her waist, stands on tiptoes to press her lips dotingly onto his. I frown at this custom; only the Bonded in our colony expresses such open affection to one another. Turning to Carmen, I shrug. “Nothing.” 


Carmen narrows his eyes but lets the subject drop. He abruptly groans and leans back. “Why do you even bother with that?” He points to my plate of steaming pasta. Michael scoots further away from me, holding his nose. Dover looks close to gagging.


“Don’t you think people will get suspicious if you never eat lunch?” I counter, but push the plate away as my own stomach starts revolving precariously inside of me. 


“No.” Carmen grins, and I roll my eyes. “So, I made sure I got a seat right beside her,” Carmen continues his tale about the human girl, and I sigh, blocking him out. 

Cupping my chin in my hands, I look outside through the glass panes, wishing that I were out at the Manor rather than here. 


School really is a pain.

* * * *

Following lunch, I enter my British Literature class. Distancing myself away from the humans, I pull out my notebook and doodle absentmindedly. I dread the classes when my fellow family members are absent. This trimester, this [I know it’s sometimes hard to avoid, but try and not use the same word too closely together]class is the only one without them. I can do this… It’s only one class..[is that meant to be an ellipsis or a full-stop? =P] 


Soon, a group of humans arrive. Their scents are cloaked under clouds of perfume and cologne[amazing wording, ash, as always (]. Relief fills me as I smile faintly at my luck. 

Following the children is the teacher. Her name is Mrs. Walker. She is a shorter woman with graying hair and horn-rimmed glasses, and her scent is very distinct: mothballs and cat hair.


I grin to myself as she takes attendance. I am still doodling when she says my name. “Sophia Martin?” I raise my hand, lifting my eyes from the page in my notebook. When I lower my arm, I see that another is looking at me. 


It is the blue-polo male. He is watching me carefully, his eyes sharp and intent. I hastily look away, my hands starting to shake in fear; in remembrance of that night. Does he know? No, he couldn’t… that was miles away from here, I reason with myself. Peeking again over at him, I know that it’s only his inquisitiveness driving him.


I hate when humans take a personal interest in us. It makes our lives so much easier when they ignore us, but there is are always the overly curious ones. I can still feel his eyes on me, and I move my hair so it blocks out his unwanted gaze. I feel his eyes leave me when Mrs. Walker begins talking, and I continue to doodle, though not as peacefully as before. 

When the bell rings, I practically sprint from the class. I feel that annoyingly curious male still watching me, and I weave through the throng of students, feeling my anger rise. 

Carmen is waiting for me, leaning contentedly against the [choose my or his, but not the (] rusted locker[or put an ‘s’ on the end of locker, if the locker doesn’t belong to either of them]. He immediately detects my anger—my eyes a vivid black—and questions me: “What’s wrong?” 


I shake my head, looking over his shoulder. I gasp when I see the male across the hall, still watching me! What is his problem? Am I that interesting? I should have known the answer to that. My people have been known far and wide for their beauty, but that’s all lies and myths. It isn’t our beauty, although some of us do turn out looking like gods. Glancing sideways at Carmen, admiring his profile, I smile; Carmen is one of the lucky ones, one of the Blessed. Yes, some of my people do have unnaturally smooth pale skin and attractive figures[should she maybe make some reference to her own appearance? Is she one of the ‘Blessed’? (I know that she isn’t from reading your summary, but you need to make that clearer in your actual story) (], but it is our eyes that make the humans connect with us[is there any reason for this? Or is it completely unknown? Does your MC, or Phillip, or anyone else se knows have any unproven theories?]. I know I shouldn’t have made eye contact with the boy and now I’m going to regret it. 

Carmen follows my gaze, and I see his whole demeanor change. His shoulders’ square and his eyes darken dangerously. I press a firm hand on his chest. “Don’t,” I warn, knowing what happens when any of us lose control over our emotions.


“He’s looking at you like…” he trails off, falling back against the locker again. 


“He’s just a human,” I whisper for his ears only, slightly bewildered at his reaction to the male. “A harmless human.”


“I suppose.” He shakes his head, ruffling my hair[comma] before leaving[to go where? Next class? Or is it the end of school?]. 


Once I have my books in hand, I turn and find the male still staring—but this time, a knowing smile crosses his lips, and his eyes contain a glint of amusement. I fumble with my books, preparing to escape to my next class when he starts towards me. I go to turn, but he’s right there, blocking my path. “Hi,” he says, his voice deep and captivating. 


His voice catches me off guard. It is like those of my people, and I find myself looking into his eyes again. “Hi,” I answer with a coy smile. What is wrong with you? I silently scold myself, quickly looking away from the boy. He’s nothing but an insignificant human. But I can’t ignore the slight flutter in my stomach or the weightlessness in my head as he looks at me with those safely-guarded eyes. My reaction to him frightens me.


“What was wrong with your friend?” he asks me.


I frown, not meeting his gaze. “Nothing. He’s just a little overprotective.” 


“Is he your boyfriend?” the boy asks, piercing me with those electric eyes.


“No!” I answer, somewhat offended. I instantly regret my words as Carmen appears. I should have known that he would have been listening. 


“Is he bothering you?” Carmen asks me, pointedly ignoring the human. 


“No, Carmen,” I say through my teeth. 


The boy looks amused. “Dude, everything’s cool.”


“It better be,” Carmen threatens, and the boy’s expression shifts. He opens his mouth to retort, and I quickly interrupt. 


“I have to go,” I say loudly. “Carmen, walk me to class?” They both stare at me; Carmen nods yes to my question. I glance apologetically at the boy. “Bye,” I say, before marching off. The boy just stares, his eyes following my every move until I am out of sight. 

“What is your problem?” I badger Carmen once we are alone.


“I don’t know what got over me…” He shrugs, running his hand warily through his hair. “It was just the way he stared at you…”


“He’s a human, Carmen! What trouble could he cause by looking at me?” I demand, shoving him. I just hope I don’t see polo boy again, or I might not have enough control to resist that enthralling voice he possesses. 


“Okay, it’s just—“


“Drop it!” I order. “It’s over. Let’s just go to class.” And Wanting to make amends, I sling a friendly arm over his shoulder, leading him to class.

Our last class of the day is Baking—the one I have been dreading all day[is it because of the unappealing smell of human food? Let me know!! (]. I’m still considered a Newborn, but food lost its appeal years ago. Philip is forcing us to take this class, thinking it will make us appear more human. 

Carmen greets the rest of the gang as we grab a table for ourselves. Things are just returning to normal, all of us laughing, when Carmen’s body goes stiff. “I can’t believe this,” he growls under his breath. I freeze when I smell the familiar cologne of the polo boy. I don’t dare look in his direction and stare instead at Carmen. “Why are you making a big deal out of this?”


“Sophia, it’s a feeling I get about the guy,” he struggles to explain, “All I’m going to say is that he’s bad news—“


“All right. Leave it at that,” I cut him off, shaking my head. 

I know better than to draw attention to myself and now I will have to figure out a way to get rid of the boy. The teacher, Mr. Anderson, starts to pair us off, and when he reaches us, I see his eyes narrow. “Well, we’ll just have to split you six up.” He shakes his head and points, silently telling Carmen to join a petite girl with cropped brown hair. Carmen gives me a look of warning before gathering his books. Dover and Nate stay together. I pray with all my might that he will keep Michael with me, but the teacher raises an arthritis-twisted finger and points to the polo boy. “Sophia, you go with Isaac.” 


I hear Carmen curse under his breath and glare furiously at him. He quiets while Isaac moves over to leave room for me at his table. I breathe through my mouth as I take a seat. 

“So, we meet again.” Isaac flashes me a dazzling smile, and my head feels light. I bow my chin as I hear Randy walk over to associate with a large boy sitting in the corner. 

I glance up and see Carmen watching us, his eyes narrowed. I am still baffled at his hostile behavior towards this boy named Isaac, who has done nothing but be curious, though it is partly my fault[ you’re bordering on rambling a bit here, so try and break this sentence up?]. I mouth stop this nonsense to Carmen across the room, and he glowers but obeys, turning to his partner and flashing her a heart-melting grin. I feel slightly bad for her, seeing Carmen’s looks overpower every motor skill in her body. 


I turn back to Isaac as the teacher hands out recipes for us to make. Mr. Anderson gives Isaac ours, and the boy smiles knowingly. “Ah, lemon squares.”


I sigh. “I hope they are easy to make.”


“Not a good cook?” Isaac asks, lifting an eyebrow.


“I’m hopeless in the kitchen,” I answer with a shy smile.


Isaac chuckles. “Don’t worry. My talent will make up for it.”


I stare at him. “Oh, really?”


“Watch me work my magic,” Isaac says, and winks. My knees wobble, and I clutch at the table[is she standing? I just assumed she was sat down …]. What is the matter with me? I’ve never felt such strange emotions. It is a curious thing, something I both fear and relish. The feeling of weightlessness in the pit of my stomach[comma] making my toes curl. I try to fight against it, but every time Isaac looks at me with those Nordic-blue eyes—so artfully blocking me out—I get a rush of these emotions, leaving me breathless. 


Isaac hands me an apron to put on, and I snatch it up, throwing it on in a haste to get finished. He raises an eyebrow at my behavior, but says not a word. I try to work without looking at him, keeping a safe distance between us. 

“Can you hand me that bag of flour?” Isaac asks as he whisks the eggs. I try to block out his voice, so much like my people with its seductive nature. 


“Sure.” I hand it over while filling out the worksheet. Warmth spreads through my fingertips, and my eyes shoot upwards towards him. His hand is touching mine, and I quickly pull my own back. 

Isaac starts and drops the bag of flour. It explodes between us, showering us in a thick blanket of white. I cough and wipe at my eyes as the class stares. I look to Isaac, his face and clothes coated in flour. I crack a smile, and he laughs. I join in as Mr. Anderson jogs over. “You both better go and clean up,” he orders, eyes full of disapproval as we transition [transition is another word for change, and therefore the wrong word to use here, wouldn’t something like moved fit better?] to the sink in the back.

I allow Isaac to wash off first as I dust off my clothes, coughing as small puffs of flour clog my nostrils. I lick my lips and the flour sticks to the roof of my mouth. Gagging, I quickly rush towards the paper towels and rub my tongue with the brown paper. I hear Isaac clear his throat, and I peek upwards to see him looking at me with a baffled expression covering his features. I smile sheepishly, and hurry to throw the paper towel in the garbage. 

“Okay, you can go,” Isaac announces, stepping back to dry his hands. I take his spot at the sink and scrub my arms until I can see my pale skin again. I wet a paper towel and clean off my face.


When I spin towards Isaac, he is just brushing off his shoes. “Sorry,” I say, feeling slightly guilty about the mess, and he shrugs. 


“It wasn’t your fault.” When Isaac glances over at me, he smiles. “You missed a spot.” His thumb runs along my cheek, and I freeze. Emotions whirl out of control at his touch—fear, joy, anguish, hunger. So many human emotions all at once, making my limbs start to tremble. I feel my eyes dilate, just as the bell rings, and Isaac pulls away. “I’ll see you tomorrow,” I say quickly, hurrying to the table and grabbing my things before Isaac can stop me.

Outside in the fresh air, I can think clearly. I can still feel Isaac’s touch as if he had scorched me. I tentatively touch my cheek, and my fingers come back slightly warmer than they were before. I smile but then quickly frown. Get a hold of yourself! You shouldn’t be feeling this way about a human. He’s going to be nothing but trouble, I tell myself, breathing in the clean air. The sky is a soft blue[comma] and thin, white clouds scatter the heavens. The sun is a shimmering star[comma] shining forth with a brilliance that stuns me. I close my eyes as the sun’s rays hit my skin, warming it. It’s lovely to be outside when it’s sunny, to almost feel human as my skin tingles with heat.


I quicken my pace when I hear Carmen’s distinguished trot behind me, along with the rest of the group, hoping I can avoid them until I get back to the Manor, but no such luck. 

“What the hell was that?” Carmen yanks me around, his icy grip stinging my skin[why does it sting her skin?]. The group stays back, leaving us room, as if they could sense the fight brewing. 


“I don’t know what you are talking about,” I sniff, an air of innocence protecting me.


“The hell you don’t!” Carmen accuses. “I saw that little touch action in the back of the room.” His eyes are flashing, their golden color turning into red flames. 


“He touched me. So what?” I snort, walking around him, thinking nothing of it.


“Oh, no big deal? Just wait until Philip hears about this.” 

My anger rises at this. “Hears about what? All he did was touch my cheek. You’re making a huge deal out of this, Carmen.”

“I’m making a huge deal out of it? No, Sophia, you’ve been acting like nothing is going to happen to you. Ever since that little episode, you act like you’re invincible. You’re just lucky the whole town didn’t come after us.”

I flinch, turning back to face him. “I hadn’t meant to loose control… It just happened,” I whisper, feeling suddenly cold, the sun’s heat draining from me. Flashes of that horrible night flicker through my mind. 

“That’s all you’ve been saying. ‘ It just happened ’. Things like this can’t just happen! Philip could have rightfully punished you, and you wouldn’t even be here right now, would you, Sophia?”

“Why are you doing this? Why are you freaking out?”

“Just stay away from that kid, okay.” Carmen turns and starts to lope off. His words sting, and I’m miffed to think that he wanted me to be punished for my accident. I struggle to think up something to hurt him like he hurt me. The words form on my lips before I can stop them: “You’re just jealous because I didn’t choose you!” 


Carmen freezes. He spins to face me, his countenance draining of all color, turning to a sickly white. As he closes the gap between us, he growls, “You bitch!” 
[NP]Before thinking, I slap him, my palm feeling as though I have just crushed it against a stone surface. The family around us backs even further away. Carmen clutches his face, his eyes switching from red to a flat black. I see hear his labored breathing, knowing that I had wounded him more mentally than physically; I fumble for words to excuse my behavior. “I’m sorry, Carmen! I-I shouldn’t have—“ 


“You are just like your Birth Mother.” And with that, he is off, bounding into the surrounding trees. I watch him go, feeling my knees buckle under me. Dover and Nate stare at me in disbelief, not used to my flashes of anger before they follow Carmen. Randy doesn’t even look at me, fleeing with the rest. Michael is the last to leave. He runs a soft hand carefully across my check before following his fellow brothers, leaving me to walk home alone.[Great ending!]
