His feet shuffled across the freezing concrete floor. The two guards dragging him by the arm halted in front of me, lifting their gazes to look at me. [why did they stop when they saw her, anyway?] 

"Well?" I forced my voice to feel as razor sharp as it sounded.

The man supporting the prisoner’s left arm cleared his throat. “Where is Ms. Holly?” 

I shrugged and the two guards glanced at each other.

"Go on then," I snapped at the guard, turning to look at the prisoner. "I won't harm you, yet."
“Fine.” One said, glaring at me as though I was a rat. 
They dragged him in, and when I followed they blocked my path. 
“Sorry,” he stated confidently “No one’s allowed in.” 
“I have permission from the warden, Ms. Holly,” *who is speaking is inserted here because I am quite confused!* “I am one of Zeke’s elite killers. Let me in, unless you want me to call them both here, and I’m sure Zeke would love that. Why, he might even let the prisoner-”

The guard’s confidence stared to drain from his eyes. He moved away from the doorto walk down the hall. 
I walked in; an energy flowing into my bones and I looked down at the boy slumped in the corner. I closed the door harshly, moving to his side silently. 
Zane. 
His untouched [or similar word to allow the reader to know it is natural without actually saying it. Don’t have better examples sorry]  snowy hair fell limply his eyes
, hiding them from view
. His complexion was pale – the result from years spent in this dank prison. 
I walked over to him, the energy I felt increasing with every step. I reached him, bent down and cupped his chin in my hands. His skin was freezing. 
“Ivy,” he whispered, his breath icy, like all - then he stirred. He lifted his head up, and looked at me with his daunting eyes. 
His eyes. 
Unlike Zeke, their colour was snow-white except for the iris which stayed the humanly black. He lifted his hand and brushed a stray hair off my face, though it obviously pained him to move. 
“Zane…” I whispered, as though speaking would destroy him, this fragile shell of a person. A person I used to know, a person who Zeke destroyed, inside and out. 
And suddenly, a burning passed through my bones, and soaked into the marrow. 
Zane followed me with his eyes as I crossed the room away from him, for it was all his broken sprit could do.  [what I have inserted leads the reader to know she stood without saying it. it is more show than tell because you don’t actually SAY she stood, rather an action that is only done if she stands]
“Ivy,” he whispered, his voice cracking like a whip, torturing me. It pulled me in, made me want to go back to him, so I retraced my steps to crouch beside him. [again showing, not telling] 
“There is something I have to give you,” he whispered, sounding like dry twigs snapping and cracking in two. [three reasons is a little much.]
“No,” I hissed, bending over to him. “Whatever it is, keep it with you.” 
He shook his head and reached into the pocket of his jeans - completely ripped and tattered - and pulled out a necklace. He cupped it in his hands as one would do with a child, then, took my hand and pressed it into it. I opened my fist, and looked at the necklace. 
 He cupped it in both hands, closing his eyes like he was holding a small child’s hand. When he was looking at me again he reached out to take my hand, pressing the tiny (diamond? Emerald? Star? Heart? What type of charm insert here) into my palm, closing my fingers over it.
It was simple - no charms except one. And it was positively the most beautiful creation I have ever seen in my life. It hung on a black silken cord with a sliver clasp. The cord was short, the charm round. It hung onto the cord with a simple sliver circlet. 
It wasn’t any of those details that made it so beautiful. The charm did that. No color could describe the red; it was as though someone had mixed lava with blood. The surface was smooth, but when you looked at it, it really did seem to have the texture of a volcano. The aura; the radiance that pored from that necklace was unimaginable, unthinkable. Never - never - had I felt something so powerful, so compelling or so important. It made everything else seem ugly and insignificant
, including myself. I had to posse it. 
“Put it on.” 
I did, the clasp locking easily. The charm rested on my collar bone. Suddenly, the clasp burned, then stopped. I raised my hand to find it, but then Zane spoke. 
“It is a weapon, called Polaris. It responds to only its master - you. You only have to think, and it will turn into a two pointed dagger. Polaris - it is feared by many of Zeke`s kind.” 
“Thank you, Zane. I don’t know what to say.” I felt something in my chest like liquid gold. It was something I haven’t felt in awhile. Zeke would call it Pride. 
“Ivy, there’s one more thing. This necklace shows you’ve been claimed by one of my kind - there is no going back on now. You are mine - always and forever.” 
I nodded. “Zeke will-”
He flinched, for movement still pained him. Yet he brought his hand up and put it on my cheek, and just looked into my eyes. *are they like… bound by some ‘moronic vampire claim’? Interesting.
“Heal me,” he whispered, his breath once again falling evenly on my face. 
I stood up and concentrated on him. Blue sparks flew from my fingertips to him, restoring his spirit and healing the scars Zeke had burned into him. 
He looked up, his hair thriving again, his eyes had back their spark of mischief; his lips were smiling fully again. 
“Thank you, my heart break,” He whispered, his voice strong and confident again, with a hint of sarcasm in it. 
“Good-bye Nox.” I spoke his name calmly. 
He only nodded, somehow knowing I understood now. 
Zane is a creature of the night. 
He is a vampire. 
And I am not.
**”I have permission from Ms Holly,” I snapped. “I am one of Zeke’s elite killers.”

[Maybe the guards scoff at her or something. And say: 

“She may be the warden but I doubt you have permission” [or something along those lines to let us know she’s the warden.
�Wait, HUH? In the first bit the guard is asking her where Ms Holly is, but in the second bit she’s saying she has permission from her… but who is Ms Holly? If she is the warden then why don’t you use ** (at bottom) because it sounds like in the second bit she is talking TO ms holly.


�Watch out for the direction of these.


�*what? Between his eyes, across his eyes? It goes ‘limply eyes’ so insert something between]


�I’m going with ‘limply across/over his eyes’


�Huh?


�Awful long so I swapped it to more sentences to make it flow easier


�Already said important to saying the opposite end of the word is just repeating.





