Heyy, here I am at your request (: . All my suggestions/comments will be in bold [] and my edits in red. I really hope this review helps you out...

Rob  Newmire  walked  from  his  home  to  his  car.  It  wasa  very  all-American  setting [how? Show us instead of just simply telling us].  

Heading  out  to  his  nine to five  job,  just  early  enough  to  beat  the  traffic  and  get  into  work  on  

time.  Behind  him  stood  a  two-storey,  vinyl  sided  house,  bricked  around  the  front  door,   a  white  

picket  fence  in  front  of  it  all.  It  was  all  too  generic,  but  it  certainly  was  the  middle  class  

American  life.


Inside [inside of where?] stood  a  small  boy  and  girl,  twins,  Travis  and  Tracy.  They  waved  goodbye  to  

their  father  as  he  pulled  out  the  driveway  in  his  Lexus.  His  wife  Kristy  stood  behind  them  

and  gave  him  an  admiring  stare  as  he  pulled  away  from  the  home [I am slightly confused: who is this man? Is it the same man you introduced at the start, or a different one? Try and make it clearer].


Down  the  street  he  drove,  slowly,  as  many  children  were  already  standing  near  the  

street  waiting  for  the  bus.  The  sun  was  shining  and  the  day  seemed  pleasant,  it  was  still  cold,  

probably  below  freezing  yet,  but  the  wind  was  still  and  the  day  beautiful.


Before  traversing  the  remaining  short  drive  to  his  office  Rob [oh, so he has a name? Use his name more often, as it will stop any confusion (: ] took  a  detour  and  picked  

up  a  morning  cup  of  coffee.  It  was  not  his  normal  habit,  in  fact,  while  most  the  people  he  

worked  with  did  drink  coffee  he  was  one  of  the  few  who  generally  did  not.  Nevertheless,  he  

was  especially  tired  this  morning  and  needed  a  little  energy.  The  stop  took  longer  than  he  had  

anticipated  with  so  many  people  stopping [you’ve used stop twice too closely together, and on the same related subject also, I would try and change one of them to avoid repetition (: ]  to  get  their  coffee  before  work  as  well  and  by  the  

time  he  got  back  on  the  road  he  was  already  late.  
[NP>>]Moments  before  pulling  into  the  office  [do you mean the office’s car-park, as I highly doubt he’s actually pulling his car into the office ;) ]in  

which  he  worked  he  noticed  a  car  parked  on  the  curb,  no  flashers  on  and  still  running.


He  strongly  considered  stopping  to  help  the  driver  out  with  whatever  seemed  to  be  

wrong  and  on  most  days  he  would  have,  but  being as late  as  he  was  he  opted  to  simply  hurry  

into  work  and  maybe  his  manager  would  be  slightly  less  perturbed. [If he didn’t even stop to help the driver out, was there really any point in mentioning it, as it doesn’t seem all that vital to the story. What do you think?]

Entering  the  building,  Rob  attempted  to  slink  to  his  office  without  the  higher -ups  

noticing  he  was  twenty  minutes  late,  but it was to  no  avail.  “Newmire!  You’re  [remember, it’s you are late, so therefore you’re, your refers to your cookies, or your jacket, yes?] late”.  His  boss’s voice  

boomed,  certainly  loud  enough for  half of the  floor to heard.


“Come  on,  boss,  I've  been  on  time  every[gap]day  for  the  last  three  years  and  it  won’t  happen  

again”. [Move that full stop to inside the speech marks: again.”]

“I  don't  need  excuses,  Newmire,  just  get  to  work”.  And  [try to refrain from starting sentences with ‘and’, or any other connectives like ‘but’,and so on] Then his  boss  stormed  off.  Normally  

he  would  have  been  a  little  angry,  but  he  felt  good  today  and  wasn't  going  to  let  his  boss  

ruin  that his day.


Soon  enough,  Sam [who’s Sam – this is slightly confusing, you need to introduce your characters gradually, otherwise it’s just like they’ve randomly appeared from nowhere. Which we certainly don’t want!! (:]  was  hard  at  work  and  had  more  than  caught  up [with what? What job does he do – the same goes to the other guy, Rob – give us some background on their job, although not loads is needed as stuff like that can be added to as the chapters evolve (:]  when he  decided  to  

take  a  quick  break  at  eleven o’clock.  His  boss  gave  him  a  little glare  as  he  strode  to  the  break  room  

but  he  just  returned it  with  a  smile  and  a  nod.  The  break  room  was  a  really  nice  place,  the  fact  

that  it  represented  a  break  probably  helped  with  that  perception  but  still  it  was  still decorated  

exquisitely,:  fine  leather  chairs,  tropical  plants,  plush  carpet  and   a  very  capable  cafe  which  was  

attended  to  by   a  full  time  worker.


Purchasing  a  small  glass  of  pop,  which  was  far  overpriced,  like  everything  available  on  

the  menu,  he  sat  down  near  the huge  panoramic  window  overlooking  the  city.  Glancing  

outwards,  he  seen saw  the  sun,  a  beautiful  radiant  sphere  still  rising  high  over  the  city  skyline  that  

seemed  dwarfed  in  comparison [in comparison to what? Try expanding].  The  park  He  could  see  a park a  ways  off which  was  quite  nearly  empty,  

save  for  a  handful  of  birds,  and was  that  a  small  deer  he  saw?


And  then  he  noticed  the  car  still  parked  along[delete gap]side  the  road.  At  first  he  didn't  think  

anything  of  it,  but  soon  the  thought  of  carbon  monoxide  poisoning  [what?? This sounds totally random – what has triggered this thought, what is this thought for?]crossed  his  mind,  he  tried  

to  dismiss  the  thought,  telling  himself  there  was  surely  no  reason  to  worry.  He  simply  couldn't  

put  the  thought  out  of  his  mind.  Squinting  his  eyes  and  peering  as  hard  as  he  could  at  the  

car  his  breathing  suddenly  stopped.  He  could  just  barely  make  out  the  figure  of  a  man,  

slumped  forward  awkwardly,  motionless.


Wasting  no  time,  Rob [now, what is this guy’s name? Sam or Rob – you need to decide!! (]  jumped  up  and  sprinted  out  of  the  room,  without  time  to  spare  

and  knowing  he  could  already  be  too  late  he  bypassed  the  elevator  in  favor  of  the  stairs  and  

hurried  down  several  flights  to  ground  level.  Running  through  the  front  doors  of  the  building  

he  almost  knocked  two  people  over  and  did  not  spare  the  time  to  yell  back  an  apology.


Down  the street  he  ran,;  it  seemed  as  if  his  hours  in  the  gym  had  finally  come  to  use,  

a  short  run  later  and  he  was  at  the  door  of  the  car.  It  was  a  small,  white  sedan,  quite  beaten  

up  and  seemed  also  to  be  trashed  on  the  inside.  But  Rob  was  far  too preoccupied  trying  to  

open  the  locked  door  to  worry  about  the  condition  of  the  vehicle.  The  door  was  clearly  

locked  and  so he  sprinted  around  the  vehicle, trying out all the doors,  but  to  no  avail [you’ve used this phrase already – I know it was a while ago, but it still sticks out in my memory, so try and replace this phrase with something different],  each  door  was  locked.


With  no  other  options  available  and  seeing  no  one  pulling  over  or  coming  from  the  

office  to  help,  Dan [now his name is Dan??? I am entirely confused: you really need to choose one name, and stick to it]  removed  his  blue  jacket  and  wrapped  it  around  his  hand.  He  drew  his  

arm  back  and  threw  a  huge  punch,  with  no  effect  on  the  closed  window.  Maybe  more  time  

with  the  weights  and  less  running [direct thoughts in italics],  he  thought  to  himself.  Realizing [you start sentences a lot using ‘ing’ ending words – try and vary your sentence beginnings]  he  might  not  be  able  to  

get  inside  the  vehicle  in  time,  the  thought  struck  him  to  make  a  call  to  the  police  before  it  

was  too  late.  He  quickly  dialed  911.  “Hi,  I  am  on  Davis  road  near  the  Simply  Context  office  

building.  There  is  someone  trapped  inside  a  car  here,  I  am  trying  to  get  them  out  but  don't  

know  if  I  can”. [Again, full stop needs to be inside the speech mark: can.” Also, what was the reply on the other end of the line – was the person male, female? What was their tone of voice...] He  quickly  hung  up  the  phone,  re  wrapped  his  hand  and  wound  up  for  

another  shot.  With  all  his  might  he  threw  the  punch  and  this  time  the  window  gave  way.  

Not  a  epic  shattering  as  is  portrayed  in  so  many  a  films,  just  a  hole  in  the  window  not  much  

larger  than  his  fist  and  a  host  of  long  crooked  lines  spreading  outwards  from  the  point  of  

impact  like  so  many  lightning  bolts [great use of descriptions here!! (].


Within  seconds,  Dan  had  the  rest  of  the  window  broken  out  and  reached  for  the  lock. It  

was  stuck. Sighing  heavily,  he  cleared  away  the  shards  of  glass  from  the  bottom  of  the  

recently [trust your readers: we know it was recently shattered, as we’ve just read about him breaking the window] shattered  window  and  reached  under  the  man’s  arm  pits. Hooking  his  arms  tightly  

around  the  man, [his name]  and  pulled; the  limp  body  offered  no  help  and  Dan  hardly  moved  it. Looking  

around  he  still  saw  no  help  coming  although  he  thought  he  heard  a  siren  a  ways  off.


He  pulled  again  and  the  body  moved  just  a  little  more,  again  he  pulled  and  again  the  

body  budged  slightly.  Again  and  again  he [try to refrain from overusing the pronoun, he, just use his name once in a while (: ]  repeated  the  process  and  slowly,  inch  by  inch  the  

body  was  moved  out  the  window.  One  last  heave  and  the  man's  body  came  completely  out  of  

the  window.  Dan  fell  backwards  and  the  body  landed  on  top  of  him,  knocking  his  breath  out.


At  the  same  moment  a  police  officer  and  then  another  came  sprinting  forward  from  

their  car  and  pulled  the  limp  body  off  of  Dan.  “Thanks,”.  Dan  gasped,  rolling  over  and  feeling  

suddenly  very  dizzy  and  tired.  He  was  face  to  face  with  the  victim  and  the  man  was  showing 

no  signs  of  life,  one  of  the  officers  bent  over,  feeling  for  a  pulse.


“He's  still  here,  but  just  barely,”.  The  officer  surmised.  Standing  up  the  officer  glanced  

inside  the  vehicle.  “Hey,  Tom,  look  what  I’ve  got  here.”.  The  other  officer  stepped  over  from  the  

side  of  the  road  where  he  had  been  waving  traffic  around  and  peered  alongside  his  partner  

into  the  vehicle.


“Now  that  looks  like  quite  the  pharmacy,”.  The  officer  commented,  removing  a  handful  

of  pill  bottles  from  the  man’s  car.


“And  look  at  this,”.  The  other  man [try and find a way for us to differ between the officers – maybe they have different colour eyes, is one fat and one thin, one scary looking, one calm and friendly looking...?]  said,  while  removing  a  bundle  of  plastic  bags  from  

the  car,  filled  with  all  manner  of  colored  powders  and  other  substances.


While  all  this  was  going  on  Dan  noticed  the  man  start  to  come  around.  It  began  with  

a  flutter  of  the his eyelids,  a  groan, and  soon  he  seemed  quite  aware  and  stared  Dan  straight  in  the  

eyes.  “How  ya'  feelin?”?  asked  Dan  with  a  slight  smile.  The  other  man  didn't  reply.  “You  

alright?”?  He Dan  [there are two men involved here – the man and Dan, so you need to use their names so we can differ between the two] asked,  more  concerned  this  time.


Out  of  nowhere  the  man  swiftly  brought  his  tightly  closed  fist  upwards,  catching  Dan  

right  under  the  chin.  Dan  didn't  struggle,  he  wasn't  out  cold  but  severely  stunned,  caught  

completely  off  guard.  His  head  was  spinning,  a  small  trickle  of  blood  slowly  drained  from  the  

corner  of  his  mouth.  He  watched  the  man  rise  to  his  feet.  He  was  a  terribly  large  man  Dan  

realized  now,  explaining  why  it  had  been  so  difficult  to  remove  him  from  his  vehicle.  As  he  

rose  from  the  ground  a  pulled  a  large  knife,  from  where  Dan  was  not  sure,  and  moved  

quickly  towards  the  two  officers.  Dan  watched,  motionless,  now  struck  mute  by  horror,  as  the  

man  thrust  the  huge  blade  into  the  officer’s [which one? Again, you need to find some way in which we can differ them]  neck.  He  pulled  it  out  and  repeated  the  process,  

no  less  than  a  half  dozen  times.  The  other  officer  had  quickly  moved  to  refuge,  crouching  

around  the  corner  of  the  car.


The  attacker  started  to  advance  around  the  car,  holding  the  badly  bleeding  and  no  doubt  

dying  officer  in  front.  The  second  officer  retreated,  maintaining  his  crouch  and  squeezing  the  

trigger  to  his  pistol  as  he  did  so.  The  body  of  the  victimized  officer  jerked  violently  with  

each  shot.  Surely  those  will  shots  will  kill  him,  that  body  won’t  stop  those  bullets [this sounds like a direct thoughts, which means it should be in italics, and also, as this is written in 3rd person, you need to define who’s thinking that].  But  the  

 criminal  continued  his  advance.  His  body  doesn't  have  to [italics, and his body doesn’t have to what?],  he  thought  bitterly,  his  bullet  proof  

vest  will [again, italics, and what is meant by this – who is he and who is he talking/thinking about?].

 
Out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye  Dan  caught  the  gleam  of  a  metal.  The  officer’s  gun!   He  

had  dropped it  whilst  trying  to  pull  it  out  as  he  was  assailed  by  the  attacker.  Dan  knew  what  he  

had  to  do  and  moved  for  the  gun  which  had  slid  a  few  feet  away.  As  he  did  so  he  stopped.  

In  gross  fascination,  as  he  watched  the  huge  man  literally  fall  upon  the  officer  and  proceed  to  

utterly  disfigure  him  with  his  knife  and  fists,  Dan  stared  motionless  as  all  this  occurred,  

proceeding  towards  the  pistol  only  after  the  man  had  committed  his  terrible  deed [I am totally lost – you need to try and explain things a little clearer, and calm it down a little – it’s almost as though you’re excited to get me to the finishing line as quickly as possible. Remember, slow and steady wins the race! So slow it down a little, and make sure that you’re explaining everything clearly, and with a bit of showing instead of telling would be great too (].


He  quickly  crawled  towards  the  weapon,  the  object  that  could  be  the  manifestation  of  

the end  of  this  nightmare.  “You  wouldn't  do  that  would  you?”?  The  evil  man  asked,  a  large  

grin  on  his  face,  blood  all  over  his  chest  and  arms  and a knife  in his hand.


Dan  hesitated.


“Really,  think  about  it.  You  saved  my  life,  you  wouldn't  want  to  waste  that  now  would  

you?”?

Dan  remained  motionless.


“And  those  officers.  You  just  watched  me  kill[gap]'em  both  without  lending  even  the  

slightest  hand. You've  clearly  chosen  your  side  now  let  me  be.”.

Dan  was  shaking,  he  didn't  know  what  to  think,  but  at  least  he  wasn't  thinking.  In  that  

moment,  gun  at  his  fingertips,  near  giant  standing  over  him,  knife  in  hand,  it  was  simply  his  

most  primal  of  instincts  that  took   over.  Survival,[replace with full stop]  The  only  thing  coursing  through his  mind  

was,  this.  I  am  safer  with  a  bullet  in  him,  than  without [italics].


And  With  that  single  thought  he  snatched  the  gun,  raised  it  and  pulled  the  trigger.  The  

only  reaction  from  the  murderous  behemoth  was  an  awkward  stare  of  disbelief.  He  pulled  the  

trigger  again  and  again  and again.  Four  times  he  pulled  the  trigger  before  finally  the  man  

stumbled  backwards  and  dropped  quite  heavily  to  the  asphalt.


Dan  stared  blankly[at what?],  the  gun  felt  like  a  thousand  pounds  in  his  hand [brilliant! Great job (].  Heavily,  his  hand  

dropped  the  gun  on  the  asphalt.  Crawling  over  to  the  body  of  the  first  cop  he  turned  the  

body  over  and  stared  at  the  ghastly  sight,  blood  everywhere,  the  road,  the  man’s  uniform, and now  

Dan’s  hands.


A  most  sombre  thought  began  as  he  stared  across  the  scene,  blood,  death,  and  ruin,;  a  

police  car,  lights  flashing,  coming  towards  him  on  the  road.  Had  I  done  nothing  this  man  

would  still  be  dead [italics].  Only  the  two  officers would still be  alive.  Suddenly  A  pair of strong arms suddenly
grasped  him,  forcing  him  to  the  pavement.  and  He  felt  cold  steel  being clamped around  both  his  

wrists.  But  then,  thankfully,  everything  went  dark. 
[Great way to end it!! (]
