If I’m not sure about something I’ve put, I’ll put a ? at the end of it. All my edits will be in blue and bold, and my comments in []. I hope this helps! =D
Lily Foxglove (1) - Dudette
As the crashing, blue waves retreated from the pebbled beach, I felt as if my life was drifting away with them. [Great opening, it really draws the reader in: great job! (: ]
My mind still ached from trying to take in what had happened over the last few weeks. None of it was my fault, yet it was my [maybe you could have this in italics, to show emphasis?] life that was being turned upside down. I kicked angrily at the ground, causing a few loose pebbles to fall into the sea with a loud plop. Sighing, I felt the pent up frustration trying to create tears [now, this doesn’t sound quite right; I love the idea of it, but just put like that it doesn’t go. I think it’s the trying to create tears bit that didn’t sound right. Maybe you could cut the trying and have something like: I felt the pent up frustration causing unwelcome tears to blur my vision, or something like that anyway. What do you think? (]. I wouldn’t let it though [I wouldn’t let the tears flow?]. That’s what he wanted and I wasn’t going to give in. [Ooh, bit by bit you’re slipping in more information – I love it! It keeps my attention fully!! =D ]
I turned abruptly from the foaming sea [love the description] and almost immediately noticed a small, red haired figure coming towards me. The pink and green polka dot swimming costume was unmistakable: it was Pansy, my annoying brat of a half sister. Realisation dawning, I quickly tried to hide behind a cluster of fisherman, holding my breath so as not to gag on the smell of the fresh fish. Unfortunately though, she had already seen me and was making her way over with a scowl on her face. 

“Mum says you’ve got to buy me an ice cream,” she ordered, coming to a halt in front of me and placing her hands on her hips. [Great characterisation and character description too, well done. Also, how old is Pansy?]
“Liar,” I replied casually, “Mum doesn’t even know I’m at the beach.” 

Pansy slid her hands off of her hips and folded them across her stomach, glaring at me intensely. She wasn’t about to back down. 

“What?” 

“I said, Mum doesn’t even know I’m at the beach,” I retorted, rapidly losing my patience. 

Pansy’s scowl lifted and was replaced by a smile so broad it showed off her missing front teeth. “You’re gonna be in trouble.” 

“Well I don’t care,[replace with full stop]” I shrugged impatiently, “I’m running away.” 

Pansy gasped and put her hand over her mouth like the drama queen she is. “I’m gonna tell Mum.” 

“I don’t care, I’ve made up my mind,” I retaliated quickly. 

With that, I spun around and made for the slope leading away from the beach. My calf muscles began to ache as I started to climb the steep, concrete road that was the only way to and from the beach. Beer was full of hills, even the beach was angled downwards towards the sea. 

When I had finally reached the top of the slope, I turned my attention to the high street. The shops were buzzing with people of all ages, like bees around honey [I love the simile you’ve used here (: ]. It was always like this in the summer holidays. Being located on the south shoreline of England, Beer [I live in England, and I can’t say I’ve heard of Beer before. This is totally irrelevant, lol, but where is it? You said the south coast, which I know some of (I think =P)] is a natural holidaying resort. 

Reaching The Ship Inn on the corner of the road, I decided to take the path that my house backed onto. When I had gotten about half way up the hill though, I realised that the gate to our garden was ajar. I walked over to shut it, but as I got closer I heard voices. I recognised the voice of my Step Dad [doesn’t need to be capitalised, as you’ve said ’my...’] straight away and could also make out the voice of Ralph Lowe, the landlord of The Ship Inn, but I couldn’t work out who the third voice belonged to. 

Opting to be nosy, I poked my head around the side of the gate and sure enough I saw my Step Dad [again, no need to be capitalised, and a comma is needed here] Paul[and a comma here too (] and the landlord Ralph, but I still couldn’t identify the third figure [what can your MC see of this figure so far?]. I decided to move around to the rose bushes to get a better view. 

To my surprise [why? Why would it be surprising that he be there? Is it because he has an ongoing feud with your MC’s step dad, Paul...?] the third man was Mr. Peters, the owner of the gift shop next to the old tea room. He was fiddling thoughtfully with his grey, bushy moustache that hovered over his thin lips like a fly over a rubbish bin. Ralph was shuffling about on his feet nervously. Suddenly [try not to start a sentence with suddenly, as it takes the surprise of the sudden movement away, as before you’ve even read the sentence you know there’s going to be some kind of quick action, or whatever it might be. I think the word is, however, slightly out of place within this context, as it’s too sudden (funnily enough =P). I would try and replace the word (: ], Mr. Peters removed his bear-like hand from his moustache and placed it in the back pocket of his rather worn out looking jeans. A moment later his hand was back in view with a piece of paper in its  his grasp. He passed the paper to Ralph who seemed to read it with interest; he even stopped shuffling and frowned to frown ___ [adverb needed to describe the frown: thoughtfully, interestedly...], forcing his black eyebrows closer to his beady eyes. Ralph then thrust the document towards my Step Dad’s [again, no need to be capitalised] out-stretched hand. Paul seemed to read the paper slowly [try a bit of showing instead of telling here: how does your MC know that he’s taking his time...?] as if he was taking in every single bit of detail. When he finally looked up, Mr. Peters and Ralph stared at him as if they were looking for any sign of emotion, but Paul just shrugged effortlessly. 

Paul is cocky, big headed, annoying… [cut ellipsis as it’s not really needed, and use a comma instead?] so seeing him behaving so submissively was really odd. You usually can’t shut the his loud mouth up, but he seemed strangely quiet. Not that I should be defending him in the slightest after what he did. [Ooh, I do love the way you slip in little details. Wow, you have my head spinning with possibilities now... Awesome stuff!! =D ]
Ralph’s frown deepened and Mr. Peters looked impatient. My Step Dad [undo capitals] on the other hand, looked calm. 
Without warning, the two men turned away from Paul and headed towards the gate. I darted down lower behind the bushes so as not to be seen. I don’t think it would have mattered if I had stood in front of them waving my arms around frantically in the air[comma] as they both looked preoccupied and deep in thought. When they had disappeared through the gate, I spun around to an empty back garden. My step dad was gone. 

Moments later, having left the lane, I leant against the ancient brick wall opposite the front of my house. Looking over at the beach, I let my mind wander freely over the events of the past few weeks. I must have been gazing at the pebbled beach for about five minutes before my step dad raised his head from behind the wall. This took me so unaware [this sounds slightly awkward, I would try rewording] that I almost tumbled over backwards. 

“Gotcha,[replace with full stop]” he smiled. 

“Not funny,” I said whilst straightening up, although I suppose it was quite funny to him ? [Also, a bit of MC emotion?]. 

“Lost your friends have you?” he said[comma] smiling. 

“No,” I retorted [you used retorted earlier on. Try and use a different word to avoid repetition (: ] sharply. 

“What’s wrong with you?” he asked, raising his uni-brow. Well, it wasn’t quite a uni-brow, but I’d always taken the mickey out of him for it anyway. 

“Nothing,” I replied, “I’ve just had a rough day.” 

“Me too,” he said, trying to sympathise with me, unaware of the fact that I had seen him with Ralph and Mr. Peters. 

“What have you been up to?” I said[comma] smiling, wondering if he was going to tell the truth. 

“Just pottering around in the allotment mostly,” he replied. 

What a liar! [Italics for direct thoughts] “So you haven’t seen Mr. Peter’s and Ralph today then?” 

I could see his face start to twitch with nervousness. “No, why do you ask?” 

“Well I saw you with them in the back garden today.” 

“Yes and what if they were?” he asked with an edge to his voice. 

“They just looked like…well you know… they…you know,” I stuttered anxiously, not knowing what to say. 

“Well if you must know,” he interrupted, “we were discussing gardening tips.” 

That lie wasn’t worth the effort. I had to bite my lip to stop myself from arguing back. 

He ran his mud encrusted fingers through his crimson hair and bent down to pick up the trowel that lay abandoned on the seed littered earth. He then straightened himself up and turned to walk away. 

“What are you hanging around here for anyway?” he asked abruptly, still facing away from me. 

Huh, if he’s gonna be like that then I don’t have time for him [again, direct thoughts in italics]. “Whatever,” I muttered as I turned to walk away. I couldn’t be bothered to argue today. 

Just as I reached the front door though, he responded by shouting across the road. 

“I’m beginning to think that mine and your mother’s decision was the right one.” 

At his words, my stomach knotted and my head started to spin. I felt winded. My breathing [work out the tense changes there; it doesn’t sound quite right] in short gasps. How dare he? 

When I reached my bedroom, my eyes were on the brink of releasing floods of tears. I finally admitted to myself that I couldn’t keep this bottled up inside anymore. I knew I had to tell someone. 

I flung myself onto my bed and reached for my mobile on the bed side cabinet. When I had it in my grasp, I rolled onto my back and dialled. 

After a few moments of desperately praying for an answer, the ringing stopped and I heard a safe, familiar voice. 

“Hello,” she said in that fake phone voice. 

“Hey Roxy, it’s Lily.” 

“Oh, hiya Lily, what’s up?” 

“Meet me at Smugglers watch, okay.” 

“What? Why? When?” she replied, obviously puzzled. 

“No time to explain, just meet me there in five minutes.” 

“Okay,” she said, “five minutes.” 

“Bye.” 

I placed my mobile back onto the cabinet and looked down at my pink and black chequered duvet, seeing droplets of water and mascara soaking through the fabric. The floodgates had finally opened. 

When I reached the final turning on the way up to Smugglers watch, a rush of anxiety spread through me. What if she doesn’t come? My breathing quickened with worry and the wind picked up, making my light blonde hair whip against my cheeks. 

Thankfully though, my doubts were cast aside as I saw a delicate figure with black hair seated on the bench, her knees tucked up under her hoody. When she saw me, she sprung up and ran over to where I was standing, her cheeks rosy from the sea breeze. 

“Hey,” she said when she reached me, but before I could even reply, she had flung her arms around me and I was unwillingly pulled towards her. 

“You’ve been crying,” she said, stepping back to observe my face. 

“How do you know?” I replied, my voice cracking. 

“You’re Your mascara isn’t as waterproof [<< I’ve deleted the gap: waterproof is all one word] as it says.” 

“What?” 

“Well, most of it’s on your cheeks,[replace with full stop]” She smiled, “and unless that’s the fashion now...” 

Oops. I had been in such a rush to meet Roxy that I hadn’t bothered to check what I had looked like before I’d left the house. I must look so stupid. 

I smiled back at her meekly. “You’ve had highlights.” 

“That was random,[replace with full stop]” She grinned. “And yes, do you like them?” 

“They’re great,” I answered, willing my smile to stay put as the real reason that I was here crept back to the foreground of my mind. Roxy had been thinking about having her hair dyed for ages and I never thought that she would actually have it done. I have to say her black locks look amazing with the underneath and side fringe purple. 

“Thanks,” she replied. “Now for the real reason that we’re here.” 

“Where did you get them done?” I asked. 

“Lily, stop changing the subject,” Roxy said, looking at me in annoyance. “Please tell me what’s wrong?” 

“Nothing.” Roxy’s my best friend of seven years and I know that I can trust her with my life, but it doesn’t make this any easier. I know the news will devastate her. She’ll take it even harder than me. 

“Well, if you’re gonna be like that,” she replied, looking exasperated at my feeble answers. 

“No, don’t go,” [when did Roxy make a move to indicate or say that she was going? You missed a little something out here (: ]I pleaded, my eyes welling up with tears again. 

“Oh Lily,” she said, cradling me into another hug. “Just tell me what’s wrong, please.” 

I took a step back and sighed. Looking down at my brand new green Converse, I saw that they were caked in mud, but I wasn’t that bothered as I knew they could be cleaned up - unlike my current life situation. 

I took a deep breath. “I’m moving away,” my lower lip beginning began to tremble yet again. 

“What!” shouted Roxy, “but how can you? I mean your Mum and Step Dad both work here in their florists. They can’t just pack up and leave the shop.” She looked dumbfounded, her eyes watering. 

“No Roxy, you’ve got it wrong. My family’s staying here. I’m the one who’s moving,[replace with full stop]” And with that, my life was officially over. Telling Roxy had made it seem so much more final. This was really happening to me and there was no going back. I didn’t think that I had any tears left to cry, but my eyes proved otherwise. 

“Why?” Roxy asked, her mascara all down her cheeks now too. 

“They say it’s for the best. That I’ll be better off living with Dad in Bristol, but what do they know? They just hate me that’s all.” 

“Don’t be silly,” Roxy soothed, trying to reassure me. 

“No,” I replied, defiantly. “I know the real reason why I’m being forced out of my own home.” I looked over at Roxy whose pink sleeves were now stained black with her own mascara. Her dusty, blue eyes were swollen red. “It’s Paul. I know what he’s been up to.” [You can’t end there!! Oh my God, I want to know what he did... ooh you little teaser!!=P ]
