THEM

For Them; because without Them, there would be no Them

Prologue


“It’s not fair,” Bridget Granger announced[,] plopping onto her friend’s pink satin bed sheets. She brought her knees up to her chin[,] as her emerald eyes grew wide. She blinked a tear away and felt a hand touch hers. Bridget brushed her chestnut hair out of her face and looked down at the ivory hand


April Fisher’s face creased with concern. “What’s wrong?[”] she asked?”[.] She tucked a strand of blond hair behind her left ear and sat down next to Bridget. Bridget’s lip turned downwards and it started to quiver, she stared [started[ to breathe though her nose quickly; trying to control the tears that were flowing down her olive cheeks. 


She shook her head; her eyes shut tight and then gulped a breath [her eyes can’t gulp a breath, can they? ( add a she before the ‘then’]. “I’m all alone.” She choked as more tears fell. Brooke Walker sat on Bridget’s other side; concern was in her blue eyes and they were hidden behind her scientific glasses. [scientific glasses give the impression that she’s wearing safety goggles. Try ] 

“What do you mean?” Brooke asked[,] tightening the pony tail in her fiery red hair.


Bridget shook her head and scrunched up her face[,] “I – I feel alone. I mean, I know that I have my mom and Anastasia but sometimes I feel like… they don’t care. Ever since he died…” Bridget rushed her words[,] as more tears made their way down her face. She gulped[,] “I… I – just miss my dad.” Her voice cracked on the last word and she broke down into sobs. 


Tears filled April’s blue eyes as Bridget shook next to her. She wrapped her arm around Bridget’s back and rubbed her shoulder. Brooke grabbed Bridget’s hand and squeezed. Bridget’s sobbing soaked her white sundress as tears continued to fall. (tears don’t really soak things, even white things like that. They kinda stain, but soak implies like a faucet of tears) 
“It’s okay to miss him Bridget.” Brooke told Bridget as she wiped away a tear from her own porcelain cheek[,] “And you’ll never be alone as long as you have us.” Bridget smiled weakly and rested her head on Brooke’s shoulder.

April brought her hand away from Bridget’s back and held her other hand. “Yeah, Bridge, we love you. Nothing will change that, even if I am jealous of your B cups.” April teased. Brooke grinned and Bridget stifled a bigger smile. She sniffled and wiped her nose with the back of her hand.

 “We’re always going to be best friends, no matter what!” Brooke declared. Bridget nodded her head. April smiled and kissed Bridget’s cheek. Brooke took Bridget’s hand and held it to her pink lips.

Bridget sat up and wiped the last of her tears. “I love you guys, too.”
Seven Years Later

Chapter One: Hot-dogs and wine
“She did what with what?" April asked in a voice that suggested she had never heard something so disgustingly dirty and equally amusing. 

She sat Indian style on her soft, white Egyptian cotton bedspread [why should we care that it’s Egyptian cotton?]. A glass of 1930 Margaux red wine was held in one hand, occasionally being sipped.  It was her mother’s most expensive wine, but April had been drinking wine since the age of thirteen and it was nothing out of the ordinary just to drink for fun. Plus her and her friends needed something special to get over the hump day; the middle of the week is always so dull.                                                                                       

“She used a hot-dog – well obviously the wiener part…well you know," Bridget told her friends. She laughed and drained the little amount of wine in her glass with a single gulp. Still smiling she licked her lips and filled up her glass for another round.

Brooke giggled harder than Bridget did, and April wore a half-amused-disgusted look on her face.  

April took a large swig of her rouge (rouge liquid? Why not wine?) liquid and remarked, “God, how could anyone be so disgusting? Is she really that desperate?" 

“I know,” Brooke added[,] a slight exasperation in her tone.

April shook her head slightly; a smile on her pretty lips, then she finished the remaining liquid in her glass with a tiny sip. She placed the glass on her wooden bedside table, and stretched her arms over her head. A sigh escaped her lips followed by a small burp that made Bridget smile and Brooke giggle. 

A white Persian cat poked its head in around the door, and then walked into the room. Its tail was stuck high in the air in a haughty way, swishing it from side to side like girls did with their hips.

The snow white cat meowed and stretched[,] before jumping up on the high bed. The kitty stepped over April’s legs and plopped itself onto to Brooke’s feet. Brooke’s brow knitted at the cat and she shoved it in the side.

“Get away you silly kitty,” She ordered, trying to remove it from her purple-toe[-]nailed feet. 

The cat hissed loudly and swiped a paw at Brooke’s hands.  She pulled her hands back and sniffed at the angry red mark on her left hand. Her face wrinkled up for a moment then she smirked happily; Brooke lifted up her feet with ease and dropped them back down.

“Brooke!” April cried[,] hitting her leg after a loud hiss came out of the cat’s mouth. “Oh, come here Duchess,” She cooed picking up the cat.

Brooke stuck her tongue out at the cat. She had never liked Duchess; she always said that the cat had a grudge against her. April told Brooke many times before that the reason for that was she put Duchess in a pool when she was a kitten; plus she always tortured her, but Brooke believed it was just because she was a bitch. 

Brooke furrowed her professionally waxed eyebrows and rested her head against the foot of April's black, wooden headboard. She undid the top button of her blouse and sighed loudly crossing her legs. 

Having been friends with Bridget and April for most of her life, Brooke did not mind the fact that she was only in her underwear and blouse, nor did the two other girls.  They had seen each other naked on multiple occasions; it was nothing that made their cheeks burn red. They were sisters – well practically. 

Brookelyn Walker, who everyone called Brooke, was a Southern Belle. She could hide her accent in a quick second. She was au-natural with fiery red-product free hair [she had firey au natural red hair] and porcelain skin that had yet to see a blemish. Her straight pearly whites had required three years with braces and one year with orthodontic headgear, but had turned out so nice that they almost looked fake. She had pretty blue eyes that had contacts covering them almost all the time, or Dolce and Gabbana glasses; and also a very lithe figure but with hardly any boobs.

April Fisher, on the other hand, had enough cushion to turn Brooke’s B cups into C’s and still be a double C herself. Yes, April was a bulging double D and she hated it! It turned every shopping trip into a hassle because she could never find something that fit her boobs and her stomach.
[the whole cup size thing reads a little awkward, I think there’s a way to describe the size of girls boobs without being so… clinical?]

However, April had a very sophisticated way with her long blond waves and blue-green eyes. Her rounded ivory face usually had some makeup upon it, but not so much that it looked caked on. Mostly only a touch of eye shadow to detail her lids, with a bit of mascara and eyeliner to complete the eyes, lip-gloss was also a major priority.  April was also more mature then the two girls, the reason being she was actually one year older. She started kindergartner a year late; because her mom didn’t think she was ready.
[Skin tones were described as ‘porcelain’ and ‘ivory’. Those are pretty rampant throughout this genre, try something a little more fresh.]
Bridget Granger stood out from her two best friends with her olive skin; the two other girls were pale with light hair and she was a Greek goddess. She had clear emerald eyes and chestnut brown, loose curls. She was shorter then most girls her age, still only 5 foot 3 inches, while April and Brooke were both closer to 6 foot. She had plum lips, like Angelia Jolie’s, and had an amazing figure; lithe like Brooke, but with ample breasts. 

Brooke’s blue-gray eyes opened wide, and turned their gaze to Bridget.

“Did she use ketchup?" Brooke’s voice came out sounding questionable but excited; like she had just heard word that her bitchy lacrosse coach was fired. 

“Or mustard or relish or cheese? Any kind of lube?" 

She sat up straight and waited for an answer to her highly stupid question. Bridget raised her brows and let out a laugh. April rolled her blue-green eyes and said in a very matter of fact tone: 

“No Brooke, of course she didn't. It was raw. She couldn't use a boiled one for that." 
[Yeah, that hot dog convo is gross, but not in a funny way. In a eye-rollingly immature way]
Brooke nodded slowly, disappointment on her face, and finished her bittersweet wine in a gulp. Brooke couldn’t hold her liquor very well, and the wine was starting to show its affect on her. Holding her glass between her legs she put her hair in a loose ponytail and pushed her bangs back. She gingerly eased back against the headboard exhaling through her nose.

The three girls sat in a silence for a moment. April poured some more wine for her self and then picked at her nails, while she thought about the lack of sleep they were getting. Bridget started texting on her purple Sidekick, which was almost glued to her hands and Brooke was dozing against a fluffy white pillow. 

Bridget stopped texting and asked, "Do we have anything to eat?"

"Probably, but Orlando’s aslee..."

"Wait, what happened to Pierre?" Bridget asked cutting off April.

April, her sister May, and their mother hardly had any clue what to do in a kitchen; the only thing they actually knew how to do was make coffee. After their mother, June burned down their old house five years ago she hired a live in chef to go along with their maid Nanny and driver, Al.  She didn’t want another attempt of making a grilled cheese sandwich to turn into a flaming house.

April took the glass from between Brooke's legs. She placed it next to her alarm clock that flashed red numbers: two thirteen AM.  

“He moved back to Paris like 5 days ago to be with his lov-er loo-vare," She said pronouncing the word lover as two words, with a slight French accent [with Pierre’s slight French accent].
Bridget's emerald eyes, lined with slightly smudged eyeliner, widened in surprise and amusement. "What? Pierre has a girlfriend?" 

April's old chef was extremely feminine. The thought of him having a girlfriend was very odd to anyone who knew him; considering every time an actor came up in a conversation, he made comments about their butts. There was one time that the three girls had been in June’s room getting ready for a party and he came in and said,

 “Oh. My. God! You girls look fabulous! But April, honey; blue so does not go with blue eyes.” He then walked about of the room humming something by Cyndi Lauper. The three girls had waited for Pierre to descend down the stairs before they doubled over giggling at his nasally comment.
[flamboyant gays are old hat. The gays I know are well… fairly normal. Find a way to give him fashion sense without making him so limpwristed.]
"No, his gay lover, he's defiantly gay. Mom walked in on him and his boyfriend kissing. So our hypothesis was proven to be right." April gave a sly smile. She took Duchess off her lap and pulled down her silky black nightshirt over her legs.

"Oh,” Bridget whined, “I loved Pierre. He was so sweet." She smiled at April who smirked back. 

The only reason Bridget loved Pierre was because he always wore clothes that were in style and was the only one who could make quiche the way she liked it.

Bridget placed her empty wine glass on April's other beside table; then shoved her curly chestnut brown hair up in a messy bun. She stretched out her muscular legs that were toned from running practically every day, and hopped off April’s bed.  She opened up a drawer from April’s black dresser and took out a pair of red boxer shorts; she pulled off her skirt and slipped the shorts on over her silky underwear.

"Let's order Chinese then," She suggested climbing back up on April’s bed.

"I don't care, as long as we do not have hot-dogs," Brooke told Bridget in a groggy voice. 

Bridget covered her mouth to make sure she didn't snort from laughing so hard and April shook her head grinning.  She patted Brooke's foot and finished her wine. 

"Don't worry, Brooke. We won’t be having them for a long time." 

"Good," She said turning over on her side. 
[Brooke’s line is pretty funny but next too lines are just too much]

Bridget got into a giggling frenzy over that and it took her a few seconds to recover. 

“I thought she was asleep," She whispered to April, her lips still turned upwards from laughing.

"I know; me too," April confessed to Bridget picking up her iPhone and pressing the digits to make an order for Chinese food. Bridget sighed then smiled as she listened to April’s clear voice speaking into the phone.

Chapter Two: Four hours of sleep does not cure a hang over


Brooke lay on her stomach, listening to the blaring music. She moved her hand around looking for the source and began to pat the air next to her, but gradually moved it down until she was hitting something slightly hard.


“Stupid alarm clock,” She muttered half asleep. She moved her nails along the smooth surface in a search to end the annoying music. 


Bridget’s giggling pinged against the walls of the room. “Stop it!” She cried.


Brooke stopped her search for the snooze button and removed her heavy head from the pillow. She stared at Bridget though bleary eyes and spoke with a tired voice,


“What?” She inquired.


Bridget stopped gasping for air after a laughing attack and let out a breath. “That was my foot, not an alarm clock” She informed Brooke, laughter still slightly noticeable in her voice.
[aright that scene is sort of funny, in a real life way. After all presumably that character just woke up too. Something like, “Ugh, that was foot silly.”]


“Oh,” Brooke said shortly. She sighed loudly, slightly dropping her head to the soft pillow. “Ouch!” She complained rubbing her red covered head. She had missed April’s headboard by an inch and bumped her head off the hard wood. She groaned slightly and cautiously laid her head on the white pillow.

Bridget laughed at Brooke and gave her a pout. She sighed as she stretched her arms over the top of her head and wriggled her body like a belly dancer. She sat up straight and flicked the warm sheets down before swinging her legs over the side of the bed.


Brooke sighed again and rolled over on her stomach. “Hit the snooze,” She commanded through a muffled voice. 


Bridget pressed the black snooze button and Metro Station’s, “Shake it” ended.  Brooke mumbled something under her breath, closing her eyes in an attempt to fall back to sleep.


Bridget walked out of April’s room and turned left. She sauntered into a large, chocolate brown bathroom, where she greeted April with a smile.


April stood in front of the mirror in a white blouse and black boy shorts, straightening her hair. She placed her Sedu straightening iron down and turned to her side, craning her neck to see the back of her hair. She stared at Bridget in the mirror.


“Do you need a shower?” she asked running a hand through her now silky, smooth and straight hair.


“Yes,” Bridget replied leaning against the creamy marble countertop. 
[creamy marble? Marble is smooth, cold, and possibly cream colored but not creamy]

“Does Brooke?” April turned to face Bridget.


Bridget shrugged her shoulders. “She went back to sleep when I left.” 


April sighed. “Kay’, you go in May’s bathroom and May can go in mom’s. I’ll go wake, Brooke.” 


Bridget nodded her head and left the bathroom leaving a flowery scent in her wake.

April switched off her straightening iron and walked into her own room, where Brooke lay looking half dead.  She opened the double doors to her walk-in closet and pulled one of her many royal blue skirts off a hanger. She slipped it on over her lacy underwear and rolled her eyes as a soft snore came from Brooke.

“Brooke, get up! We have to be in school in an hour,” She hissed to the sleeping red head, poking her sharply in the side. She stood next to the bed, her arms crossed under her double D chest.  


Brooke popped open her blue-gray eyes and stared at the deep red walls of April’s bedroom. She moved her head slightly to look at April who was already dressed in a black bra that was visible through the thin cotton of her blouse. 


“So?” Brooke asked sleepily rolling over on her back. She put a pillow on top of her face and crossed her arms under her perky B cups.

April plucked the fluffy pillow off Brooke’s face and dropped it to the floor.

 “So? You have to get up and get showered,” She proclaimed to Brooke impatiently.

“April!” Brooke whined. 

“Get up now and go shower,” April called[,] walking out of her room.

Brooke flung an arm over her head and stared at the snow white ceiling. After several seconds of pondering and sniffing her armpits, Brooke decided that deodorant would not cut it. She didn’t always use this gross method to decide when to get a shower, only when she was extremely tired, or slightly hung-over.


Brooke heard April and May talking in the hall, then footsteps emerging. She quickly got up off her toned ass, and zoomed across the room.  She was just about to walk out of the bedroom door in an attempt to get there before April when she showed up in the doorway. Brooke grinned at April who sighed, taking Brooke’s hand.
[I think there’s a time and place for a description like ‘toned ass’. When she’s playing sports, when she’s dancing or seducing a guy, but here it’s just… weird. I mean, it just isn’t relavent.]


“Come on sweetie, you stink,” She admitted to Brooke as she walked her out of the room and into her own Private bathroom.  

Brooke furrowed her brow and grumbled at April. “Well then,” She sniffed. April smirked and let go of Brooke’s hand once their feet touched the cool tiles. 

The chocolate and cream [used earlier] bathroom contained a large stand up shower and a round bathtub with jets that were perfect for parties. It was used on many school nights when a study group turned into a party with alcoholic drinks and drunken teens.


“Get in the shower, I’m going to get towels from Nanny,” April told Brooke leaving the bathroom.  


Brooke nodded her head and looked around the bathroom while she scratched the back of her leg with her other foot. She squinted her bleary eyes at her image in the wide mirror and ran a hand through her hair. She turned to walk into the shower, but there seemed to be something stopping her.
[good minor detail here]

“Ouch!” She yelped rubbing her forehead and jumping back as if she were burned.
[hitting your head on something doesn’t cause you to react like you would to a burn. It causes you to quickly reach for the bump and search for what you hit.]
[There’s klutzy and then there’s sophomoric humor. Brooke already hit her head on something, we get she’s clumsy. Don’t hit the reader over the head with it.]

April came in through the door and dropped the towels that were in her hand on the floor. “Brooke! Why didn’t you open the door before you tried to go in?” She asked as she pulled open the glass shower door. 
[that sentence should probably be April making fun of Brooke if their character’s are stuck with. It’s worded awkwardly as it stands.]


“I don’t have my contacts in,” Brooke argued her southern accent strong. She rubbed her forehead vigorously.  
April sighed. “Here, take this,” She said shoving an extra strength ibuprofen into Brooke’s hand. She began to undo the buttons on Brooke’s white blouse as Brooke slipped the pill in her mouth and gulped the glass of water.


Brooke pushed her hand away, “I can do it myself,” She informed April her southern accent gone. She placed the glass on the counter and tried to undo the next button; but fumbled for a few seconds before April finally took over.


“Turn around,” Brooke said hooking her thumbs inside her pink underwear. She didn’t feel uncomfortable in front of April; she just wanted to prove that she could get undressed herself, even though her head was still throbbing. 


April grinned to herself, knowing why Brooke was being stubborn and turned around so she was facing the wall and not Brooke. She smoothed out the royal blue viscose skirt that she was required to wear at her school. 

She examined her manicured nails as Brooke’s grunting filled her ears. April bit her lip before a giggle escaped and before her boob’s popped out of her shirt from laughing so hard.


“My bra is like stuck or something,” Brooke said trying to undo the clasp on her cotton bra.

April smiled and took the clasp in her hands; she undid the bra in a quick second, and let Brooke pull it off. 


Brooke rolled her eyes up to the ceiling and crossed her arms under her bare boobs. “Thanks,” She grumbled.

April let a small laugh out and reached her hand into the shower to turn the knob on cold. 


“Get in,” April said stepping aside for Brooke who walked straight into the rushing water. She squealed as the icy water washed over her body.

“April, this water is freezing!” She shouted

April placed two towels on the hook next to the shower and placed the other towel on the floor, so Brooke wouldn’t slip when she stepped out. She stood up looking in the mirror and said, “Good, it will wake you up."


“That’s stupid!” Brooke shouted through the running water.  She fiddled with the knob until she had the hot water on full blast and steam was fogging up the glass.


April let out an exasperated sigh, followed by a chuckle. “Oh my, Brooke.”

Chapter Three: Coffee is not for freshmen


“Morning my loves,” June Fisher sang. She sat down on a high bar stool; turned to the stool next to her and pressed her lips to April’s temple

June was dressed in a soft white cashmere bathrobe with a short nightie underneath. She smiled as a wisp of golden blond hair fell into her face; she tucked it aside and looked at the three girl’s semi seriously.  

“Did you all eat your bananas this morning?” She asked with a mischievous smile, her clear blue eyes twinkling in a teasing way.

April and Bridget laughed and nodded their heads. Brooke shook her head and made her mane of red hair swish.  


“I don’t understand why I always have to eat a banana after I’ve been drinking,” Brooke confided.  She bit off the top half of the banana – that April had handed her – and placed the rest on the counter.


“Because bananas have potassium,” April explained taking a sip of her sugared and creamed coffee. She ripped off a chunk of her everything bagel with cream cheese and popped it in her mouth.
[Is this supposed to be nonsensical? Cause that’s not a cure for a hangover… Is this supposed to be a comment on June’s character.]

April, Bridget and Brooke lived in a world very different from many seventeen and eighteen year olds. Their parents did not care if they drank, smoked, did drugs, slept with older men or partied on school nights. Most of their parents had successful jobs that took away from time with family, so the girls were basically free to do what they wished.  However, the parents still did care and they still did parent – just in a different way. 

June didn’t work, [un]like all the successful woman of the world. Some days she didn’t get dressed until night fall. She lived from father’s money. 
It was given to her when she was fifteen because she was pregnant with April. April’s biological father was ten years older then June, and left his family to be with her.  Four years later June was pregnant again with April’s sister May and April’s father left June to be with his first family. Karma; it’s a bitch.
[June, May, and April? I can’t wait for Baby December…] 

“Oh, that makes more sense now,” Brooke admitted sliding off her bar stool to make her self a cup of coffee with three spoonfuls of sugar. 

April and Bridget exchanged arched eyebrow looks. They both grinned. Brooke had no idea what potassium was, both girls knew she didn’t, but they didn’t say anything because neither were in the mood to explain it to a hung-over Brooke Walker.  June shook her head chuckling, knowing exactly what the girls were thinking about Brooke.


June looked up as she heard foot steps coming down the stairs. She smiled brightly at the sight of the girl who had her eyes and butt. Her youngest daughter, May Fisher. 

“Morning, sunshine,” June greeted. 

May did not only have June’s eyes and ass; she was almost identical to her. However, her face was more round, her hair lighter; she was shorter and well… April[‘]s showers did not bring May her little flowers. May had yet to receive her gift from Mother Nature. 
[April’s showers did not bring May her little flowers.” Good line. But if she’s shorter, her hair is lighter, and her face is rounder, she’s probably not ‘almost identical’]


“Morning,” May said going over to the coffee pot to pour herself a cup. She filled it almost all the way to the top and started to add mounds of sugar. 


April nudged Bridget and pointed to May with her eyes.  Bridget smiled and poked the soft terry cloth of Brooke’s robe. She pointed to May with her eyes and they both turned their gaze towards May.

“When did you start drinking coffee?” April questioned with a hint of knowing in her voice. She took a sip of her own coffee and watched her baby sister add milk to her Winnie the Pooh mug. 

Brooke smirked, and took a gulp of coffee.

May stomped her foot and glared at her sister. 

“Since I became a freshman,” She whined with annoyance in her tone. She took a large mouthful of her overly sugared coffee and a disgusted look came over her face. She placed her cup on the counter and rushed to the sink to spit the gross coffee down the drain. 


April giggled and finished her coffee. Bridget and Brooke laughed softly, not wanting to receive a death glare from May. April hopped off her barstool and walked over to the sink to place her mug in it. Bridget and Brooke followed, also placing their mugs into the sink. [Bridget and Brooke did the same]
April walked over to the stairs and motioned for Brooke and Bridget to follow her. 

“Do you want orange juice?” June asked.


May rolled her eyes. 

“Mmhm.” She nodded dumping the remains of her disgusting coffee in the sink. 

June smiled, slid off her chair and went over to kiss May’s forehead. She reached into the cupboard, planted a kiss next to May’s bang and poured up a tall glass of orange juice for her.

 “Oh, May? If you want a ride to school, be ready in ten,” April shouted from the top of the stairs.

“Kay’,” May said grabbing a muffin from the basket on the counter. She slathered butter on her blueberry corn muffin and bit into the top half, finishing it with a gulp of orange juice.

June sat down next to May and tightened the silky tie on her robe.  They both sat silently as May wolfed down her muffin as fast as she possibly could.

Bridget and Brooke came down the stairs, both wearing St. Alexander Livingston school uniforms: A white blouse with a royal blue tie and a matching royal blue viscose skirt. May had started freshman year the month before and the other three girls attended the senior class. 

Bridget sat down next to May and smiled at her. May smiled back and swallowed the lump of muffin in her mouth.

“Did you have fun drinking last night?” 

She took a gulp of orange juice and ripped off another piece of her buttered muffin.

 “Yes. Two and a half bottles of Margaux usually does the trick,” Bridget mused to May with a sly smile as she texted on her beloved Sidekick.

June chuckled, and finished her coffee in the next mouthful. She walked over to the sink and rinsed her mug for Nanny. 

April came down the stairs and started at May. “Are you almost ready?” She asked putting her oversized Prada bag on the counter top.  She pulled out the keys to her Saab and slung her bag back over her shoulder. 

 “Yes,” May said through a mouthful of muffin. “I just have to brush my teeth.”

 “Well hurry.” 

May washed the muffin down with the orange juice left in her glass and bounded up the European style stairs to finish prepping for school.

Chapter Four: Boobs: Trouble or Pure Bliss? 


“I’ll talk to you later, I have calculus,” Brooke said drearily, shifting her over-sized Gucci bag up on her shoulder.

Bridget grimaced. “Oo, have fun.” She told Brooke as she patted her arm. 


“Oh, I will. Palmer will be grilling us on equations. It will be the highlight of my day,” She said ducking her head grinning. She laughed as she walked the other way. Bridget giggled and April rolled her eyes then laughed. Brooke turned around still smiling, fluttered her fingers in parting and blew a kiss to her two friends. 


Bridget glanced down at her shoes and then lifted one foot up in the air, actually managing to balance on 5-inch heels. She placed a hand on April’s shoulder and turned her foot from side to side so she could examine them. “Would you notice if I didn’t give these back?” Bridget questioned placing her foot back on the ground.


April looked at her distractedly. “Hmm?” She asked as she turned her eyes towards Bridget and not her classroom door.


“You okay?” Bridget questioned. 


April put on a smile. “Yeah, and you can totally borrow them for awhile… Bridge, do I look okay?” 


Bridget shook her head. “Yes, sweetie. For the tenth time, you look fine,” She told April tucking a piece of April’s hair behind her ear. “Is something else bothering you?”


April groaned. “No…well actually, yes. I got my stupid trig test back,” She huffed, angrily shoving her bag up further on her shoulder.


“What’d you get?” Bridget asked.


“61.” April sighed, mad at herself for studying for her English test instead of trig. The English test had been postponed until the next week and was easy anyways but the trig test had been as hard as getting a hole in one in a golf game on the first try.
[Weak analogy, have it be as hard as something she can relate too]


Giggling filled April’s ears and she looked around to see whose lips it had uttered from. She spotted three freshmen girl’s looking her way. Without looking around she assumed they were pointing to her breasts and became irritated. 


She glared at them and then rolled her eyes. “Fucking freshmen,” She said loudly enough for them to hear. 


Fear crossed over the freshmen’s faces and they quickly walked away. 


“What?” Bridget asked.


“They were making fun of my boobs,” April explained to her.


Bridget looked confused. “Are you sure?”


“Yes.” 


Bridget shook her head. “Just ignore them. Listen, I have to get to class. Text me later, I need a ride back to your house to get my car.” 


“Kay’,” April said as she turned to walk into her noisy English Literature. She clicked slowly over to a seat up front, dropped her red bag on the floor next to the desk and eased into the seat. 


Along with receiving her large gift from Mother Nature April had received paranoia and a self conscious.  Every time whispers involving the words boobs, breasts, ta ta’s, tits or any other word people used for breasts April thought it was always about her. Many girls in April’s school would have killed to even have a little of April’s boobs but she would have killed to have them deflated. 


“Hi, April,” Cleopatra Klein – 2nd cousins to the Calvin Klein – said in a cool voice. She pulled her skirt up so knee caps were visible and sat in the seat next to April. 


April stiffened as the black haired perfect 5’8 girl took out her books. The girl was a bitch and April was sure that Cleo was mocking her boobs as she looked coolly at her. April forced a smile. 
[I understand she’s paranoid about her chest but this is ridiculous]

“Hey,” She said taking her binder and pen out of her Gucci bag. 


Cleo smiled a sour smile, dropping her black Prada to the ground. A flock of about six girls stuttered their way into the classroom. The bleach blond one and the bitchiest looking on took a seat next to Cleo. 


“Hey, babes,” She said air kissing each of Cleo’s hollow cheeks.  Cleo smiled and leaned over so her lips were near the girl’s ear. April watched all of this out of the corner of her eye and tried to breathe normally as sweat prickled at her neck.


What the fuck are they saying? April thought self consciously smoothing her already perfect hair.  A sickening filling began to fill up in her stomach.


“So, April,” Cleo started. She grinned wickedly right at April. 


Oh fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck!


“What?” April asked turning to face Cleo and her group of friends. Three other girls hung around the six, slightly less pretty. One had oily skin, another had a few zits dotted on her face and they were all chunkier. It was rumored that Cleo kept them around for that pure fact that they weren’t as pretty as her. She made them follow her so she would look prettier. 


A snicker came from Cleo’s bee stung lips. “What did you eat for breakfast?”


April stared at her confused, her face scrunched up. “W-what? Why? 


Cleo’s lips twitched up into a sickening smile. “Well, it would just help to explain why you look so… big.”


Pretty blue eyes opened and April made them go back to normal by blinking. Cleo’s hurtful giggling filled April’s diamond studded ears.  She gulped and stole a glance at Cleo, her eyes a bit wet.


Cleo produced a pout. “Oh, not you honey, just your boobs!” She reassured April as if she was trying to make April feel better after the dig she had just made. 


It so did not.


The classroom snickered and giggled, everyone having tuned into Cleo’s latest bullying attack.


“Now, now Cleo,” said a semi serious voice.  “We all know that April doesn’t have a small… chest but you don’t need to tease.” 


April’s English lit teacher took a seat at his wide desk as he received a few smirks from the class and as Cleo and her cronies full of mirth stared right at April. 


The teacher took a sip of, what every student knew was spiked, coffee from his mug and placed it on his desk. HeHe

Lacing his fingers together slowly he stared at April.
[If all the students know he drinks spiked coffee , I’d be shocked to think the administration didn’t know. How has this man not been fired?]


“Is something wrong, Miss Fisher?” He asked as leaned back in his leather chair. He stood and reached for a piece of chalk off his desk.


April gulped and clenched a fist underneath her desk. She was sick of this! She was so sick of this fucking teacher and fucking bitchy Cleo. And she was defiantly sick of her abnormally large fucking boobs!


“May I be excused?” April reached for her leather bag. 


April’s English teacher sighed. “Go ahead.” 


As soon as the words were out of his mouth April slung the bag over a shoulder and quickly walked out of the class. She held back the bile that was forming in her throat and breathed in and out slowly.


In one… two… three… four…


Out one… two… three… four…


In one… two… three… four…


Out one… two… three… four…


In one… two… three… four…


She was disgusted with herself, only a pig would do something like that.


April pushed open the bathroom door frantically, feeling the wet making its way down her cheek. She brushed it away and quickly checked all the bathroom stalls. Satisfied that no one else occupied a stall she hesitantly stepped into the last one. She dropped her purse on the tiled floor and sat on the closed toilet seat. With her lips in a tight line, so no sound would escape; she placed her head in her hands and heaved a sigh.


Instead of going directly to the bathroom as she had planned April had went to a snack machine on the second floor. She had shoved in a 5 dollar bill and bought her self three Mars bars and literally stuffed them into her mouth. The only word that ran through her head was, pig. Pig, pig, pig.


She watched as the tears soaked her white blouse as they dripped off her nose and splashed onto her woolen navy blue skirt. A soft whimpering noise came from her mouth despite how tightly together she had her lips. The tears continued to flow as horrible thoughts about her self filled her head.  She started to become angrier with herself and harshly swiped the tears off her blotchy cheeks. 
[this ‘eating away pain’ twist is an interesting character development]


April let out a quivering breath and stood up from the white toilet seat. She pushed open the dark wooden door and wiped the tears that were still falling away.  She sniffled and grabbed a Kleenex from the marble vanity. April peered into the mirror, looking at her mascara and eye liner streaked face. She let out a shuddering breath, trying get rid of the tears.


She took a glance down at her boobs and looked again, staring at her Double D’s. The boobs that everyone thought her mother paid for; the thing guys looked at when she was talking to them; the first piece of skin a guy wanted to see. She angrily glared at them, wishing that she had never gotten them in first place. The whole scene in her lit class was one that had happened before. Someone was always poking fun at April’s large breasts.


April looked at her self in mirror, thinking of all the ‘flaws ‘she had.


I’m fat, my boobs are too big, my eyes are too far apart, my shoulders look manly, my nose is huge, my ears are too small…


The flaws that constantly nagged at her. She continued to stare, growing more disgusted with her self for every second that went by. She thought of her breakfast; how she had piled her fattening bagel with cream cheese and had four spoonfuls of sugar and cream in her coffee. Then came her lunch, her sandwich wasn’t so bad, but the way she quickly scarified down that bag of chips and non diet soda. She was a pig. But the most disgusting thing of all was how she wolfed down those mars bars. Oh, that was it! She was going to have to do it; she had thought about it, she had defiantly thought about it, but now she was going to do it.


She walked slowly into the last stall again and dropped to her knees on floor as she her stomach crying. She took a gulp of air and held onto the porcelain toilet to steady her self. She slowly raised her left hand stuck her index finger down her throat, as far back as it would go. Her eyes began to tear more but she kept her finger there until she could feel the vomit coming up. She took her finger out of her mouth just before she retched up what had been her binge feast and high carb breakfast. She stared at the disgusting pile in the toilet and flushed it away.


A bit shaky April went back off her knees and turned so she could lean against the cold wall. Her feet lay awkwardly and one of the expensive shoes was held on only by her toes of her bare foot, but she didn’t bother to fix it.  She was sick of always having to maintain her image, for once she would have just liked to go to school not caring what she looked like, but she knew it would be like social suicide.  


Making a quick decision, though it was against how she really felt, April put her shoe back on her foot, stood and grabbed her purse. She let her self out of the bathroom stall and even though she was sick of always caring about her image she looked into the mirror; only to make sure no throw up was on her face. April planned on telling no one about this, not even Bridget or Brooke; they would surely kill her.


It was disgusting and horrible but April couldn’t deny that she felt better. There was no longer guilt in her stomach. She felt better, much better. She looked at her reflection in the mirror. There was no way she was going back to class, she couldn’t go back and face Cleo and her teacher, not right now, not after what she had just done.  With a quick fluff to her hair, April straightened her blouse and once satisfied left the first floor girl’s lavatory.
[That was some pretty powerful stuff. Good work. It fleshed out the character more and was pretty shocking. Be careful not to glamorize the act in your last paragraph though.]


A clicking sound issued from April’s heels as she walked down the silent hallway. She turned left and walked on the tiled floor, past her English Lit class and the main office and to a door that said NURSE. As she twisted open the slivery doorknob, April made a quick note to find out from someone, defiantly not Cleo, what she had missed in Lit. 


April cleared her throat to announce her presence and shut the door behind her. 


The nurse, Ella, looked up from her romance novel and squinted at April. She placed the glasses that hung around her neck on her nose. Ella was famous for never wearing her glasses, though everyone knew she was as blind as a bat, and for letting students stay in her office when they were not sick. She was like one of those grandmother’s who would let you get away with anything, but unlike most grandmother’s she didn’t have a comforting bone in her body, that is unless you paid her off, which most every student did. 


“Miss. [Ms.] Fisher, what’s wrong?” Ella asked[,] looking April up and down. She laid her book face down on the counter and stood from her beige swivel chair. 


April gulped. “Well… I… I think I started my period.” 


Lie, April thought. She had finished it last week. However, she kept her eyes on Ella and her lips showed no sign of twitching.


“Well do [you need] a tampon or pad?” Ella was all biz. 


“No, no. I mean I… just threw up.”


Lie again, she had her self retch. 


Ella stepped closer to April and placed a leathery hand on April’s forehead. It made April flinch slightly because they were ice cold and unexpectedly dry. 
[‘leathery’ and ‘ice cold and dry’ are two fairly different feelings.]

“You don’t feel hot. I’ll check your temp any how.” 


The broad back of Ella faced April as she searched for thermometer. She turned on her heel, a thermometer in hand and without warning stuck it into April’s mouth. 
[if there is a thermometer in her hand and she announced she was taking her temp how is it unexpected?]

April, finding it hard to breathe, opened her mouth and fixed the rubber stick so it was under her tongue. Even though with a bit of trouble, due to her nose being a little stuffed from crying, April held the uncomfortable stick in place until it beeped.


Without notifying April, once again, Ella took the thermometer from the place it was wedged and peered at it. She brought her eyes back up to April and gave the thermometer a shake, although it was unnecessary because it was a digital one. 

“You’re fine,” She told April. “Let me just give you something for your stomach.”


Fuck, April thought. 


Ella rattled two pills into her hand and then grabbed a bottle of water from the mini fridge that sat next to her desk. She opened her palm for April to take the pills.


April put them both in her mouth and greedily gulped the water; she hadn’t realized how thirsty the vomiting had made her.


“Do you mind if I stay here? I still feel a bit sick,” April lied. She really just wanted to avoid the rest of the school day.


A sigh came from Ella. “I guess not. Go lie down in one of the exam rooms.”


Relief filled April. “Thank you.”


She walked in the direction of exam room one, which was actually just a room that was used for students to sleep in if sick. Once inside the safety of the room, she dropped her purse to the floor and shed her shoes. She thought about removing her blouse, but thought better of it and just removed her skirt. It was kicked over by her purse as she walked to the bed. She pulled down the sheets, slipped into them and sighed as she turned on her side.

This was the beginning of something, horribly disgusting that April had promised her self she would never do. Although, nerve wracking, from the fear of being caught, and gross, after it was done she thought it was worth it. 

Chapter five: Here kitty, kitty, kitty!

Yellow, orange and red leaves waltzed in the wind as they were carried over the glittering frost covered roofs of the beautiful, old houses. Red hair flew in different directions as Brooke shivered in the extremely cold air. She used the sleeve of her Dior coat to close the door to April’s yellow Saab and stepped on the colorful leaves that lay on her driveway. They made a crunching noise, like someone crinkling a newspaper, every time she stepped on one with her black Prada shoes.


Brooke opened her heavy front door to her red European style house, located on a quiet street. Her grand house only had two neighbors, one who housed an old filthy rich man and his many girlfriends; the second housing a family that moved in last week, with three over 20 year old boys – well men.

The house was the most spectacular thing to live in.; a hint of antique with modern day.  The beautifully structured house contained three living rooms. One with a grand piano and antique chairs; another with a plasma screen TV, a stereo station that could blow your mind and ear drums, a wet bar and a fridge stacked with alcoholic drinks and things to mix with them. The smallest one on the main floor contained comfy chairs, a smaller TV and windows instead of walls to let the sun pour in.

“I’m home!” Brooke called dropping her Channel bag on the marble floor and kicking off her five hundred dollar heels before walking into her kitchen.  She was greeted by ten cooks buzzing around it tending to bubbling pots and sizzling frying pans.  She gave them a WTF look and dropped her buttery leather Miu Miu purse on the table.
The kitchen was big enough to fit one hundred and fifty people in and still have room to move around and socialize. A restaurant stove stood against a wall with three people standing around it making sure the food was not boiled dry or too crispy.  Vegetables of all sorts where being hauled out of one of the stainless steel fridges and then placed onto the butchers-block table that was next to the island in the middle of the kitchen.
[150 people? Is it a ballroom, jesus]

A Spanish woman with graying hair appeared in from the other side of the kitchen, where the long dining room table – seating twelve people – was set. 

Brooke shot a quizzical look at all the cooks and called out to the older lady. “Loretta! Why is the table set so late?” She walked past the oldest and fattest looking cook who wore a big white chef’s hat and in through the French doors that led to the dining room. 

The woman looked up from the wine cabinet and smiled at Brooke. 

“Your daddy having guests for dinner.” 

Her heavy Spanish accent made it almost impossible to understand but Brooke had perfected Spanish when she was ten.

Loretta had been Brooke’s Nanny for two years before she perfected her Spanish.  She was hired on the spot when Brooke came through the door screaming bloody murder because she scraped her knee. Loretta patched up her knee and kissed it better without even being asked. Brooke told her daddy, “She better be my new nanny. Cause’ if she’s not I’ll move in with her.” Brooke’s daddy laughed and gave Loretta the position.

 “Oh,” Brooke said as she held out her arms for Loretta to take off her expensive purple coat.  Loretta held the coat in her hand and used the other to pat Brooke’s bottom.  

“Go get dressed.”

She walked out of the dining room and into the foyer to hang up Brooke’s coat with all the other coats of designer names. 

Her father had dinner parties at least once a month and Brooke dreaded them. All they did was talk about business, business that Brooke had no interest in.

Brooke’s father was the CEO of The Walker Estate which was mainly focused on contracting, real-estate and charity. It also included a small clothing line that Brooke’s second step-mother had created but it was left in Brooke’s father’s care when the divorce was finalized. He made someone manger and held a staff meeting every two months, but that was all he did. He was more into the real-estate then clothing. He, however, let Brooke contribute her ideas to the clothing line that was now being sold in New York.
[why would she get input into her father’s business? CEO’s get to be CEO’s by listening to educated experienced help. Even if it’s his daughter I find this hard to believe.] 

Brooke huffed and walked up the staircase that led to the third floor of her house. A crash came from the kitchen but she ignored it and continued up the cherry wood steps that led to her room.

The top  floor of the house had two wings; one for Brooke and one for her father. If he was married at the time it also belonged to his wife.   The wide center staircase led to the library that was stocked with so many books it would make a librarian scream “Oh my fucking god,” while she was in a library.  A classic section: Charles Dickens, Jane Austen, Virginia Woolf, those type books. Then there was encyclopedia’s – that were hardly ever in use – romance novels, mystery, fantasy, adventure, teenage novels and various other types. Rows and rows of them, so high up that to reach the top shelf you needed a sliding ladder; but mainly the encyclopedia’s and dumb romance novels were stocked up there. 

The wing that Brooke had claimed for herself was able to access the library and gym but it only had two rooms, two very large rooms. A beautiful bathroom done in whites, blues and greens; ten by twelve feet in size with a Jacuzzi, bathtub and a stand up shower with a glass bench if you wanted to steam.

The biggest room on the third floor was Brooke’s very extravagant bedroom. The most luxurious part of the room was Brooke’s closet, a closet fashion models would die for and any other girl for that matter. It had a wall devoted just to shoes; one hundred of her best pairs and racks on the floor for the others. Drawers filled with jewelry, sunglasses and makeup. Items of designer names were in every part of the closet, including hangers full of clothes, purses, scarves and about twenty bathing suits.

The second best thing in Brooke’s room was a big sunny window with a seat underneath that could easily fit five girls in big puffy tutus. It was covered with at least ten fluffy pillows and filled with memories and crap. Notes from friends, old shoes that couldn’t be thrown out, iPods that were unwanted and stupid gifts from her father’s friends. 
[The size and style of this house is absurd. It doesn’t really come off as something that makes me envious or like ‘Life of the rich and famous’, it just kinda sounds like you the author cramming in all the cool stuff you’d really want in a house.] 

Brooke flopped on her big canopy bed and a Russian Blue cat meowed at her, getting up from its resting spot to pry for Brooke’s attention. She pushed it over until it was at the tip of the bed and would be forced to hop off. The cat tried to get back up to give affection to its owner but Brooke put out her arm so it couldn’t.

“No, Buttons,” She scolded crossly tapping the cat’s nose. Buttons tried once more but gave up quickly, getting this from Brooke before, and swished her tail all the way out the door.

Brooke rolled over on her back and mumbled “Stupid cat,” before answering a text on her rhinestone encrusted Sidekick. She typed a response as she got down off of her high bed and walked over to the closet, her fingers glued to the keys on her phone.

She tossed the phone on the red couch and ran a hand over a row of dresses. She selected a silky blue shirt dress; undid the buttons on her blouse and the tossed the shear white material in the general direction of her hamper. She wriggled out of her skirt, without undoing the zipper, and let the delicate dress fall over her body. The blue dress hung loosely on it, but was somehow able to show off her lithe yet muscular figure.

“Miss Brooke, dinner ready.” Loretta’s voice bubbled from the intercom in Brooke’s room. 

Brooke grabbed her cell phone and a pair of Fendi shoes; she slipped into them as she applied Shiseido lip gloss to her bare naturally plump lips. She was going for the ‘au natural’ look since it was just one of her father’s boring business meetings, which wouldn’t end until somewhere around eleven thirty. 

After a quick pee Brooke clicked down the wooden stairs to see her father greeting a man, who was at least ten years older then her father, and a woman clinging to his arm who had to still be in her twenties.

Brooke’s father was also getting up there in age, being forty-four and all. He also tended to date younger woman, but at least his were not in their first year of collage [college], he had more sense then that.  He had been married five times, including Brooke’s lovely mother Anne. 

Brooke’s mother was a bit of a sore subject with her; considering she left her in the toy department at Macy’s and fled to California. Her mother gave her Buttons the previous Christmas and she told Bridget and April that she would rather own at pet rock then the stupid cat.
[That’s far to little elaboration on such a major event, show don’t tell her mother leaving]

“Angus, that can’t be Miss. Brooke!” The fifty- four-year-old sugar daddy announced. He stopped and held out his arms to Brooke who had just arrived near the doors to the foyer.  The wrinkles around his eyes grew more profound as he smiled at the five foot seven red haired bombshell. 

Brooke grinned and giggled as he pulled her into a hug and kissed her cheek. The smell of old cologne overwhelmed her nostrils; she closed her eyes to take it in. Upon opening them she observed that his young wife had trouble smiling at this sight, instead her lips were scrunched up in a way that looked like she had just sucked on a lemon.

She went to her husband and grabbed his arm in an attempt to make herself noticed. Brooke hid a laugh as Mr. Walter Coates wife’s glossed pink lips fell downward in a pout when he took Brooke’s arm over his twenty-three year old wife’s.

Brooke and Walter Coates walked arm in arm through the main living room, with the grand piano, and into the dining which was already filled with noise from four men and three women placed in seats. The table was set for eleven so her father must not have been expecting anymore. Brooke walked along as Walter Coates found his place card and his wife’s. She sat along side of him and received at dirty look from his almost still a teen wife. Brooke could see the fear in her eyes as she took a seat next to her rich husband. Fear that Brooke would be made his next wife. Brooke had no intentions too, but how fun would it be to get the bimbo riled up.

Brooke’s daddy, Angus Walker, took a seat next to Brooke at the head of the table. He pulled his ivory linen napkin out of its red ring and dropped it onto his lap. He smoothed it out over the black dress pants he had chosen for that night’s event.  He then took a sip of water and touched Brooke’s arm lightly.

“Where were you after school?” He questioned placing his glass back on the table.

Brooke glanced up from a text message she had just received and hid a smirk behind her glossed lips.  Brooke truly did despise these business dinners and normally stayed at April’s or Bridget’s so she could miss them.  This one, however, was a surprise so she would be forced to sit through it. 

She placed her cell phone on the table before using her sugary sweet voice to say “At April’s house. I went there after lacrosse.” 

Brooke smiled at her daddy as Côtes du Rhone red wine was poured into her wineglass by one of the butler’s. She took a long sip of wine and crossed her legs under the oak table.

Angus smiled showing his teeth and excused himself from the table. Angus’s hair was once he color red of Brooke’s but early graying ran in his family, so the once gorgeous red was replaced with gray. The gray in his hair didn’t take away from the rest of his handsome features. Woman’s hearts still fluttered at his one hundred watt smile and delicious brown eyes.
[lame. Hundred watt smile, delicious, gorgeous, that’s not strong descriptive writing. Let’s see this man wooing in action.]

Caviar and lobster with butter shining on the red tail was put on the table as an appetizer.  The woman across from Brooke was still working on a lobster tail when snapper en papillote and smoked salmon was placed in front of each guest.  

Brooke looked at her as she cut a piece of her salmon into a small square. The woman across the table smiled at Brooke, pulling a piece of the tail out of her mouth. She dabbed her fingers in her napkin before opening her mouth to inquire from Brooke. 

“So, Brookelyn Darling, do you have any pets?”

Brooke placed half of a sourdough roll on her plate next to her snapper en papillote. She said yes very politely but was smiling quite wickedly on the inside.

The woman who had the urge to drawl darling after a persons name had once tried to get with her daddy. Brooke could remember the old gold digger calling her father all the time, begging him to go out with her. She listened with April and Bridget, many giggles almost escaping their lips.  The old leech had found some other man to suck money from.

Brooke’s smile widened behind her half empty wine glass. “Here Kitty, kitty, kitty,” She called running her nail from her index finger over her thumb underneath the table.

The woman smiled genuinely and proposed, “You have a kitten?” 

Brooke nodded and waited, with a smile on her face, for her kitty.  A thundering noise came from the main staircase making guests looked around in confusion. Brooke’s grin broadened and she chewed a green bean.  

Squeals and frightened shouts erupted from many women at the table as a Great Dane shot into the dining room and under the table. It took a place by Brooke’s chair, its white tail wagging like mad. Brooke giggled and scratched behind its one brown ear. 

It was white all over with a brown left ear and a brown patch around its opposite eye. She patted the dog’s large head and fed it a piece of salmon off of her plate that it gobbled up as slobber dripped from its mouth. Brooke giggled and bent to kiss his wet nose.

 “Good boy, Kitty.”

[kitten’s a dog. That’s sort of cute. Big dog’s cause much more carnage than this when they get a head of steam]
Chapter seven: Watermelons 

The chilling air  outside had cooled down so much that it could freeze your nose off if you stayed outside longer then an hour with no scarf to cover it.  The weather was extremely cold for Boston in October and everyone already had their heaters turned up on fifty Fahrenheit. The touch of a window was like the remaining ice cubes in the end of drink: cold and slippery; and the wind had slowed so there were no more dancing leaves. They were now replaced with a steady rain – the reason why Boston was so cold – that would continue into to tomorrow and Thursday. 

Designer umbrellas and hot pink rubber boots would be a required accessory for the casual day in school that was held every Wednesday and Friday.  

Three years ago when April, Bridget and Brooke were freshmen at St. Alexander Livingston, they signed a petition that a very powerful senior had started. It stated that: Two days out of the five day academic week would be assigned for a casual day at the school. Rumor had it that the senior’s sister was sleeping with the principal so she did a little black mailing to get her way. After getting all the signatures that were needed Wednesday’s and Friday’s were assigned as casual days, just like she had requested. Students were not permitted to wear there uniform for two glorious school days out of the five boring ones.
[this seems like a kind of weak way to have the characters play dress up. This sort of behaviour and waving of rules by the principal isn’t met with any resistance from an alumni board or school board that probably has to approve decisions at such a private school?]

May was sprawled out of her high sleigh bed chewing on the tip of her pen cap.  She groaned flicking it down on top of her difficult trigonometry problem and got down off her orange duvet sighing through her nose.

“May, I can’t help you if you don’t even understand what you need help with,” April exclaimed sliding off of May’s soft bed. She crossed her arms under her breasts and stared at May.

“Ugh. Fine. Just go, I’ll do it tomorrow,” She told April, fed up from her stupid homework, that her beanpole teacher had assigned; and from April’s “trying to help” that was actually constant nagging about not knowing it. April let out a sigh of relief, confessing her thankfulness before fleeing from the purple bedroom.  


May twisted her long, blond, boring hair into a high messy bun that slopped to the side as soon as her hands left the thin hair. She applied lip balm from her tube of M.A.C lip conditioner to her bare lips while she looked at the mascara debris that formed around her eyes from falling asleep to a repeat of The Hills.

She used the pinky finger on her right hand to remove the left over makeup and turned to look at the lime green alarm clock that flashed eleven, twelve PM. She lifted her hands over the top of her head and stretched, sighing softly as the number changed on her clock again. She put one foot in front of the other and stepped into her light aqua colored bathroom. The light flicked on with the slightest touch of her index finger, to make the bathroom even brighter.

May’s bathroom was much similar to April’s, with one exception: there were no parties in there.  Since her bedroom and bathroom where attached and April’s where not, April’s bathrooms were mainly used for parties. May hardly had parties anyway, it was mainly April, and May just attended them.  

Reaching for her toothbrush May stifled a well worked up yawn. She added toothpaste to her electric toothbrush and stroked her pearly white quickly so she could pee and slide under her warm orange sheets. She spit the green foam that had built up in her mouth into the skin and turned on the tap to rinse it down the drain.
After a quick pee and rinse to her hands; May was settled in bed already smiling from thinking about a certain someone who she hoped would find a way to crawl into her dream.

[This character seems underdeveloped. How does she feel about her sister? Where are her friends?]
April held her sleek black cordless phone between her shoulder and ear, listening to the second ring on the phone.  Her hands worked through a long row of skirts, feverishly. She took a black bubble skirt off the hook and groaned dropping it on the floor.  

“What are you wearing tomorrow?” She inquired from Brooke once she had picked up on the third ring. 

Her hands shifted through the other million clothing choices in her fifteen by fifteen feet walk in closet that held a wall of shoes and many clothes of designer names. She picked up a yellow cashmere sweater and tossed it in the reject pile on the loveseat sofa, without a second glance. The creamy chocolate brown couch was already covered in various clothing items and shoes that were ‘not suitable’ for a day in school or too ‘dressy’, both highly unlikely but they somehow ended up there.

“I don’t know, a dress maybe,” Brooke speculated and took a swig of wine to polish off the clam puff she had just eaten.  She had already had her share of wine for two weeks at least, considering the previous night, and that evening’s dinner. She smiled excusing herself from the dining room table where one of her father’s friends had just let out a jolly laugh.  She walked out through the kitchen and up the back staircase at the end of her house.

Brooke normally would try to get out of a phone call about clothes with April as fast as possible, but tonight she was thankful for the call. She couldn’t stand to sit trough the rest of her fathers boring business dinner. She would just annoy April as fast as possible, which wasn’t hard. 

April let out a frustrated sigh and flicked another piece of clothing on the floor after a quick glance in the mirror with it.  Lately, she was having more trouble picking out an outfit for casual days in school. She would rather wear the god dammed school uniform everyday then worry about what to wear. 

Brooke and Bridget had not one bit of trouble with clothing, they could just haul on anything and go without even a second glance.  She however had to worry about her simply ‘darling’ melons when all Brooke and Bridget had to worry about where peaches and grapefruits. 

[I understand the difficulty with in finding clothes that fit but this ‘pile of reject clothes’ seems weird. My friends with bigger boobs can’t necessarily pull off every outfit, but the clothes they do have all fit or don’t highlight their chest if they don’t want to; because well… that’s what they shop for. How come April is different, is this a recent growth spurt?]
“Can’t you come over?” April bugged.

Brooke rolled her eyes on the other line and got ready to make an argument that would get her off of the phone with April.  She clicked speaker phone and placed her cell on top of her dresser. 

Brooke sighed, to give it some affect, and said “April, it’s almost eleven thirty at night.” 

She pulled her dress over her head after saying the last word, careful not to make April think she didn’t care.  She took the phone up in her hand again and walked into the bathroom as she listened to April formulate a response.

“That doesn’t matter, June is still awake and it’s not like you have to drive. Get a car to bring you,” April put in. 

She yanked a pair of jeans off a wooden hanger and examined them quickly before tossing them.  April stood still, listening to ruffling clothing from Brooke’s end.  She rolled her blue-green eyes and stared in the mirror at her busty chest, once again thinking about breast reduction.  She had considered it first when her melons entered a double C cup, and had almost went through with it when they became an abundant D. Never had she imagined she would enter a double D. It had almost killed her when the sales lady suggested going up a cup size.

“I’m already a D!”  She had complained to Brooke and Bridget who were also shopping in the bra department.  Brooke thought of her as the luckiest girl in the world, and Bridget wasn’t bothered by it.

“Brooke!” April snapped, tired of waiting for a response from Brooke who she assumed wasn’t concerned about her clothing drama.  “Are you even listening?” She accused pulling open a drawer in a moment of anger and holding up a woolen sweater. It ended up on the floor without so much of a second glance. 

Brooke took of her phone of speaker phone mode and placed the pink rhinestone encrusted Sidekick up to her right ear. “What?” She questioned flopping on her bed. She patted the soft green spot next to her, welcoming Kitty to join her. 

It was a strange name that Brooke had given her Great Dane dog that was far from a kitten, more like a horse as April had said.  When seeing Kitty for the first time, nine years ago, Brooke had mistaken him for a kitten, due to the fact that all she could see were his ears and he was the runt of a litter.  She screamed “Kitty!” In all of her excitement of finding a kitten and when the owner explained that it was she really a dog she refused to change his name. 

[good background info, this sort of thing helps flesh the character out]
“I need help picking out my outfit for tomorrow,” April said, now holding up a Fendi sleeveless white blouse to her chest. She pulled a stretchy wool, high-waist black skirt off a hanger and placed it against the white cotton, comparing the two together. She exhaled happily though her nose smiled into the mirror, finally having met her school day outfit.  

Brooke heard the happy sigh and smiled to Kitty, she didn’t have to do anything, yet April found the perfect outfit. 

“What about your purple Chanel dress?” Brooke pondered, making sure she wasn’t called guilty for not helping. 

April’s happy sigh turned into a groan. “No, I’m wearing my new blouse,” She informed hanging a piece of fallen clothing back up on its hanger.

Brooke nodded her head. “Oh, okay. I’m sleepy. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


The phone dropped from the place it was wedged into by April’s ear and shoulder.  “Shit,” She murmured, dropping to her knees to retrieve her highly expensive electronic. As if the phone had been timed, it started playing music through the mouth piece.  April held it out at arms length near her ear with a scrunched brow.  The music stopped abruptly and Brooke’s sweet voice spoke into the phone. 

“April?” It questioned.  

“Yes?” April inquired. 

Brooke licked her lips. “Oops, sorry. I thought I hung up. See you tomorrow in school!” Then with a click she was gone.
[ha busted. Good touch, funny moment.]


April sucked in a laugh instead of letting it out; she felt slightly mad at Brooke for not listening to her on the phone and then pretending to go to sleep.  She loved Brooke, she was sweet and funny, but that still didn’t balance out the annoyance factor. Although, anyone in the world could annoy April, Brooke happened to be the one person who did it the most.  April sighed hanging a blue skirt on its hanger; she touched the number one on her phone and let it ring. 
Comments- General

Alright cool. It definitely had its strong and weak points. There were definitely some recurrent flaws throughout, that I think need correction to improve your piece.
Coming in and out of dialouge

Alright I’m no good at comma usage but even I was freaking a bit with a couple of grammar rules you need to brush up on.
-She gulped[,] “I… I – just miss my dad.”

That’s a good example. Going into spoken dialogue from a descriptive segment you have to add a comma before the first quotation mark.

-“I know,” Brooke added[,] a slight exasperation in her tone.

And this was the other one, coming out of a line of dialogue if you want to continue to describe past the “Brooke said, grabbing an apple” “Brooke announced, a hurt look on her face” Or whatever you need that comma there.

I’m by no means a grammar Nazi but these two mistakes were ALL over the place and after a certain amount of time it gets to the reader a bit.

Brand new brand names

You have a tendency of referring to lots of objects by their company name, Channel this, Gucci that, Sidekick, etc. I think this is fine as it adds realism to the narrative but it dates the piece and assumes everyone knows what you’re talking about. Also when you refer to them you don’t need to italicize.

And speaking of names…

I get this is some real east coast hoighty toighty stuff but Brookelyn? Angus? Cleopatra? A family named after months? Loretta? These aren’t really names that fit the period of time that I assume this story takes place in.

Ass and titties

This kinda threw me. Now, I’m a typical red-blooded male, I will concede I spend much more time looking at and thinking about these features on girls than is probably healthy. I don’t know if the same is for girls when they’re alone. But it’s almost a fixation in your narrative, where April is almost one dimensional in character becoming ‘boob girl’ in my mind (even the bulimia subplot is based off her boobs). And each character is described by their butt or breasts and it’s seems like a crutch for depth of character in place of superficial sexual features.
Character pond: Shallow water’s ahead
I don’t really know how to take the edge off this statement so I guess I’ll come out with it: I pretty much just hate every character in this story. I find them snobbish, isolated, stupid, frivolous, selfish, and simple. Am I- Am I supposed too? I mean I sort of get that their environments are leading to problems (lack of parenting, a bad school atmosphere, a tendency to overparty, eating disorders etc.), but despite all this activity and lack of ‘limits’ I don’t really feel bad for this kids. You don’t do enough with their freedom of action to bring out the highlights in these characters. I think that troubled situations can create very unique characters and situations, but I’m not sure If you take these people anywhere I haven’t read before. Am I supposed to feel bad for the girl with the rich father who doesn’t pay attention to her? Because I’m not sure if you do a great job of making me fell that way. I just think they aren’t real interesting.
If I’m not supposed to like them than that’s fine, but they still need to sympathetic or anti-hero. Because as of now, they’re sort of boring.
I think you have their physical descriptions down but when it comes to their thoughts and motivations it becomes hard to distinguish between one character and another. I mean, one character is clumsy, the other hates her boobs, the nurse is apathetic, but I think you need to do more than that to create memorable, identifiable characters. As they are now I find it tough to want to learn more about these people.
A plot of land

Which leads to this question: What’s the hook in this story? Where is all of this going? Because frankly, nothing much has happened yet. There are few challenges that need to be overcome, there’s no goal a character is striving for, there’s no love interest, the ‘rival’ (Cleo) is hopelessly underdeveloped. Your 36 pages in and I’m not sure if I could write a ‘back of the book summary’ of what gone on yet. That’s bad. There needs to be some sort of journey or action or event driving these characters onward whether that’s sports, theatre, exams, a dance, a divorce, a move from home, I don’t know. But it can’t just be the average everyday lives, because those lives aren’t interesting enough to grab the average reader.

You’ve conscripted your description

And those last two points are a shame because I don’t think you’re a bad writer. I think you have some funny moments and an eye for a good comedic situation. I thought the bathroom scene with April was very well written and powerful. I think you have talent in describing surroundings, objects, and characters physically. You might want to be a little careful from falling into popular clichés, I noticed you had a habit of using some stock lines. But outside that I was pretty impressed with some of your stuff. You just need to develop your character’s personalities better and a provide a strong driving action to carry your writing style along.
Um, I think that’s all I have. I know that probably sounded a little harsh, I recognize as a 19 year old guy I’m probably not the… target audience of this particular piece and it’s probable that some of the humor and drama went over my head. With that said I hope I could bring a unique perspective to what you’ve got. I urge you to try some rewriting (Lord knows I’ve had to rewrite all sorts of stuff () and I think you will be able to make this piece shine.

