Chapter 1 

Molly- April 5, 1998 

"Aiden?" I called, fear straining my voice. 

Nothing. 

"Where has he gone?" I whispered to myself. (comma?)"Where has he gone with my baby girl?" 

Heat blazed down on the black asphalt that laid empty and barren in front of me. I stood nearly alone between the two rows of houses; the only other thing that occupied the space was the rugged gravel, mocking me, telling me (that) I'd never see Aiden again. (I like this description :D) 
My daughter was gone. My brother had taken her- taken her to a place that was a mystery to me. I yearned to have her once again, to be able to cradle her safely and tenderly in my arms. 

"Why?" I questioned my brother, as if he were in front of me. "Why did you do this?" 

Aiden- March 23, 2007 

"Aiden!" my uncle called. 

I ran through the large, messy house, dodging stray cigarette packs, old beer bottle cartons, and askew (this word does not sound like it’s been appropriately used. How about: “and his dirty clothes were in a state of disarray”?), dirty clothes, searching for him. 

"Yes?" I asked upon finding him sprawled out on his ratty couch in the den. The room smelled (I would suggest replacing ‘smelled’ with ‘reeked’ for a stronger effect) heavily of alcohol and smoke, but I tried not to cough. My uncle didn't like it when I coughed. 

"We're out of beer." 

"Well, Uncle Dan, I... I can't go buy it for you. I'm only fourteen," I told him, my voice small and weak. 

"I don't give a damn what age you are! I said we're out of beer!" 

"Yes, Uncle." I walked out of the room, trying to think of a way to get some beer. I had to. If I was beat (Beat sounds less harmless than ‘beaten up’ or ‘given a beating’ because it sounds like a one-hit thing) again, I'd have to miss school. That would be the third time this month. I delicately stroked a bruise that was hidden by my shirt sleeve and shuddered slightly. 

Maybe I could pay someone to go buy a couple (of) packs for me. I knew I couldn't borrow any more (This could make people wonder if you’re referring to money or beer. Specify.) from neighbors- they'd be too suspicious. 

Not that I had a reputation to ruin (Is this more about reputation or getting into trouble? Suspicion leading to a ruined reputation in this case, doesn’t strike me as altogether correct, though this may just me who thinks so). I was nothing- a nobody; an invisible face amongst others. My uncle had told me this countless times before. The sad thing was that I believed him. But who else could I be? Certainly no one special- I wasn't talented,(I don’t think this comma is necessary, but I’m not a punctuation expert, so I can’t really be trusted in this area XD) nor gifted; I wasn't anything at all. 

Thinking of myself led me to think about my family. I knew none of them except my uncle. My mother was dead; so was my father. My uncle had taken me away just before my mother's death (Ahaha, I’m not sure if you’re supposed to divulge this fact in this chapter, but: Is she really dead? Is it a lie fed to Aiden by her uncle? Did Aiden assume her mother died from the incident where she was snatched from her uncle? If her uncle really killed her mother, the police would be on his case, right? Ahh, I’m asking too many questions. Sorry). I have but one memory of her, for I was very young when he took me away: 

"Hush, little Aiden. Don't say a word. Momma's gonna buy you a mockingbird," my mother cooed to me, stroking my hair. Sunlight cascaded into my bedroom, filling the gaps my blue curtains had left. The warmth had(I’m not sure if ‘had’ is needed here)  felt lovely on my skin, as did my mother's gentle touch. 

A loud knock on the door echoed throughout the room. "Molly!" a man- my uncle- called. "Molly, let me in!" 

My mother picked me up and set me on the far side of my bed, farther away from the door. She continued to sing to me, but her shaky voice was overwhelmed by my uncle's yells. 

"Molly! Let me in, damn it!" he cried again. I heard fumbling outside my door. Jingling; the jingling of keys. When had my mother put a lock on my door? My uncle hastily undid the lock on the door, opened it (I think It’s already implied that the uncle is going to come in anyway), and stumbled in. "You can't keep her!" 

"Yes, I can! She's my baby; leave her be!" my mother told him, clutching onto me protectively (*She put Aiden down, talked to her uncle and picked Aiden up again? Even if she suddenly felt protective of Aiden, she sounded like she knew her brother’s motives for coming here, so she wouldn’t have put her daughter down in the first place. It just seems that way to me though). My uncle began to walk(Describe how the uncle was walking so that we can picture it more vividly. Advanced menacingly towards us?) towards us. I trembled in my mother's arms, wondering what was going to happen. 

Uncle Dan(*Hmm… why mention his name is ‘Dan’ at such a late time instead of slotting it in at the start?) snatched me out of her arms. "Come here, girl. You're comin' with me. (‘come’ is redundant here, though Uncle Dan doesn’t sound intelligent enough to have noticed that ;))" His scratchy voice rang throughout my terrified mind. 

"No! Aiden, I love you!" my mother screeched as my uncle exited (A more dramatic verb, perhaps? :D) the room. She scurried towards him and caught up with us, only to be struck down by Uncle Dan's free arm. She yelped and attempted to get up, but she could not (This is fine, but you could have more description on how she tried to get up. Utilise some adjectives maybe). (Wow, they must have very inattentive neighbours if they were oblivious to all the commotion outside XD)
"Unca Dan... Where are you taking me?" I asked him once we had left the house. 

"Your momma's sick. I gotta take you away." My entire world had (I wouldn’t have added ‘had’ here) shattered when he uttered this. I didn't want to leave my mother. 

"Oh. Is Mommy going to live?" I had hoped intently that he would say yes, and even if I'd never get to see her again, my mother would be safe. 

"No," he answered bluntly. Tears began to roll down my face uncontrollably. I needed to get back to my mother so I could tell her everything was going to be okay. I wanted to comfort her in her time of need, but I was to intimidated to try and stop the man (This sudden reference to her uncle as a man comes across as somewhat strange to me. I can understand what you’re trying to convey here, but it just sounds weird here XD). 

Uncle Dan roughly placed me in the back seat of his van, took his seat at the wheel, and sped off. We said nothing more for many hours. 

I wished I knew more about my mother, but that's all I had. (I can totally picture the childish voice and persona of the character here. Don’t ask me why XD)
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

* There seems to be a chronological mix-up here XD
According to your dates, Aiden was about 5 when she was taken away.

Her recollections mentioned that she talked to her uncle when he took her away.

However, there were parts of the story which rather explicitly described Aiden as a baby, or a toddler. The way people carry her: They cradle her (You can’t really cradle 5-year-olds XD)

Her thoughts are rather developed for a five-year-old even. My cousin is 7 and she doesn’t sound as understanding of her surroundings like Aiden is doing so in her memory. It’s been 9 years. She must have an awesome memory, but that’s possible, of course.

So the description of her age needs to be worked on to provide clarity of her youth. Think of how adults would treat a 5-year-old.

Oh, and how does Aiden know her uncle’s name is Dan? Is there any interesting story behind this knowledge? (Sorry, I’m asking too much again, aren’t I? It’s a bad habit XD)

Only a few minor boo-boos here, so great job! :D

The story flowed smoothly, so that’s good. I was hoping for more descriptions and less telling. More effective verbs, adjectives… feelings! Aiden’s feelings didn’t come off as very acute and strong. I would prefer fear to be pouring out of Aiden. (Sorry for putting it in such a terrible way XD) That way, people like me, who imagine the whole thing in their mind, would have a much more vivid picture of what you’re trying to show us. Still, overall I think this was a cool piece of work. Not your run-of-the-mill story. I would like to see how this develops :D

Go forth and write! :D

~Have a great day!

Meep(:

