Prologue 
A church pew creaked as April Fisher stood from her seat half-way and sat again, trying to adjust her cotton white dress. She wore it against her own wishes; she thought her best friend Daniel Hagelin’s mother was cracked, but “black is to mourn and white is to free the spirit” as Mrs. Hagelin said. However, she let her best friend’s, Bridget and Brooke, dress her in white anyways. They helped her shower and dress because she had become limp and numb, not wanting to do much of anything when she found out that Daniel had passed on. She would have preferred to just sit home in the towel she had been wrapped in when she stepped out of the shower, but she knew she had to go, after all Daniel was her friend. 

April’s ice blue eyes scanned the room and they landed on the flowers that sat primly on top of the wooden box where Daniel’s seventeen-year-old body rested. He was the only one who wore black; an expensive pressed suit. Tucked inside with him were notes, pictures and a flask of Jack Daniels that Daniel’s buddy, Justin Blanche, had snuck in when no adults were looking. 

Cold shivers went up April’s spine and it wasn’t from the freezing church pew where her bottom sat. They stayed with her as she listened to the priest speak about Daniel and how he lived a short but good life, how he was too young to die. She wanted to gag. She felt so sick and upset that she wanted to stick her finger down her throat and get her breakfast out of her, but she was trying to stop that.

She brushed a stray piece of her blond hair out of her face and glanced down as she felt a cold hand squeeze her own cold one. I don’t think that is really needed. The slightest of a smile showed on April’s lips as she looked up into Brooke’s face. I suggest re-wording this. Maybe something like this: A slight smile appeared on April’s lips as she looked up at Brooke. She squeezed Brooke’s hand back, but didn’t let go. She needed it.

Though not very fond of Daniel Hagelin, because of his constant drug doing “Drug doing” sounds kind of funny. Maybe, drug abuse or something like that., Brookelyn Walker, mostly know as Brooke, had broken down in tears when his death was announced. She was in classes with him and had often gotten rides home with him when she was too drunk to even put on her shoes. He was also one of April’s best friends, and April was one of hers so she obviously felt woe for April.

Brooke sniffed away a ready to fall tear How exactly to you sniff away a tear? Did you mean brush away? and brushed a piece of her fiery red hair back into its chignon. She clasped her hands together and rested them on her laps, so she wouldn’t begin to chew on her nails like she often tended to do when nervous, annoyed, or upset. She stared down at the unnecessary white clothing that she was required to wear. She felt like she was dishonouring Daniel by wearing white, but his mother wanted everyone to, and Mrs. Hagelin was in a state of distress so Brooke did not want to disobey.

Her blue-gray eyes travelled to April and she noticed her quaking shoulders. Brooke reached for one of April’s pale hands and gave it a comforting squeeze; bringing out her Sothern Southern hospitality. April gave Brooke a weak smile and squeezed back.
April had Brooke worried, which was something that did not happen often; usually it was April who worried for Brooke. When April found out that Daniel had passed on she literally just stopped, almost like she had died too. The only thing that showed she was still living was her chest moving up and down at a fast pace and the tears that flowed down her cheeks.

Brooke uncrossed then crossed her legs again the other way. Tears began to from on her face I think that in her eyes would work better, because tears form from the eyes ( and she quickly wiped them away. She stopped, she needed to cry. For Daniel, for April, for Daniel’s insane and grief-stricken mother, and for her self.

Bridget Granger tucked a loose piece of her curly brown hair behind an ear and sighed heavily through the mouth. Daniel had not been her best friend, like he had been to April, but they still went to school together and partied together. He was one of them, one of her friend’s. I don’t think you need to say, “One of them” just say this: He was one of her friends. Also you don’t need the apostrophe before the ‘s’ in ‘friends’. 
Four years ago, on that exact date, Bridget had sat in a different church, mourning the loss of her father, Edward Granger. Of course, then she wore black. She thought it strange to wear white to a funeral; it was disrespectful in her eyes. Since Daniel’s mother was suffering from the loss of son, Bridget realized that she could not be held responsible for her temporary insanity. If Bridget had shown up to her father’s funeral in white, when she was twelve and didn’t have much sense, her mother would have sent her home to change. However, Bridget felt that her mother shared many similar qualities with a female dog at times.

Justin Blanche, one of Bridget’s best friends, laid a sweaty hand on top of Bridget’s her’s. She guessed it was because he thought she was scared and upset, but really she knew he was. Bridget took his hand in hers and used her other one to stoke his arm. She stole a glance at April, to make sure she was still functioning, and a smile crept onto her lips when she noticed that Brooke held onto April’s hand.

Brooke was not normally a motherly person; that was Bridget’s role. Bridget was very motherly towards all her friends, even though she was younger then most. It was part of her nature. Though, she didn’t get much mothering her self Considering the sentence after this, I don’t think you meant her self, I think you meant her own mother. Bridget’s mother was not one for emotions or care-giving, that was the nanny’s job as she said. 

Bridget’s green-eyed gaze wandered to the other side of the church where a head covered in coal black fell into her line of vision. Something trigged in her mind. It reminded her of an old friend who she hadn’t seen since last year. Someone whose hair always looked perfectly straight and somewhat resembled Snow White. But she couldn’t be back; she wasn’t supposed to be home until Christmastime. Another glance at the girl’s hair told Bridget that it was defiantly definitely… 

Think of your best friend. Not the girl who you share clothes and gossip with, but the one who you can tell anything to without fear of them laughing or blurting it to someone else. I mean the one who you can change in front of, without them blushing and looking away awkwardly at your pubic hairs. Or the one who you can tell anything to without them laughing You already mentioned this above, like that you masturbate; or that you have more then friendly thoughts about your fat balding teacher; or, on a more serious note, that you have been raped. 


Now that you have them in mind, think of the things they do or would do for you. Like holding your hair while you retch in the toilet, forgiving you when you ditch them for no reason; lying to a teacher’s face about you cheating; going to pregnancy classes with you; taking a bullet for you. 
This person, or persons, is like your other half; like your spouse, without all the physical stuff. For better or for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, till death do you part. 

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. 

April sat Indian style on her soft, white bedspread. 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 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. 

“April?” 

April glanced up at the sight of her younger sister, May Fisher, entering the room. “What?” she asked.

“I want Keisha tonight,” May said, walking closer to the bed where a white Persian cat, named Duchess, and a black mutt, named Keisha, rested. She scratched both the animal’s ears and kissed Keisha’s head.

“Take her,” April said. She also rubbed down the old dog’s ears.

May patted her knees. “Come on Keisha, time for bed!” She urged. She made three fast kissing noises with her lips, getting the dog to stand. She came to the edge of the bed and May, struggling a bit because of Keisha’s thirty-eight pound body, scooped her up and placed her on the floor. Even though Keisha was still capable of walking, she was too old to jump onto or off of any of anything. 

“Oh, what a good girl,” May cooed, walking out of the room, Keisha hot on her heels. “Night,” She called before shutting the door. 

“Night,” The three girls called back in almost unison, Brooke was a bit delayed.

Duchess stirred on the bed then 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, and then furrowed her professionally waxed eyebrows. She rested her head against the foot of April's black, wooden headboard. “We should have kept Keisha, I like her better.” she said, then undid the top button of her blouse and sighed loudly crossing her legs. 
Bridget and April both smiled, Brooke 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 Duchess was a bitch.

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 had fiery 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

April Fisher, on the other hand, had enough cushion to turn Brooke’s small boobs cups into a bigger size and still be a double size her self. April was a bulging double D. It turned every shopping trip into a hassle because she could never find something that fit her boobs and her stomach. 

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.

Bridget Granger stood out from her two best friends with her olive skin while the two other girls were pale with light hair 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. 
The above is a lot of telling, and no showing. Perhaps you could incorporate all this into the story in a subtle way. I like to do it by saying something like this: Brooke brushed her fiery red hair out of her eyes. That was just a subtle way of giving description. Also, in the beginning of the story, the prologue, you gave us some of this info. 
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 annoyed voice,

“Shut up, Brooke. I don’t want to talk about it anymore, it’s too disgusting.” 

Bridget laughed, then so did April. Brooke glared. 

She 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 green 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 named Nanny and driver named 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 Always spell out numbers in prose. days ago to be with his loo-vare," She said pronouncing the word 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 April had swore he was looking at her mother’s boyfriend’s butt. 

"No, Bridget, his gay lover. He’s defiantly definitely 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. 

Bridget’s giggling frenzy took her a few seconds to recover from, but when finished she whispered to April, “I thought she was asleep.” Her lips were still turned upwards from laughing. She thought who was asleep?
"I know; me too," April confessed to Bridget, picking up her iPhone and then scrolling through her contacts for the Chinese restaurant. Bridget sighed, and then smiled as she listened to April’s clear voice speaking into the phone.

Chapter Two: Coffee is not for freshmen


“We are such idiots,” April said with a yawn, then took another mouthful Saying ‘mouthful’ sounds more like eating. Maybe something like this: She took another sip of coffee. of coffee. 


“I know,” Bridget agreed. “Why did we stay up until well past three on a school night?” 


“Because we could,” Brooke informed her.


Chuckles came from all three girls. 


Bridget sighed, “Let’s not do this again anytime soon. I have no idea how I’m going to function in school.”


Brooke gave a sly smile. “I plan on paying Nurse Ella a visit,” she said referring to the school nurse.


All the girls smiled. 

June Fisher, April’s mother, came down the stairs.  “Morning my loves,” she 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.


April, Bridget and Brooke had a lot of freedom, freedom to do what ever they wanted. 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. They believed that if they had access to it, they wouldn’t want it as much, which sometimes worked to the girl’s advantage but sometimes didn’t. Like previous night for example. 
I don’t know, it seems a little weird that their parents don’t care. I could understand maybe just April’s mom not caring. But, all three of them? That sounds a little off. 
June didn’t work, 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. 
The three paragraphs above were a lot of telling and no showing. It was a big info drop. Like I said before, try showing this more subtly. 
“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. Both girls knew that Brooke had no idea what potassium was, 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.

June looked up as she heard foot steps coming down the stairs. She smiled brightly at the sight of her youngest daughter, May.
“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… Aprils showers did not bring May her little flowers. May had yet to receive her gift from Mother Nature. I don’t really see the need to mention this, I’d nix it. 

“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 glared at her sister. “Since I became a freshman,” she said in a cool voice, the annoyance was detectable. 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.

April walked over to the stairs, Bridget and Brooke still following 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 So she kissed May twice? Once is probably enough 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 stared 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.
You say that she is eating her muffin and washing it down with orange juice a lot. 

Chapter Three: Boobs: Trouble or Pure Bliss? 


Brooke shifted her oversized bag up onto her slender shoulder. “I’ll talk to you later, calculus is calling!” She told April and Bridget with faux enthusiasm. 
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.”Spell out the number 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 fuck.

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 class. 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 .self consciousness   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  (2nd should be second) cousins to the Calvin Klein – said in a cool voice. She pulled her skirt up so her knee caps were visible and sat in the seat next to April. 


April stiffened as the black haired perfect 5’8 spell out numbers 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. 

“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 one 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 the 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.” (Now that’s just cold. ()

Pretty blue eyes opened What? 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.


“Is something wrong, Miss Fisher?” He asked as he 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 definitely 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… You should put this in italics because that’s what April’s thinking. 

Out one… two… three… four… (Italics)

In one… two… three… four…    (Italics)

Out one… two… three… four…  (Italics)

In one… two… three… four…     (Italics)

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


April pushed open the bathroom door frantically, feeling the wet streak 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 quivering lips, 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 five not 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. You should put ‘pig’ in italics.

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. 


April let out a shaken 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 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 scarfed 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 held 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 and 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.


Somewhat shakily 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 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.  April straightened her blouse and left the first floor girl’s lavatory.


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 definitely not Cleo, what she had missed in Lit. Instead of the commas closing in “definitely not Cleo” I’d do dashes. 

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. 


“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 made 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. 


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


Ella’s broad back faced April as she searched for the thermometer. She turned on her heel, a thermometer in hand and without warning stuck it into April’s mouth. 


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. 

Overall Comments, 
*OK, one thing that really confused me was this: The prologue was talking about April’s friend dying. I was pretty sure that was going to be a main part of the story. But, after the Prologue, it was as if that never happened. I think you should clear that up because it had me wondering the whole rest of the piece. (Plus, I really liked that idea ()
*You mention their looks a lot more then you need to. If you say that Brooke had red hair, you probably only need to mention it once, and then maybe again much later, you don’t need to say it every time you mention her hair. 

*You tend to mention things more then once. Like when I made the comment about you saying that May ate some of her muffin and washed it down. 

*You need to spell out numbers. 

Now, here’s what I really liked about this:

*I can sense the close relationship between April, Brooke, and Bridget. You made that a very real friendship, nice job with that. 

*The part where April made herself throw up seemed very realistic. (Just make sure you don’t make her bulimia too cliché. Give it something that makes her situation more unique because I’ve read many stories about bulimic girls.)

*I really liked this and I would read more. Maybe you can give Brooke and Bridget some problems, too. You said Bridget’s mother isn’t very loving. Do something with that. I assume you were planning to, but whatever. 
*So, overall this was a good piece. I enjoyed reading it. If you post more, I’ll definitely review it for you. 
