Just in case you’re not familiar with my reviewing techniques, I’ll just tell you all about them =D. I will go through this, making [comments/suggestions] and edits or extra addings-in. Then I will go through the whole review with you at the end. I really hope this helps you out... (:

Kiss of Fate by SuzieCake

CHAPTER ONE 

Emily: 

Ever wondered if maybe some of the things you fantasize about were real? Have you ever wished some of them were real? I’m not talking about your typical fantasies, I’m talking about the fantasies most people have of werewolves, vampires, faeries, witches, (maybe aliens) and things like that—things that most people like to read about. 

I used to be one of those kids. I’d always fantasized about vampires, wished they were real, and wished I could be one [Why would you wish that you were a vampire? It seems like a strange wish to me. Maybe if you elaborated on it a bit more...?] . My wish came true. But being a vampire was nothing like I really expected. Not really. For one thing, most vampires can’t walk into the sunlight, but I’m doing just that. Vampires aren’t supposed to age but we do. Slowly, but we do. Vampires aren’t even supposed to be able to have kids, but we can have them too. Don’t ask me how it’s possible because I don’t really have an answer to that. I’d I’ve never had someone to tell me. But other than those things, I guess being a vampire is exactly like everyone makes it out to be. [Which is what? Again, try and elaborate a bit more] 

We also try really hard to keep our identities a secret. Humans can’t know about us, just like they can’t know about the other supernatural creatures blending in with them [why? What is the specific reason for humans not being allowed to know?]. I admit that it is still very difficult for me, especially since I was still only a year old—in vampire terms. To everyone else, I was eighteen. 
[I like the way you’ve introduced us to the story – great job (: ]
* * * 

It was my junior year and I was already ready for the school year to be over—at least until I got to sixth period. I had one teacher that wasn’t like the rest. He was gorgeous. His black hair fit perfectly against his tanned skin and his green eyes were as green as emeralds [nice descriptions! (: ]. All of the girls loved him, and even I admit that I was a little entranced by him. His subject was History, and he taught it just like he’d witnessed it for himself—, [you’ve got to either use a comma or a hyphen, not both. I think that a comma would work better, but it’s up to you! (] which I found out later that he actually did. 

It [you’ve used ‘It’ already to start the previous paragraph – try and alternate your paragraph beginnings] was halfway into the school year when I was supposed to stay after school for detention since I’d fallen asleep in class when I found out that vampires were real. [This beginning sentence really doesn’t make any sense. Read back over it and try to rephrase it (: ] I had just rounded the corner and was three doors down from his classroom when I heard a woman’s laughter. It sounded like the principal’s—of course I would know since I was so familiar with visiting her in her office [is this meant to be a sarcastic comment? It sounds like it, so if it isn’t meant to be sarcastic, try and rephrase it]—so I slowed down, placed my backpack on the floor, and walked as quietly as I could to the door so I could watch the two of them flirt and enviously watch Ms. Katori [again, this doesn’t make sense and you’re jumping ahead a little. I’m guessing that Ms. Katori is the principal and she’s meant to be flirting with the History teacher? I would try and refine these details, so it’s a little clearer. And, also, how does she know that they are flirting? All she heard was a burst of laughter? Go back over this, with these points in mind, and try and make sure it isn’t as vague]. 

Sticking my head a little toward the door so I could peer inside, I noticed Mr. Blake’s back was turned towards me. Ms. Katori could have seen me, but she wasn’t paying much attention. The flirtatious smile on her face proved that she was more concerned with the gorgeous—and single—man in front of her. Not that I could really blame her. Lucky lady, I thought enviously. 

Somewhere in all of the flirting, I’d begun picturing myself in Ms. Katori’s place and was suddenly snapped out of my fantasy when he took a few steps toward her, closing the space between them. From the view I had, I could see that she had a blank look on her face and wondered what had just happened. Mr. Blake placed one hand around her waist and looked as if he was supporting her and the other tilted her head to the side. I felt my face grow hot as I watched, what I thought at the time, was Mr. Blake giving Ms. Katori a hickey as she moaned. Well… If she ever threatens to send me to ISSP or suspend me, I could always just blackmail her with this, I thought amusingly. But when Mr. Blake lifted his head and dropped Ms. Katori’s body, I knew I wouldn’t be using anything against her. Not when she was that pale. Luckily, she was still breathing, but just barely. [By this point, I’m guessing that he’s a vampire and just fed from her. However, your MC had not made clear of these points. We need her to reflect on those points before we can actually think that that’s what has happened. Are you getting where I’m coming from? Also, your MC has watched as this man has almost killed her principal, surely she’d be feeling scared, or some kind of emotion, but at the moment all I’m getting is blank. You need to make sure that she’s emotionally involved in this so it will make the whole scene a lot more 3D] 

I watched as Mr. Blake searched his desks. For what, I was unsure. All that I really know at that point was my mind was screaming at me to run, but my body wouldn’t actually perform the action. Whether it was from shock that he’d killed her or shock from the fact that my totally hot teacher was a vampire I didn’t know. Honestly, I can’t say that I really cared, either [why? Surely your MC is going to be scared that he will catch her and drink her blood too? And, also, her acceptance that he’s a vampire is too quick. You need to let a few muddled theories (to reflect her mood) run through her head at what just happened. You can make them vary from rational to irrational (i.e. he’s a vampire) before she finally settles on the only explanation left: he’s a vampire. Do you understand what I mean? Please say if you don’t(]. 

Mr. Blake stopped what he was doing and sniffed the air. Actually sniffed. If my mind had been functioning like it normally was, maybe I would have thought it was cute, but at that moment, I’d begun to get really nervous. What if he knew I was there? Could he read my thoughts? What would happen if he found me? 

Finally my body and my brain were on the same page, and I was able to sneak away. I grabbed my things, ran out of the doors and to my car. I drove home like a bat out of hell and didn’t look back. 

The next day at school was really a blur. Police were all over the place, asking the students if they’d seen Ms. Katori. Apparently she never made it home that night and they couldn’t find a body. I wondered if Mr. Blake had eaten her and laughed at myself. Vampires didn’t eat people, or at least I didn’t think they did. 

“Miss Peterson,” an angelic but authoritative voice said behind me [where is the setting of this? What are the emotions/thoughts that run through her head as she hears his voice?]. 

I gulped and turned around. “Mr. Blake,” I said nervously. 

“Where were you yesterday for detention?” he asked with an annoyed tone. His face was expressionless, but his eyes screamed that he knew. 

“Uh. I was…” Even though I knew there was no point in lying, I thought frantically for something. “I was so worried about my homework that I, uh, forgot all about detention.” Stupid, Emily! Stupid! 

He narrowed his eyes and my nervousness began turning to turn into panic. He was close enough to reach out and touch me, and I thought he would have if he wanted to. Yesterday, I would have thought of that as a really great thing, but today it terrified me. And the worst part of it all was that I knew he could smell my fear. 

He looked as if he were going to say something to me, but he was interrupted when a cop walked up to him and told him he had to ask him some questions about Ms. Katori’s disappearance since it there was only the two of them here yesterday afternoon and he was the last one to see her. They didn’t know I was here… I thought. I didn’t know whether to be relieved or disappointed. Looking at Mr. Blake’s expression, I think I should say relieved. 

“We’ll talk more about further punishment for skipping detention in class, Emily,” he said. The tone of his voice sent chills down my spine. Something told me that we’d be talking about more than punishment for skipping detention. We’d be talking about what I saw too. [I would nix this, as it goes without saying, really]
By sixth period everything had calmed down, but the talk about Ms. Katori’s disappearance didn’t. When we sat down, my best friend Skyler had been rattling off at the tongue about what she thought about it all. I didn’t know exactly what she was saying because I wasn’t paying any attention. For the moment I was calm, but I knew the second Mr. Blake walked into the room all that calmness—even though it was only a little—would leave me in a heartbeat. 

The tardy bell rang and a few seconds later Mr. Blake walked through. As soon as the door closed, every student fell forward and their heads hit tables with a loud thunk. [Haha, that made me laugh =P]
“It has been a while since I’ve had a reason to do that,” he said with an amused tone. “I never realized how much I actually missed it.” 

My mouth went dry and I broke out in a cold sweat, but I didn’t dare move or say anything. Something told me that if I did, that it would be a very bad thing. 

“Let’s cut to the chase,” he said in a menacing tone once he’d reached my desk. “I know you were here yesterday and I know you saw everything that happened.” He placed his hand on my desk and lowered himself until he was face to face with me. “If you tell anyone anything, I’ll make sure the same thing happens to you. Though, I guess it might as well.” 

“Why?” I squeaked. I really hated how weak, childish, and very afraid that made me I sounded, but what else was I supposed to do when that was really how I felt? 

He chuckled and pulled away. “Dear girl, you just don’t understand. I’m already on the run, having to hide myself amongst pathetic beings as yourself by pretending to be this low-life teacher because I murdered someone of my kind, moving year after year just so they don’t get too close. I can’t risk breaking another law and risk exposure to myself. You just can’t be allowed to live.” 

“I-I won’t tell,” I stuttered. 

“Whether you’ll tell or not really doesn’t matter.” 

“Please, Mr. Blake—“ 

“Call me Ayden,” [why would he say that? In the circumstances, what he was being called would surely be the last thing on his mind] he interrupted. 

I opened my mouth to say something, but nothing would come out. What could I say to him? It wasn’t like he was going to listen. 

“Nothing more to say?” he asked, amused amusingly. 

I stared. I didn’t even dare shake my head. 

“You’re not even going to beg for your life?” I still didn’t move. He flashed me a grin. “You know, I think I have a better plan for you.” I didn’t take the bait. “You’re not going to ask what it is? Not going to show any hope that I might spare your life?” 

“I know you’re not,”  [as a reply to what he’s just said, this doesn’t make sense. Read back through this and try and rephrase it] I said, wondering where it came from to begin with [wondering where what came to begin with? Again, you’re too vague, you need to make sure that what you say will be understood to those reading your story]. 

“Oh, I don’t know. I’ve never actually sired a fledgling before. I think I might like to with you. You seem to have…potential.” 

“What would I have potential for?” [Ypur MC’s thoughts/feelings towards the topic of conversation...?]
“Ah. That’s a question that I can’t answer for you. It’s my little secret. And by the way, call me Ayden.” [I think thae name thing would fit in better here – what do you think? Deleted new paragraph>>]He walked to the front of the class and began writing on the board. Students’ heads started lifting off the desks. 

Skyler groaned beside me. “What happened?” she asked. ? “Did I pass out?” 

I didn’t say anything. 

“The whole class, except for Emily, has detention for sleeping in my class,”  [why would he draw attention towards that fact? Surely he would want to pretend it didn’t happen, as it’s highly unlikely that everyone in one class falls asleep and wakes up at the exact same class... It’s just something that you wouldn’t want to draw attention to, surely?] he said. “For once she was actually awake.” 

Skyler glared at him. “I wasn’t asleep. For all you know, I could have passed out.” 

Mr. Blake—er, Ayden, I mentally corrected myself—narrowed his eyes at Skyler. “You were sleeping,” he said sternly. 

I shot a nervous glance at Skyler, but she seemed unfazed. 

“Don’t test me, Skyler,” he snapped even though she didn’t say anything. 

“Or what? You’ll send me to Ms. Katori? Sorry, she’s not here,” Skyler snapped back. She’d never liked Ayden. She told me the first day of school that there was something weird about him but I didn’t believe her. Now,[delete comma] I’m beginning to wish I did. 

“Skyler,” I hissed. “Shut up.” 

She shot a stubborn glance at me but didn’t say another word. Mr. Blake looked at me as well, but didn’t say anything else to her or say anything to me. He just began lecturing. 
[Okay, wouldn’t your MC’s mind be trained to the conversation her and Ayden just had? Wouldn’t she be thinking about what he meant, etc. Elaborate more on your MC’s thoughts.]
Later that night I had trouble sleeping. Something kept nagging at my mind. I decided that maybe some fresh air would clear my mind so I slipped my house shoes on and walked outside on the back porch. The cool August air hit me and I shivered. I hated the cold, but this breeze, though chilly, felt nice. I walked off of the porch and stood in the middle of the back yard. 

Emily, something a seductive voice whispered in my mind. Come closer, Emily. 

Some rational part of my mind was telling me that I shouldn’t really listen to whatever it was calling me, that I should just walk back inside and try to go back to sleep. But I wasn’t listening. 

“Where?” I asked aloud. Why I thought someone was there, though, I wasn’t sure. 

Come closer to the woods. 

I did what I was told and the second I was at the nearest tree, I regretted it. But it wasn’t like I could do much. My body froze and Ayden grabbed me and pulled me deeper into the woods. 

“This won’t hurt a bit,” he said as he tilted my head to the right. “You might actually like it a little more than you think.” [Your MC’s thoughts, emotions...?]
He wasn’t kidding. When he bit into my neck there was that second of a sting, but after that it was…pleasurable. I could honestly say I’d never felt anything quite like it. I heard myself moan. I didn’t mean to, but I couldn’t really stop myself. I wanted to grab Ayden, to hold on to him, to something, as I felt this moment of ecstasy, but I couldn’t move my arms. I couldn’t move anything. It was almost like I was paralyzed. 

I felt my heart beat getting slower and slower with each pull he took of my blood. When it felt as if it were going to just stop, that’s when he pulled away. He looked at me, his eyes a silver color instead of the emerald green I was so used to seeing. 

He bit into his wrist and held it to my lips. It tasted bitter at first, like pennies, but then it changed tastes. It became something sweet and I couldn’t seem to get enough of it. I felt greedy. I needed to keep drinking his blood, wanted to more than anything. This time, it was his turn to moan with what I thought was sounded like pleasure [try and replace this with another word, as you’ve already used it, so it sounds kind of repetitive, which we certainly don’t want!! (: ]. I tested my hand and when I realized that I was able to move it, I grabbed his and pressed it more closely to my mouth. He closed the little space between us and held me closely to him, all the while walking me backwards until my back was pressed against the a tree. Bizarrely, I suddenly remembered reading one book where it said the sharing of blood between a vampire and a human—even two vampires—was a somewhat sexual thing, and in this moment,[delete comma] I couldn’t say that I disagreed. 

Before it could go any further, Ayden pulled away. The second he did and I took a shuddering breath,[delete comma] I and felt pain [show instead of tell: what kind of pain is it? Whereabouts is the pain...?]. I didn’t know why I felt this when just a second ago, I was almost on cloud nine. I doubled over and was soon on my hands and knees on the ground. I didn’t care that my clothes were getting dirty; all I cared about was the searing pain in my arms, legs, stomach…everywhere [okay, forget what I said earlier, lol =P]. I screamed out and Ayden instantly placed a hand over my mouth. I tried to bite down, but he made it difficult, so I settled for biting my lip instead. 

Then…there was I felt nothing. The pain was over just as soon as it started. 

“That was fast,” Ayden said bemusedly. 

I was gasping for breath. I didn’t feel any different, so how could anything have what exactly just happened? 

“How do you feel?” he asked. 

“I don’t feel any different,” I panted. 

“Give it a day or two. Soon you’ll be after any human’s blood you can find. When you feel…hungry, you know where to find me.” And with that he was gone, just a blur as he dashed through the trees. 

I picked myself up and carried myself back into the house. Once I was lying on my bed, I closed my eyes and let the darkness overtake me. I knew when I woke up in the morning I wouldn’t be the same person I was when I woke up this morning. 
[Again, MC thoughts, emotions...? She seems to be acting very blaze, which makes the scene seem slightly unbelievable to me. You need to have her more emotionally involved to help make the scene a more believable one]
* * * 

“That’s another D, Peterson.” The sound of the irritating and booming voice of my new history teacher, Mr. White, brought me back to the present. 

“Sorry[comma] Mr. White. I’ll do better next time,” I said sweetly. 

“Yeah, you said that the last time and the time before that and who knows how many more times before that,” he said, “but I still see no improvement.” 

“Your class isn’t exactly all that easy,” I mumbled dully. 

I must have said it loud enough for him to hear because he grinned and said, “That’s why I’m assigning you to a week of tutoring. As soon as the three-fifteen bell rings, Peterson, you are mine until four-fifteen. And don’t even think about complaining to your daddy because he agrees with me.” 

I groaned. “Do you people not want me to have a life?” 

“You’ll have one,” he said, “when you’re out on your own. But don’t worry; you’ll be out of here soon. Oh, wait—I forgot!” He was not going to say it. He was not. “You failed your junior year and now you have to do it over! Looks like you’re stuck here another year!” I sighed and rolled my eyes. Yep. He said it. 

“I’m still in the twelfth grade; I’m just taking this class and a few others to make up for my junior year,” I said dryly. 

“Yeah, and those aren’t looking so hot either.” 

“How would you know?” I growled. 

“Control your temper, little lady. The class might actually start enjoying this show.” He glanced around the room and his face twisted as he fought off a smile. If it was one thing this teacher loved, it was humiliating me. 

“Please, please. Don’t stop on our account,” one of the students said. Roaring laughter followed. 

I didn’t sink in my chair and I didn’t blush. Instead, I looked the puny little boy who made the comment in the eye and let my eyes do the talking. He stopped laughing and abruptly turned in his seat and shivered. 

Maybe that was a little too much hatred, I thought amusingly. Everything A lot of things as by the sounds of it she’s hardly amused at the moment, so I wouldn’t say that everything amuses her] amused me these days. 

Mr. White gave me another piece of paper; this one was my schedule for the tutoring even though he’d just told me when I had to be there. I guess he just didn’t want me forget. It was nice to know that he cared about me that much. 

Class dragged on and I ended up not paying attention—again. I was off in my own little world, back to my thoughts of what happened a year ago. 

I didn’t fail because I didn’t try [this thought is a slightly random one as it hasn’t been led up to, and I can’t tell what it is about, either – try and make it a little clearer]. I failed because I couldn’t be here; not until my thirst was under control. Ayden didn’t know what he was doing when he turned me. He obviously didn’t like it much either because once school was out for summer vacation and he made sure that I was fine enough to be on my own, he left. I haven’t heard from him since. I guessed that the only reason he waiting until I was sane enough to do this on my own was because he didn’t want whoever he was running from to find me and for me turn him in. I mean, he did mention that he was on the run, after all. [<< Now I would try work a bit more on this paragraph, elaborating on bits and pieces, and overall just making things a little more clearer for us(]
Something hit my desk and made a loud sound that amplified in my sensitive ears. I could hear the students snicker as I flinched. 

“If you would pay more attention, then maybe this class wouldn’t be so hard. Five hundred sentences, Peterson. ‘I will not daydream in Mr. White’s class.’ They’re due tomorrow—first thing. As a matter of fact, once you’re done retaking the first test you screwed up, you can begin writing them.” He lowered his face to meet my eyes. “And I hope your hand hurts so badly you want to cut it off,” he muttered. 

“I don’t think that could be any worse than having to look at your face for an extra hour for the next week.” [Did she blurt this out accidently, or was it a product of her anger building up...? Try and make these things a little clearer]
His face turned red. “Office!” he yelled. 

I shrugged and took my time gathering my things. I’d taken this man’s crap for a whole semester. Here it was third nine weeks [this doesn’t make sense, try and rephrase], and I’d had enough of his bullying. He tried to make himself seem like the perfect gentleman in front of my father, and he bought it. I guess it was my fault, though. Since I’d never been much of a complainer I didn’t really see the point in telling Dad about all the mean things Mr. White said to and about me. I figured that I’d best learn how to handle all of this on my own. In a way that was just short of actually sinking my fangs into Mr. White’s neck. [Haha, a bit of dark humour, I like it (: ]
Darien: 

I was sitting in the office, waiting on for Mrs. Field [who is she, in terms of hierarchy, as such, to the school?] to tell me what my punishment was for skipping class—again—when Emily stormed through the door. 

“What did you do in White’s class this time, Emily?” Mrs. Field asked with a bored tone. She didn’t even look up. Emily stayed in here way too much, but I couldn’t really say anything; I did too. It was almost like it was our favorite meeting place. 

“You’ll hear all about it later,” she said, clearly amused. “So Mrs. F., what’s my punishment? Community service? ISSP? Suspension? I’d much rather go with suspension.” 

Mrs. Field sighed. “I can’t tell you. You’ll have to go see Ms. Katori.” 

She stiffened but shrugged and walked toward the principal’s office. 

Mrs. Field must have noticed. “She’s still pretty shook up about that [ooh, I wonder what ‘that’ is?], even after all of this time, isn’t she?” she asked me. 

I shrugged. “It’s hard to tell.” 

Mrs. Field shrugged and did a little more typing on her computer then turned and to handed me with a pink piece of paper. “You’re suspended for five days,” she said and sighed. “I don’t see why they should suspend you though. I bet this is like a vacation.” 

I grinned. “Sure is.” I turned to happily walk out of the door and turned back. “Tell Emily I said hi when she’s through, will you?” 

“Sure,” she said without taking her eyes away from what she was doing and waved her hand at me. 
As I walked out of the building and to my car, I made plans to go to Emily’s tonight. I had some things I wanted to tell her. [Ooh, I wonder what that is...]
* * * 

I woke up to the sound of “Six Feet Under the Stars” by All Time Low playing on the radio. I must have fallen asleep sometime while waiting for Emily to get out of school. I looked at the alarm clock on the nightstand to my left. It was seven-thirty. Crap. 

I hastily jumped out of bed and got a into the shower. When I was finished with that, I grabbed the first thing I could and didn’t even look at it until I was sitting in the car. I looked down at myself and noticed that I did a good job for a random picking. The turquoise polo and dark jeans fitted nice and the shoes I was wearing, for once, went with it them. 

I wrinkled my nose. I was turning into a chick if I really cared that much about how I looked, but shrugged. Seeing Emily always made me this way. I wanted to dress up nice and impress her. I did that even a year ago when we were dating. I’d would spend hours trying to find the right shirt or the right pants. Even my hair had to look nice, even though it was unmanageable at the time. I hated my hair then. Now it was cut short, but enough so that it did the little swish, and stayed straight and flipped a little at the end. 

The drive to Emily’s was just like any other. Twenty minutes on the road with plenty of time to think about what I wanted to say to her, if it was the right thing to say, and then decide to throw the whole conversation out. The crazy part about it…I played no music. For someone like me, that’s actually saying something. 

When I finally arrived at Emily’s, I didn’t jump out of the car and run to the front door as I’d first planned on doing. I sat there. I sat there and thought: Do I really want to get out and express myself to her when I didn’t know how she would react? Should I be thinking about this at all? Why am I procrastinating and not doing? [I like the way you express his thoughts, so we know that he’s thinking – great job =D]
I jumped as soon as there was a tap on the window. When I looked, it was Emily. I tried to hide my ___ [describe] expression, but she laughed. I guess I wasn’t that good. She stepped back and I opened the door. 

“You should have seen your face!” she mocked between laughs. 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. I didn’t expect you to be outside at that moment,” I said. 

“Uh huh. Sure,” she said, with a grin on her face. At least she wasn’t laughing anymore. God, it was embarrassing. “So what are you doing here?” 

“Nothing. I just figured I’d come by and see you.” 

“You didn’t say anything about it earlier when I saw you in the office.” 

“Well, I kind of figured I’d go ahead and start my vacation early.” 

“Ah,” she said with a small nod of her head. 

“So what did Ms. Katori give you?” 

She shrugged, her good mood seeming to have disappeared. “Six days suspension.” 

“You got six? Dang, I only got five.” 

“One day difference,” she said with a flat tone. 

“Yeah, but that’s one day I have to go to school and not see you,” I complained and bravely took her hand. 

She didn’t pull away like I thought she would but she didn’t move either. It was almost like she was a statue, except she was warm and felt real. I ran my thumb across her knuckles and she just stared, her eyes moved with my thumb. I wanted to pull her close to me, but something about this seemed just fine. I decided that if she wanted it to go any further, she would make the move. And she didn’t disappoint me. 
Emily: 

Oh, God. What am I doing? That was the first thought that went through my mind when I leaned into him. I didn’t think about his hand holding mine or the way his thumb ran lazy circles over my knuckles. But even though I was trying to figure out what I was doing, I didn’t pull away and I didn’t lean in. I stared into his eyes, letting him decide if this was what he wanted more. 

And apparently he did. It came to me as a shock at first, but soon I was kissing him back. It was all too familiar and I revelled in the way my heart pounded against my chest, the way my palms were sweating, and the way I didn’t want this to stop. 

I sighed and pulled back. When had I decided that this is was what I wanted? When had I decided that I hadn’t moved on? I thought I had. I thought we were friends. If you’re friends, then why did you just kiss him? some rational part of my brain asked. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked and moved a hand up to my cheek. 

I pulled away even further and felt my heart sink as I saw the hurt flash across his eyes. He let his hand drop back to his side. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, “but why do this now? Why couldn’t you have done this a long time ago?” 

He stared at me, but didn’t say anything. I waited for him to, but he didn’t. He looked down, he fiddled with his hands, and he tried to grab mine, but no words were spoken. Nor did it look like he was trying to form any. [I think some of his character description would work nice here]
“I think it’s best you just go home,” I said quietly and walked away. I didn’t turn around when he called my name and I didn’t stop walking when I heard the car door shut. I kept walking until I was standing at that first tree Ayden grabbed me from. I threw a quick glance over my shoulder and when I saw Darien, I ran into them. I ran at human pace until I knew he couldn’t see me, then I picked up the pace and began running at supernatural speeds. Watching the trees blur beside me as I ran was exhilarating. If I wasn’t used to this, it probably would scare me a little, but it didn’t. I was as used to these speeds as someone who flew airplanes—something I didn’t think I’d ever be able to do. 

During my run, I stopped suddenly when I heard the low growl of a wolf. If I didn’t know that it was my friend, I would have taken a defensive position but I was so used to this routine that it unfazed me. 

“You’ve finally found the time to escape your human life, I see,” said a deep, masculine voice. 

“A little motivation was really all I needed,” I said dryly. 

“What happened?” Brayden asked as he stepped out from behind the dark trees. He was a shapely man, though you couldn’t expect much from a werewolf. And at twenty-two, he was very cocky about it. 

“Nothing you would really be interested in since you don’t care too much for human things.” 

“You make human things seem…interesting,” he said with a tiny smile as he circled around me. He never stood still when we were together. It was unnerving, but I made myself seem passive, unworried. He seemed to buy it for the most part. 

“How could I make it seem interesting?” 

“The way you make yourself seem so much like one of them. Your kind usually becomes bitter to them, only seeing them as food.” 

“Like you do?” I snapped. 

His eyes narrowed. “I don’t eat humans. I just choose not to confuse myself with them like you do.” 

“I don’t confuse myself,” I said bitterly. “I know that I’m not human. I have to smell their blood every day and keep myself from wondering what it would taste like. You don’t seem to realize how hard it is for me to keep pretending everything is okay.” 

“Why don’t you just stop trying to pretend then? Come live here with me for a while until you’re ready to find your own place.” 

“Why the sudden mood change, Brayden? First you were ready to bite my head off and now you’re offering me a place to stay?” I asked skeptically. 

He sighed. “Arguing with you never gets me anywhere but angry, and anger is a sort of human emotion. It affects the way I hunt and how I react to my pack. Which, by the way, isn’t very nice.” 

I narrowed my eyes. “What will your pack think of a vampire?” I asked, more skepticism painting my words. 

He looked thoughtful for a moment and then said, “I don’t know. Why don’t we go to the pack and find out?” 

“I don’t think I like this nice side of you,” I said. 

“Would you rather me tear your head off?” 

“At this moment, yeah. That would sound so much better.” 

He grinned. “Then if the pack doesn’t like you, they’re welcome to it.” 

I scowled. “Nice to know you care that much about me to feed me to the wolves.” 

He laughed and with[delete gap: all one word]out another word took off, changing into his wolf form on the way. I grinned and followed quickly. I just hoped that the pack liked me. I’d rather not have to fight for my life. [Ooh, interesting].
