Chapter One - Meet Miss Wonderful.

I Am. Wonderful. This is not an unreasonable statement. I am. I’m amazing, beautiful, elegance personified, classy and damned stinking rich
. 

And what is the best part of this brilliant package?

 I’m also single. And looking. So, my motto? Abuse it to the fullest. And I do. I live by my motto. 

As the daughter of a successful business couple, it is absolutely required to flirt with the handsome sons of possible business partners. It is all for my parents, of course. I would never really consider one of these poor immature boys as my partner for life. They don’t know this, naturally, which is, again, to my advantage. 

So I walk around in a beautifully expensive, tailor made ecru bustier that‘s laced up at the back, wearing a daringly elegant pale blue floor sweeper which stops to just above my knees at the front yet trails along the floor at the back, with unbelievable simple beige flat shoes. This shows off my fair but long and smooth legs, as well as my strangely large breast area
. To finish it all off I’m wearing a deft necklace of thin silver with a Mother Of Pearls encased in a droplet of shimmering white gold, with matching earrings. 

Many layers of make-up isn’t necessary with me
 thus I content myself with thin streaks of eye liner, delicate lily yellow eye shadow to bring out my hazel eyes and some see through lip gloss, for that wet lips look that men simply seem to lust after endlessly.

Personally I’m not one for looking pretty and small talk. I prefer to wear jeans and a simple dark top with my hair in a ponytail.
 Regrettably my parents wouldn’t appreciate it if I showed up in that, with a book and a pair of glasses on my nose, so I’ve had to spend over £250 on another elegant yet simple hairstyle, and another £100 for a pair of refined contact lenses. My mahogany hair falls just bellow my shoulders. It’s been put up in a Japanese style topknot, with a stray strand either side to frame my face, and the rest falling across my back, with some well placed curls rolling along. So, naturally, I look stunning. My naturally long eye lashes brush my face in soft feather strokes, captivating any on lookers. It’s not surprising that well-suited men surround me within minutes.

“You must be Melody Gearson, the rumours don’t do you much justice, You’re extremely beautiful”.

I giggle even though I’m neither amused nor flattered. I’ve heard this line so often that it leaves a near to nothing impact.

“Why thank you, your words are too kind. And you must be..?”

“Ah, I’m Geoffrey Harrigold. The heir of Harrigold and Jeffersons”.

“Oh yes, You’re father is one of my parent’s valued business partners correct?”

“Indeed. In fact, the jewels you are wearing were produced by my father’s company…”

And so the conversation continues. It’s true that my jewels were bought from their store, and that they’re extremely well loved by my parents, but Geoffrey lacks a certain depth. He is highly intelligent, but not much of a conversationalist if you don’t mind talking about different kinds of sapphires and rubies, endlessly. He doesn’t know a lot about anything else. I’m not surprised, after all, that’s what his family specifies and excels in.

Next person to talk to me was the Heir to Alton’s Medical Supplies, Fredric Alton, and here as willingly as I was. Then Micha-el Ford, the extremely young owner of Ford Automobiles. His father died with the help of a heart murmur, so obviously plenty of sympathy was offered. 

Then Greagory Green, who’s parents owned the sister company of my family’s and Harrold Market, who’d recently turned nineteen and was bought a business for his birthday, appropriately named, Harrold Market’s. The conversation with Harrold was in particularly displeasing, he is the most boring of people, and doesn’t understand hints. I moved to two different locations twice to try and get rid of him, until at last I had to politely excuse myself and walked away with a slightly too audible sigh.

I hid at the ‘dark end’ of the food tables. This was where all the older women retired to, to gossip about what their husbands thought they didn’t know. From illegal immigrant transportation, to affairs, to cloning experiments settle in this area?
. If you needed information on opposing businesses, this is where you had to be. It’s like the smoking corner in public schools, only for the rich. 

No boy dared enter here for fear of hearing about the current most fashionable item to wear, or the monthly cycles of their mothers. My parents had figured out pretty quickly that, if you place all the low fat foods and salads in one place, and then had a servant monitor it at all times, as well as keep them oiled up with glasses of Champagne at £500 a bottle, the wives were pretty open about their man’s political movements, and any other movements for that matter
. The servant girl, who would later relay it to other servants and then my parents, would then soak up all this information.
“Oh my husband has gone too far with this one, he’s drawn up plans to build a brothel! In our very garden!”

“Oh my, that is terrible, the amount of unruly characters you’d have so close to your home would worry you into madness!”

“Oh yes, although this would be a place for the more, well off community. For the bachelors and the cheating men of rich women
”.

“Oh dear, then I should keep a tight reign on my husband!”

A jitter of fake laughs ran around the circle of gossiping hens. They all knew that poor Mrs Jonson was telling the truth. Her man had been found with a young whore, and had scandalised the family for many months.

I couldn’t stand much more of this. I simply wanted to hide upstairs and lose myself in a wonderful novel. Wish to see in my mind’s eye the amazing world created by the words on a page. Then I could place myself in the main character and be anyone and anything I wish to be. From lonely deformed child of the streets to fearless fairy of a magical realm. 

I look with longing at the spiral staircase. It’s hornblende steps lead to a large balcony overlooking the large hall held up by many pillars of black marble. To contrast and avoid the gothic look, we’d placed white marble statues of ballerinas and musicians around the room. The ceiling was simply a thick sheet of glass, with the stars shining and the moon streaming pools of light upon of the claret carpet. Soft lighting had been placed on the pillars to give the hall a romantic and relaxed atmosphere. To top it off my parents were playing classical music in the background. The perfect setting. My mother did most of the organising, and she was excellent in it.

I felt far from romantic or relaxed however. I plucked a glass from a passing tray and drank gratefully. Am I glad that I’d turned eighteen a few months back. Having decided that I’d heard enough about mediocre, nonetheless illegal medicine testing on African babies, I chose to make my way towards my parents to ask if I could be excused. My parents were situated near the large double doors made of ash, which were conveniently placed underneath the stairs.

Both looked rather stunning in their matching outfits. Mother in a white shimmering, down to the floor, low V necked dress to accompany her own set or pearls, and father in a simple white tux with a single red rose pinned to his breast pocket. All that white contrasted with their dark hair and eyes.

To my despair, however, they were deep in conversation with the Market family, including Harrold Market. Undeterred by this, I made a definite progress towards them. It’s not as easy as it sounds. I was stopped by Micha-el Ford and he had kept me talking for a few moments. Luckily dear Rachel Green took him from my hands and by the time I reached my parents the Market’s had, thankfully moved off.

“Mother?”

“Ah, Melody, there you are. My guests were worried that you’d gone without saying goodnight”.

“Oh no, I had joined the ladies at the salad bar for some light refreshments”.

“I see. Hear anything good at the ‘Dark Side’?”

Mum’s eyes twinkled as she said this. She always made me smile. I was quite close with my mother. She’d told me about her biker days before she’d met my father. My respectable mother had been a Hell’s Angel. She’d traveled from The Netherlands, through Germany and France, Over to Japan, and had then finally settled down with my dad in England. When I was three my parents had chosen to move to America for business purposes and it had been a good call. My parents made their fortune here. 

Now, fifteen years later and their business promoting Chi and its way of life was still raking in thousands. Sadly mother’s family In Holland had died of drowning so I‘ve never met them, but mother said that since she had me and my father, she was never sad and would always remember her good times with her family. And there were many good times.

When I was still young she’d tell me stories about my great grandfather who had been an artist, my uncle who’d worked on a cruise ship and many more about my grandparents. How her parents had also been Hell’s Angels. How she’d gotten her first motorbike for her sixteenth birthday, made from scratch by her father. She’s never lost her wild side really. Sometimes, when father’s away on business trips, she still plays her rock music. From Status Quo, Queen and Ozzy Ozbourne to Linkin Park, Nickelback, and Puddle Of Mudd. Her taste in music was quite extensive.

“Mother, talking about leaving without saying goodbye…” I was going to finish that sentence with “Could I be excused and go upstairs”, but at that instant the doors flew open next to us with such force that they’d slammed into the wall. 

In strolled a rather crazed looking fellow, with even more insane looking men behind him. He seemed to be the youngest, yet you could instantly tell that he was the one followed, and that he didn’t follow anyone other than his own nose. He wore a thick leather jacket and had extremely messy black hair that reached to his earlobe. This was pierced and had a chain leading from the top of his ear to the bottom hanging off of it. His eyes were a mysterious gray with the definite look of a mental ward patient in them. His jeans were a dirty powder blue and his knees were showing through the holes.

This is where it's supposed to end so don't worry, I'm not missing anything.

Wow, Great job so far, I wasn’t bored for a moment! The strongest part of your writing is definitely your MC, she carries the story very well. Her personality is well developed in the first chapter itself so it’s a good thing! Can’t wait to read more! Let me know when you update and I hope the crit was useful!

Cheers,

--starry
�Haha, very amusing, I like the narcissist MC already. Better spacing would be effective. 


�Breast area ? Don’t you mean bust? Also, normally, this paragraph would be labeled as an info-dump but, since your MC is obsessed with herself, it works!


�Why isn’t make-up necessary? It seems obvious that she is so gorgeous that artifical tactics aren’t necessary—catch my point? Tell us about her perfect beauty. 


�????? This is a sudden blow! I liked the other character who so materialistic! If this is what you want, you should describe more about how her parents force her to be a certain way. 


�Haha, love  the MC! She’s so cruel and yet so articulate at the same time!


�You need a verb in this sentence! 


�A HUGE sentence, split it up!


�Again, no verb in this sentence. 





