Accidental Felony

I stared into the deep orange flames of the vast bonfire, my thoughts wandering freely, the heat of the inferno scolding my face. 
Letting out a sigh I turned away and took a few steps towards the gathering crowd, the sudden change in temperate sending chills down my spine. The challenge that was going down tonight had been Tyler’s idea; he figured it would be fun to humiliate Eric before nearly our entire grade. 

Personally, I wasn’t so keen on the whole concept. 

A second bonfire blazed behind the pack of teenagers that stood, shifting their weight from foot to foot, craning their necks 
to see the two boys in the centre of the circle of people
. Eric was going to take a beating, and everyone knew it. 

Earlier that day, in school, Eric had walked into Tyler in the hallway. Although he claimed it hadn’t been on purpose, it had pissed Tyler off, and he had shoved the boy out of his way. When Eric retaliated, pushing right back, Tyler suggested taking it to the beach
 later that evening. As the words left his mouth my heart had sunk. 

No one wanted to miss it, for Eric wasn’t anybody’s favorite. He was considered weird, for he barely talked in class, spent his lunch hours in the library, and got straight A’s. I’d spoken with him on previous occasions, and knew he was a kind, caring guy. Unfortunately for him not many people could see that, and he was frequently called names or mocked by our classmates. 

And no one seemed to mind that he was about to get knocked around by the captain of the soccer team. 


I had reluctantly made my way to the beach, only showing up because Tyler, my boyfriend
, had asked me to. I loved him, or at least I thought I did, but once a while I’d see a side of him that scared me. I was afraid to tell him to leave Eric alone. I didn’t expect him to lash out at me or anything like that; I was afraid to lose him. When he wasn’t in a mood he was so sweet and kind. His bright smile made me feel warm, even when we were standing outside in the rain. 

I pushed through the crowd, making it to the inner circle, and gestured at Tyler, asking him to come over to me.
 He stepped towards me, his hands immediately slipping around my waist as he kissed me. His face centimeters from mine he smiled. “I knew you’d show up.”

I smiled back, my heart doing cartwheels and my stomach seemingly infested with fluttering butterflies. He kissed me again, his lips soft against mine, then pulled away and turned to Eric. 


“You can still back out.” Tyler grinned
, the crowd laughing, as Eric’s face turned a shade of red. He glanced around, not saying a word. If he backed out now he’d definitely be bullied and mocked even more in schoo
l, I thought. If he didn’t back out, he’d be Tyler’s punching bag for the next twenty minutes. 


‘What were you thinking, eh? When you pushed me?’ 
Tyler mocked, moving closer to the boy, who was obviously scared
.


‘You pushed me first,’ Eric answered back, shaky. Tyler’s eyes traveled over the faces in the crowd as he laughed. ‘Well, you were in my way.’ 


The crowd went crazy, cheering Tyler on, enjoying the way the “weirdo” 
was being owned. I bit my lip, wishing he’d stop, wishing he’d let Eric go and be the Tyler I knew.  The kind, funny, friendly Tyler. 


The Tyler I was in love with. 

‘You think you’re so tough, eh, Eric? Think you can handle me? Then go ahead and punch me. One good punch. Go for it.’ Tyler held his hands behind his back and leaned forward, exposing his unprotected face to Eric, who was clenching and unclenching his fists unsurely. 


Everyone waited, people 
muttering inaudibly all around me, as we watched Eric make up his mind. He lifted his balled fist, setting his jaw, holding the pose for nearly a minute before dropping his arms by his side. 

‘Hm. Thought so.’ Tyler laughed loudly, his eyes shining with amusement. ‘Think that’ll save you, eh? Think I won’t kick your ass if you don’t punch me? You’re wrong, queer. I’m going to kick your ass all the way past Timbuktu.’ 


He grabbed Eric’s shirt and pulled him closer, holding his fist up threateningly. ‘You ready, bitch?’ 


‘Let me go, Tyler! You win, okay? I give up!’ 
Eric tried to free himself from Tyler’s strong hold. 
I think he’d realized he wasn’t going to walk away without at least one black eye. 

‘I don’t think so, Eric.’ Tyler’s fist landed in his opponent’s abdomen, and he released him as he tumbled to his knees in the sand, coughing. Kicking him over Tyler shouted, ‘that’s what you get if
 you mess with me, bitch!’ 

I felt tears spring into my eyes. I’d seen him beat people before, but never like this, never someone so… incapable of fighting back. Never someone who said he gave up. 

‘Watch him now, eh? 
The mighty
 Eric, crying in the sand like a baby!’ someone shouted from the crowd, and Tyler grinned ‘Well said, guys, well said’ 

He
 looked down at the boy in the sand, then yanked him to his feet, bringing their faces close together. ‘Fucking fight me, asshole, or I’ll remodel your fucking face!’ 
Eric whimpered, then suddenly threw a punch. 


The crowd backed away as Tyler stood still for a moment, blood running down his chin from his nose, as though he couldn’t quite believe that Eric had the guts to actually hit him.
 Once the initial surprise passed Tyler leapt forward
, throwing one arm around his rivals neck, beating him with the other. 

I gasped
, watching my boyfriend smash his fists into Eric for a moment, before screaming, ‘STOP IT! STOP!’ 


Tyler didn’t take any notice of me, and I shouted at the top of my lungs
, ‘TYLER! STOP IT!’ 


Someone spun me around, and I was surprised to find one of Tyler’s friends, Seth, grabbing hold of my shoulders. He shook his head.
 ‘Don’t try to stop him, Alecia, 
the queer deserves it.’ I could hear the struggle continuing behind me, Eric’s distressed moans reaching my ears, and pushed Seth away with all my might. ‘Are you fucking mad?’ 


 “Do. Not. Push. Me,’ Seth growled, clenching his fists. I widened my eyes. 
None of Tyler’s friends had ever raised their voices to me; they were in the habit of treating me with certain… respect. 
They knew they’d have Tyler to answer to if I complained, and obviously didn’t fancy that prospect. I felt panic rise, then ran my hands through my hair
, the throng of people dispersing 
as Tyler and Eric violently thrust around in all directions. 

Out of the blue I heard an enraged shout, and looked away from the fighting boys, finding Jeremy
, Eric’s older brother, dashing towards the struggle. He immediately began to beat Tyler away from his brother
, sparking an immediate 
reaction from the rest of the football team. Seth, accompanied by five others, dived into the fight, knocking me down in their hurry to get there. 


I sat on my hands and knees in the sand
, tears streaming down my cheeks as I once again screamed, ‘TYLER
!’ 

I scrambled out of the path of the many fists and feet that were now violently pounding flesh, and made a run for it, wanting to get as far away as possible from the scuffle. 
They’d beat someone to death if they weren’t careful. 

Running as fast as I could I cried, my vision blurred, and I pushed the palms of my hands against my ears, trying to block out the sounds. My blood pounded in my head as I ran, wishing
 I hadn’t come. Wished that Eric hadn’t come. No in-school humiliation could be worse than being taken down by six members of the soccer team in a major brawl. 

When I reached the rocks I climbed up and sat down on the cold stone, resting my elbows on my knees, my head in my hands, panting. My mom had dropped me off at the beach; I’d told her we were having a party. It was, after all, Friday night. I was meant to be brought home by Tyler and his older brother Craig, and my cell phone was in my bag, by the bonfire. I’d have to wait it out. 


I didn’t move, listening to the yelling in the distance until finally the beach fell silent
. For a split second I exhaled in relief, then someone, a girl, screamed. This time I could hear her exact words. 


My throat felt thick as fear flooded through my entire body, and I stumbled off the rocks, scraping my leg as I clambered down. Sprinting back to the site of the out-of-hand scrap, my mind raced. I must’ve heard it wrong. I must’ve misunderstood. It couldn’t be… 


Many people were screaming now, and I questioned the sanity of running towards the scene rather than in the opposite direction. But Tyler was there… 


Seth caught me mid-run, and I was knocked to the floor for the second time in one night. 
I cursed at him, trying to free myself from his strong grip ‘LET-ME-GO!’ 
I shouted, kicking him as hard as I could. He released me, panting. ‘Don’t look, Al.  It’s… He…’ 

‘Where’s Tyler?’ 

‘Al...’ 

‘WHERE’S TYLER?
’ my throat went raw from shrieking at the top of my lungs, and I breathed heavily, watching Seth’s expression turn panicked as he stared at a point behind me. I shoved him away from me and turned, lying on my stomach in the sand. 


Eric was crumpled on the sand, only several meters away from me, motionless. Blood covered his face and hands, and I could tell that he wasn’t breathing. 

Then something dawned on me. 

There was another body right behind him. 


I scrambled forward, ignoring Seth’s shouts. I had to see who it was. 


When I reached them I attempted to resist the urge to throw up, feeling my stomach turn as I stared down at the two brothers. I turned away from them and vomited into the sand. 

Eric and Jeremy Gulter were dead. 

‘Al!’ Seth hauled me to me feet, supporting my weight as my knees buckled. My head spun, dizziness and nausea taking me over as I gagged again. All of a sudden more sets of hands were holding me up, carrying me away from the dead students as everything around me went black. 

‘Al! Alecia! Wake up!’ someone shook me, and I groaned, drifting into consciousness. ‘Fuck off’ 
I mumbled, feeling sick. Whoever
 was shaking me stopped, and now whispered 
‘You awake? Alecia?’ 

I slowly opened my eyes, finding a face directly over mine. I turned my head to the side, coughing as smoke from the dying bonfire stung my lungs. 

‘Thank god!’ 

I recognized Tyler’s voice now, and sat up, leaning on my elbows as my eyes began to tear.  ‘What the hell happened?’ 

He straitened up, wiping the sand off his knees, and extended a hand, offering to help me up. I grabbed his hand, his palm warm and familiar against mine, and told myself that it hadn’t been Tyler who’d killed them. 

It couldn’t have been. 

‘I love you,’ he said, pulling me up from the sandy ground, into a warm embrace.  ‘I was worried. Seth told me you just… passed out or something.’ 

I wanted to push him away, demand an explanation about Jeremy and Eric, yell at him for being so stupid. But I didn’t. I swung my arms around him, leaning my head against his neck, feeling safe in his embrace. Tears stopped flowing down my cheeks, and I dried my eyes on his t-shirt, hiding away in his wonderful scent. 

‘I’m all right. Just shock, I guess’ 

‘Did you see them?’ he whispered it into my ear, sending chills down my spine and making me shake, goose bumps appearing on my skin. I couldn’t stand it when people talked into my ears from so close by. 

‘Yea,’ I admitted, and felt his arms leave me. Suddenly cold I zipped up my jacket
, watching him silently. 

‘Uhm… Craig’s gonna be here in five minutes… we’ll drop you off at home.’ 

‘What?’ I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. They’d killed two people, the six of them. Two brothers. And now they were pretending it hadn’t happened? 

‘What about Eric and Jeremy?’ 

He shrugged ‘Well… they’ll be found? I guess?’ he was looking down at his shoes, uncomfortable. ‘I can’t go to jail for this, Al
. we didn’t mean to kill them… it just… we were fighting and then suddenly they didn’t move
, didn’t breathe…’ 

My body seemed to be frozen, and it felt as though I couldn’t control my limbs anymore. I could only stare at him. Stare at the face of the boy I loved and see the hint of a monster underneath. He didn’t occur to be all that upset, despite the fact that he’d just… murdered two people. 

Only sociopaths did that. 

‘Al…’ he started, lifting his pleading eyes to my face as his arm slipped around my waist. My heart somersaulted again. Love made things so complicated. How could I ever forget this? How could I be expected to want to forget this? 

‘Please understand,’ he begged, moving closer to me, his breath warm on my skin ‘Please, babe.  Please.’ 

I was speechless. He had to be kidding.

Highlighted Comments

(I figured I’d put this here in case you couldn’t figure out how to get to the comments.)

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  1. Good opener!  I feel like I need a bit more information, though.  Right now, he (she?) gets up in empty space.  Maybe give their setting a little bit more attention?  Just show us if it’s night, in the woods, etc.  A little bit of information so your characters aren’t just floating around.  ;P

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  2. This seems a bit contradictory.  First they’re shifting their feet, which sounds like they’re uncomfortable with what’s happening.  Then they’re craning their necks, desperate to watch?

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  3. I don’t like the repetition…Any way to reword it?

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  4. Show this earlier – I thought that they were in the woods.  O.o

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  5. This should be combined with the previous paragraph.  It doesn’t work well on it’s own.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  6. Gay or a girl?  My first impression was that the MC was a boy – maybe show her hair whipping in the air?  *Shrug*  Something.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  7. A little rambly.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  8. Awww.  Very sweet, but what’s happening around them?  They’re not the only people on Earth.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  9. You need a tag after his dialogue, something to show that he was being mean rather than nice.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  10. Italicize.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  11. Italicize.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  12. All right, I’m sick of fixing this.  You need QUOTATION MARKS, not apostrophes.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  13. Show us.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  14. New person speaking = new paragraph.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  15. Apostrophes.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  16. Suggestion: maybe show what he does?  Then the next sentence will be more powerful.  Like: ‘The kind, funny, friendly Tyler.  The Tyler that kissed me sweetly.  The Tyler that held my books.  [New paragraph.]  The Tyler I was in love with.’  (Sorry about the lame example; I have no experience with boys.  (
PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  17. Don’t tell us – show us!

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  18. I’d ditch this word.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  19. She loves him why?
PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  20. What guy calls another guy ‘bitch?’

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  21. Wasn’t he freaking out a second ago?  This seems too strong.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  22. Show us.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  23. Suggestion: ‘when.’

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  24. Canadian, eh?  ;P

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  25. When was he ‘mighty?’

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  26. You were just talking about a boy in the crowd, so that’s who I’m thinking of.  Use Tyler’s name here.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  27. Yeah, this needs to be rated R.  ;P

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  28. Expand!  Show us!

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  29. Show us!  Is it silent?  Is Eric standing, fist raised, breathing heavily?  Does Tyler’s hand go up to touch his nose in shock?

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  30. Slow down a bit!  Show us him getting over his shock first.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  31. Expand!  How’s she feel now?

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  32. Sounds childish.  ‘Stop it!  Stop!’ is much better.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  33. Expand!  What’s he doing?  The crowd?

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  34. Again, all caps sounds childish.  ‘Tyler!  Stop it!’

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  35. I thought he was going to beat her up.  Show us that he won’t when he turns her.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  36. Don’t tell us her name so far into the story.  You could ditch this and it would work just fine.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  37. New paragraph!

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  38. Show us a bit more.  Even saying ‘My eyes widened, and my heart seemed to stop,’ works a bit better.  (Well, not that, but something similar.  I can’t make up good examples today.  O.o)

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  39. That gets old fast; do something other than ellipses.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  40. When did he let go of her?  And show her helplessness better.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  41. They’d leave in the middle of the fight?  Or just back up?

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  42. Suggestion: ‘…boys to find Jeremy, Eric’s…’

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  43. Show!

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  44. Too many ‘immediate’s.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  45. Again, show.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  46. Weak much?  She was weak to begin with, then really strong, now weak.  Keep it consistent.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  47. Again with the capitals.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  48. How’s it feel?  The sand under her feet?  Did she trip?  If she was on a beach, she’d have sandals – did they fall off?  Did people try to stop her?  Was there anyone else on the beach?

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  49. You keep doing this.  It sounds like the blood wished it hadn’t come!  You need ‘My blood pounded in my head as I ran, and I wished I hadn’t come.’

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  50. Again, she’s now weak.  Her personality keeps switching.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  51. Show us what it’s like!

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  52. What were they?  When was there a girl?  And were there only the six boys in the circle before?

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  53. Ellipses are very annoying, and you use them often.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  54. Ellipses again.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  55. Show us!  Expand.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  56. Capitals again.  ‘Let me go!’

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  57. There are other ways to show this than pure capitals.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  58. Show us her getting to the ground.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  59. Don’t do the short paragraphs here.  It didn’t work.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  60. What’s she thinking?  Feeling?  Seeing a dead body, you wouldn’t be so calm.  She’s emotionless right now.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  61. New paragraph.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  62. New paragraph.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  63. A bit annoying.  Besides, it’s past tense, not now.  Maybe ‘They whispered, ‘you awake?’  Or just do ‘…stopped.  ‘You awake?  Alicia?’

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  64. Show us a bit more.  Also, if she’s so shocked, I don’t think she’d think to do this.

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  65. Ever hear of finer prints?  The cops won’t just say ‘oh, no one’s around; we’ll just forget this case.’  Maybe show that he’s too stupid to realize this?  ;P

PAGE \# "'Page: '#'
'"  66. Both at once? And what about their friends?  There were five others to tell the cops on the soccer players.
Italicized Areas

First One

This area is pure telling, which, obviously, is not good.  Someone else mentioned that it should be shown through dialogue, and I agree.  During the fight, have him get insulted by the crowd formed around them.  Let Tyler say something like ‘this’ll teach you to walk into me!’  Stuff like that.  Don’t just tell us what’s happening – show it to us.  Besides, we become closer to the characters through dialogue.
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You have next to no emotions in this piece, although I can see the areas were you’ve tried.  Have you ever experienced this?  Being on a beach?  Listening to a fight?  Seeing a dead body?  Probably not the last, but you can still imagine it.

The beach scene is easy.  Remember everything from beaches.  Then write!  ;P  She’s sort of in shock, and probably trying to forget the fight behind her when she walks away.  Show us the salty air, the sand sticking to her feet, the roar of the waves.

Next is the fight.  You let us see what’s happening, but only one thing at a time.  You need to multi-task.  The crowd doesn’t hold still as a punch is thrown; you have to show us everything.

The death is hard if you’ve never had someone you knew die before.  (Maybe you have?)  Just remember that feeling, or imagine someone dying.  The helplessness, shock, empty feeling – you need to let us experience it.  This piece could be so strong, but I can’t feel Al’s emotions.
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Get to know your characters.  Figure out how they’ll act in all situations, and show us that.  These are hard things to deal with – show us that.

You need to keep Seth, Eric, and Al in character; they switch around the most.

Why Do I Care?
You were looking for the shocked, depressed emotion when you killed off the two brothers, right?  Sadly, you didn’t get one.  You need to expand on their personalities more (showing!) before I can care that they’re dead.


Also, how come they died?  It’s a little coincidental.  There are seven people the soccer players are against, and they just happen to only kill those two?  And what happened to the other five?  (Oh; you really need to work on expanding your characters.  I can barely remember their names.  O.o)

The Ending
Personally, I hated it.  It just ended!  I’d love to see her reaction.  Does she shrug it off and stay with him?  (Just say that she nodded and let him lead her to the car.)  Or does she push him away and leave?

Overall Comments
As always, I loved your story, but you seem to be making the same mistakes.  You need to work on a few things:

- Developing characters.  (So we can actually remember who’s who!)

- Emotions.

Not much, but very hard things to do.  Check out the Character Development UserGroup; that may help.  And PM me if you need any help with any of this, especially emotions.

Good job!  I know this was long, but I can be very nit-picky, and you said that’s what you wanted!  ;P

Good luck, and happy editing!

~JFW1415
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�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��What were they?  When was there a girl?  And were there only the six boys in the circle before?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Ellipses are very annoying, and you use them often.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Ellipses again.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Show us!  Expand.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Capitals again.  ‘Let me go!’


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��There are other ways to show this than pure capitals.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Show us her getting to the ground.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Don’t do the short paragraphs here.  It didn’t work.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��What’s she thinking?  Feeling?  Seeing a dead body, you wouldn’t be so calm.  She’s emotionless right now.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��New paragraph.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��New paragraph.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��A bit annoying.  Besides, it’s past tense, not now.  Maybe ‘They whispered, ‘you awake?’  Or just do ‘…stopped.  ‘You awake?  Alicia?’


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Show us a bit more.  Also, if she’s so shocked, I don’t think she’d think to do this.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Ever hear of finer prints?  The cops won’t just say ‘oh, no one’s around; we’ll just forget this case.’  Maybe show that he’s too stupid to realize this?  ;P


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Both at once? And what about their friends?  There were five others to tell the cops on the soccer players.





