Chapter 2


Whoever held the light
 could see her as clearly as if it had been the middle of the day. She might be in a heap of trouble, but Amber put on her very best Atlanta-deb smile and stood up. She shielded her eyes from the fierce white glare by raising one hand in front of her face. Even squinting, she couldn’t make out 
the person’s face.


“I, ummm, was just lookin’ 
for my earring,” she drawled, trying to sound offended rather than guilty. “What’s the big deal?”


“You shouldn’t be out of bed. That’s the big deal.”


The light flickered away from her face and rested on the heap of picked-through garbage. As soon as her eyes adjusted again to the darkness, Amber was able to make out Steven O’Neil’s face with its strong jaw and wide-set blue eyes.


Right now they looked stern and suspicious and dusky. She hadn’t told Samantha where she was going. Anything could happen to her out here with this guy.


His glare sent an unexpected chill slithering down her spine. Trying to shake it off, she bent over the barrel and peered hopefully between melon rinds.


“When you rolled me up in that carpet this afternoon,” she ad-libbed, “one of my earrings must have slipped off inside. The parlor’s been cleaned up. I thought maybe—“


“You’d plow through half a ton of trash in the dark and find it?” Steven finished sarcastically. 
“
That’s really dumb, you know that?” He set a boom box he’d been carrying on the ground. Taking two fast steps forward, he faced her at close range and scowled down at her bandaged arm. “You get bacteria in there and you’ll have an infection on top of a bad burn. Then where will you be?”


“I…uh,” she stammered.


He shook a finger at her. “In some hospital. And you sure won’t be modeling for a while.”


She gazed up at him, her eyes wide with surprise. How had she misread him? 
He was just protecting her. She grinned as the muscle along his jaw softened.


He pushed her gently aside. “Let me do the dirty work.”


With a muffled sigh of relief, Amber stepped back. Still, she reminded herself, just because he was being helpful didn’t mean she should trust him. 

�Use specifics. It could be a flashlight, a lantern, or something else. Make the scene as vivid as possible.


�Note: if she can’t see him, she doesn’t know it’s a guy. Let the mystery remain a secret just a little longer by changing his to the person’s.


�Less is usually better when it comes to dialect. Use creative misspelling sparingly. You’ve given us the flavor of her speech simply by saying that she drawls her words.


�Perhaps add just one more sentence here to remind readers of the previous incident, which made Steven look pretty guilty.


�Good dialogue here. You’re making your characters sound much more believable! (


�Remember that here, and at the end of the previous bit of dialogue ending with find it, you need quotation marks. The dialogue tag between them isn’t spoken. Therefore it can’t be placed within the quotes. See my letter for more about punctuating dialogue


�Nice twist!


�Why? Remind the reader too! She doesn’t trust him because of the thefts. He might be behind them.





