FINAL HOURS
Wendy looked at the clock as she sat in a tidy room that had been robbed of all her treasures. The final hour was counting down, and soon she would be in a taxi travelling to the airport where she would take the flight to New York city where she would unpack in her new apartment. She looked at her watch as the seconds counted down, and she felt her heartbeat bump inside her chest. She couldn't believe it – she was going to to go to a new city to live in a high sky apartment. It was going to be the greatest moment of her life.
“I'm going home...” Wendy whispered as she looked around at her surroundings and felt a slight giddiness that she would never see the room ever again.
Many times in her life she had felt as though she were a prisoner inside a household that was more then normal, many times she had gotten shivers from the looks everyone had given her, many times she had become more and more aware of a strain in the atmosphere whenever she entered a room or got a good grade. Many times she thought her mind might pop from what she felt – but she just put her head down and let time lapse, and all those queer feelings wafted away as the days passed.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18787 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!