Hello readers, this is the first time I’ve ever tried to write a proper story so bear with me if it’s a bit boring, plus I'm a tad dyslexic so please excuse the grammar.
“Bye, see you soon” I waved good bye to my parents as I watched them drive away from the house they had grown to hate. I don’t know why, maybe it had something to do with my style choices, but I suspected it had more to do with my roommate. He wasn’t exactly bad, but he wasn’t….all there. James was a 17 year old lizard, with a weird reddish coloured head of hair, that would always be stuck out at the same angle no matter the situation; he would sometimes zone out completely and then have a massive brain wave of things he decided he was going to do. He never completed the list.
“Have they gone?” Asked James as he stuck his head down from the attic that he lived in. “yes” I sighed back, that was another thing about James, he was very nervous around people, I had know him for 3 years before he even let me see his face, but he was quirky and I liked that about him. “Good” he replied as he allowed himself to fall 5 meters from the opening of the ceiling to the floor, making a typically graceful landing. “How do you do that?” I asked, hoping that I could one day do it myself.

“All in good time” he replied. I suppose that the house really belonged to him, but he never let anyone say it was his, and I suppose the first reason I had for living here was that I knew he was never going to hit on me like my old roommates used to.

“Come on” I said. “Well be late for school otherwise.”

“Ok” he replied as he leapt over me, I could feel the rush of air go over the top of my ears, as he passed over head. I suppose I should tell you a little about me and less about him, but there’s not much to tell. I’m a 16 year old vixen, with yellow fur and short brown hair, I'm of average intelligent, and my strength lies in gymnastics, as does James’s. After a 30 minute walk, which mostly consisted of me and James talking about the homework, as I made sure id got the right end of the stick by check my answers against James’s work, we finally arrived at school. It was a large building, with tall towers that I and James would climb at lunch, much to the teacher’s annoyance. The actual grounds were quite small but thanks to the height there were about 300 rooms, which I could never remember the layout for.
We went to our first class together, as we had the exact same timetable, and took our seats next to one another. “Class, today we shall be discussing how to apply physics to our everyday lives.” Droned the teacher, luckily I had James next to me, which meant I could relax as he helped me to answer all the questions I didn’t understand. After about 2 lifetimes the class ended and the teacher gave us our scores, “James, 100% as usual,” he then received about 6 paper balls to the head, all of which he caught and sent twice as quickly back to the shooters, “Samantha 99%.” I received no paper balls as James always caught them and then had a “talk” with the throwers, after he had identified them, which had put them of the thought quite early on. He could take the punishment himself, but never allowed other people to unrightfully suffer.

We got home at about 4 o’clock and had the whole weekend to relax as we never had any homework set on Fridays. “I think that today went rather well.” Chirped James in his sarcastically optimistic tone. “Yeah”, I chuckled back, “couldn’t have been better”

“Maybe we should go do something to help us relax before the test on Monday” he said with a yawn,” WHAT TEST?” I screamed with a panic in my voice. “I’m joking,” replied James with a small laugh “we haven got any tests for at least 3 months.” “Good,” I sighed the panic gone from my voice along with all the tension in my body.

After about 3 hours of telly James said that he was gong to go to bed, “goodnight” I yawned, and then for no reason what so ever I kissed him, without warning. After a minute of confusion he broke off uncomfortably “uh. yeah. Goodnight”. He quivered as he left the room and jumped up into his attic. And as I fell asleep on the sofa with a smile on my face, I imagine what life would be like if he was my boyfriend. And as the images raced through my mind, I knew. I couldn’t just stop there.
