
Original genre – Romance 

Romance ingredients 

1. Start with one of your two main characters. Readers expect the first character they meet in the story to be 

either the hero or the heroine (and most often it is the heroine), and they’re immediately prepared to care 

about this person. 

2. Start with action. A good option is to show the main character at the point when that character’s life is 

disrupted by some kind of danger or threat. The danger doesn’t have to be life-threatening, and it’s better if it 

isn’t complex and doesn’t require lengthy explanation.  

3. Start with an attention-getting statement. When the readers are presented with something they don’t expect. 

4. Show what the characters are like; don’t tell. Consider how they move, their actions, what they say, how 

they say it, how they react to others and how others react to them rather than telling basic facts. For 

example, rather than Gaia had blonde hair, blue eyes and was seventeen – instead, Andrew missed how Gaia 

would twiddle with her blonde hair when she was thinking. In some ways, he would always think of her as the 

awkward little girl that had grown up next door and not as the confident young woman who had held him in 

those last moments.  

5. Create the mood / atmosphere. Think about how you describe the surroundings / setting to do this: what 

time of day? What season? Where are they? E.g. Her blurred vision and the descending darkness was making 

her escape difficult. The dense trees seemed to be deliberately pulling her back, tugging at her clothes, and 

scratching her arms and face. What people say and how they say it can also build atmosphere. E.g. “You 

don’t care about us. You never have. The only person either of you care about is yourself! The words were 

spat at her parents’ feet. She hated them! She would never forgive them! And she would never, ever trust 

anyone again!” 

Maximum of 500 words for your chapter.  

 

 

 

  



Thomas & Owen 

The rain drilled into the dark building. As the thunder rang, Abigail, in deep thought, jumped in shock: 

thunder really did sound like that fatal gunshot. Her mind returned to the previous Thursday, when she 

had walked with her father down the shaded high street of their hometown.  Turning the corner, they 

came face to face with a shadowy figure dressed in black. The silver pistol rose before her, aimed at 

her heart. He pulled the trigger. She closed her eyes, waiting for the impact… It never came. Opening 

her eyes, she realised that the stranger had gone; her father was dead at her feet. 

  

So now she was at the funeral. Regret flooded through her body like a raging tsunami.  

A vibration. 

She reached down to her sleek phone and saw the notification. It was a text from her best friend 

whom she has recently grown attracted to, Jeremy.  

“I know this is a sad day for you but I need to tell you. I can’t hold it any longer. I have cancer.” 

Overwhelmed with despair, she ran from the building in tears. Then she saw someone she had hoped 

that she would never see again: the man who killed her father.  

In shock, she froze. A fury of fists came at her. She ducked below the first fist and turned to face her 

foe. Slowly he pulled a knife from his pocket and shoved forcefully at her stomach. Automatically, she 

performed an outside hock and tripped the attacker face down on the floor. Batting away the arm, she 

swang her foot forward and tripped the attacker. Believing she had disabled the assailant, she scanned 

the area. Unexpectedly, the attacker was on his feet, leaning into a back hit. There was no way to avoid 

the blow.  

Jeremy came out of nowhere, slamming the assassin to the floor; they were both unconscious.  

314 words 

  



Thomas & Rothstein 

For the third night in a row, Jennifer and Johnny heard the hissing through the wall. The difference this 

time was the glass shattering on the tiled floor and the voices, more threatening and violent. Jennifer 

and Johnny crept to the door. If they didn’t interrupt soon, they could have a death on their hands! 

“Follow my lead.” Johnny said, opening the door, its creak making him more nervous. “Can I have a 

glass of water?” he asked his parents as if nothing had happened, 

“Why don’t you do it! It’s your turn,” his dad said, rounding on his mother. 

“I did it last night. Every night. When it is your turn!” Jennifer shifted nervously. 

“How about I get Johnny the water?” Jennifer said hesitantly. Her mother turned to her, the tears 

beginning to fall.  

“Come on. I’ll tuck you in,” she said to Johnny.  

“That’s it. I’m done!” his dad shouted as he slammed the front door. The cold December fog swallowed 

him.  

“Goodbye forever.” 

 

Jennifer jumped as her mum silently looked over her shoulder 

“What are you doing?” exclaimed Jennifer’s mum.   

“N-n-nothing.” Jennifer tried to cover her phone.  

In fear, she fumbled with her phone, knocking it screen first on the shinny dark panelled floor. It 

cracked. The screen was black and there was no way it was coming back on.  

“You’re 16 now! You’re old enough to realise that boys aren’t worth it.” 

“But Mum… not every boy is like Dad.” 



“It’s been three years since that vile man left us. Don’t you think that if he was any good , he would 

have come home!” 

As Jennifer tucked herself into bed, regretting the fact that she wasn’t allowed to go to the party, 

Johnny bounced in.  “Hey Jenny. I can help you escape to the party. You can climb through my 

bedroom window and onto the garage. If Mum wakes up, I will distract her. Come on – get yourself 

ready. And I will need £5.” 

“Fine.” 

 

An hour later, Jennifer nervously approached the party. She stumbled in her cheap high heels. 

“Oh God! Johnny doesn’t lie when he says I’m embarrassing.” 

She looked up, arm stretched out, humiliated, and locked eyes with the party boy himself. Moving 

towards the entrance, she stumbled again, this time landing at his feet. Her phone bleeped; people 

stared.  

   

 

391 words  

  



Lily & Maia & Eleanor 

“Stop being so difficult! It’s all going to be settled in court anyway.” She suddenly stopped, turning to 

meet the horror on Ella’s face.  

“Mum, what are you talking about?” Ella exclaimed, trying to hold back her tears. She was met with no 

response until her father broke the silence. 

“We were going to tell you sooner,” he explained.  

“About what?” Ella cried. Her heart beat furiously as the tears began to spill over.  

“Me and your father…” She hesitated. “…are getting a divorce.” 

Ella went up to her bedroom and slammed her door. She didn’t know how to deal with the problem. 

She thought about the good memories, when they were together. Shoving her cat, Tiggles, into her 

backpack, she opened her bedroom window, blast of wind smacking her in the face.  

As her feet hit the ground, she wiped the tears from her eyes and walked towards the dark forest. 

Tears and worry crept back into her mind, swelling like a balloon. She sped up. Instantly, she stumbled, 

falling onto the soft earth. She turned in horror and was about to scream when she realised she had 

tripped over her cat. She picked him up, lovingly, placing him into the safety of her backpack. 

Suddenly, someone laid their hands on her shoulder. She began to scream but he stopped her with his 

kiss. Eyes wide, Ella realised who it was and blushed simultaneously.  

‘What was Josh doing in the woods, and why had he kissed her?’ she thought to herself, astonished.  

254 words 

 

  



 

 

 

  



1st place 

7.2 Erin Cunninham 

Josh helped Ella up. He quickly scanned her and took her wrist.  

As she was pulled deeper and deeper into the forest, Ella checked behind her. Her backpack 

was empty. She yelled, “Josh! Wait!” 

He didn’t stop. Ella pulled her hand away, expecting Josh to stop too. He didn’t.  

Looking back, there was nothing but trees and emptiness. Suddenly, some rustling drew her 

attention and Ella, hoping to find Tiggles, followed the noise. She was drawn to an old 

building that looked abandoned.  

As Ella approached, the lights turned on. It wasn’t empty! Gently, she knocked on the crooked 

door and waited patiently. An old man answered. “Ah! You must be Ella. We were waiting for 

you!” She was shocked: they knew her name and were expecting her!  

Something must have happened because she woke up in a hospital bed. The walls were dull 

and the floor covered in broken tiles. In the distance, she could hear murmuring. She could 

just make out, “strong prescription…” and “she’ll be fine.”  

She sat up. A strangely pale man appeared. “Hello Ella. Didn’t know if you would wake up!” He 

laughed. “I’ve found some medication just for you. He handed over the bottle. Ella took one 

pill and examined it. While the man stared, Ella swallowed it. There was silence. 

A peculiar shadow appeared behind the man who sat, dead. A deer’s head hung from the wall 

and a huge hole appeared under the bed. Then everything returned to normal.  

Had the pill done this? So many questions crowded her head. And where was Tiggles! 

When the man left, Ella explored her room. Next to hers was another room. She opened the 

door. There he was…Josh! 

 

  



2nd place 7.1 Ben Forsyth 

People stared… 

Embarrassed, Jennifer stood up. She walked over the snack area and sitting on the couch, she 

hid amidst the pillows. After the music went back on, she felt a bit better, like people had 

forgotten and she could redeem herself. Before she went back on to the dancefloor, she 

thought she would have something to eat. She got a fruit kebab and dipped it in the 

chocolate fountain. She took a bite and then time stopped. 

Everyone was staring again. The music had stopped. Everything was spinning and it seemed 

like the appearance of people was melting away; the dance floor was flooded with melted skin 

and blood! 

There was murmuring and it was difficult to tell what they saying; were they chanting a curse 

on her?  

The wind suddenly gusted at her. Her phone started buzzing continuously. She looked at her 

phone and her mother and brother were texting her. “We knew you would go to the party 

and now you will get exactly what you deserve. Bye, bye. See you on the other side.” 

 

 

  



3rd place 7.4 Ryan Owers 

Tip, tap, tip, tap. Abigail awoke from her deep slumber, immediately jumping out of her bed 

and on to a stained carpet. She heard a roaring of thunder and then lightning cracked like a 

whip. Where was she? The room was barren and dark, with only a small bed to the side. A 

window let a shard of light peak through. She saw a single door and moved towards it. As she 

placed her hands on the handle, she was thrown backwards onto the bed. Recovering from 

the shock, she saw a lone man dressed in a white suit. He said only one sentence: “ I am not 

what you think I am.” 

As she regained her strength, she noticed one tiny detail: his eyes. She would have recognised 

those eyes anywhere…It was Jeremy! 

“There is a ghost organisation who kill the people I love,” explained Jeremy.  

“You love me?” said Abigail curiously.  

“Of course I do. I wouldn’t let anyone hurt you.” 

Suddenly, the lightning from the storm joined together in one last attack. Finally it retreated 

into the dark storm cloud and Abigail heard a sword being drawn from a sheath. The intruder 

was about to make his fatal swing. 

 

 


