Omen Breaker
Unsung Hero
by Neosate
Characters:
Jabyses Starstalker: Feline - 16y/o
Victoria Stone: Fennec/Jacob Sheep - 16y/o
Ebony & Ivory Lutiar: Canine - 15y/o
Tessa Frazier: Corgi - 21 y/o
Rodrick Andrew White: Lemur - 16y/o
@Talon2point0
Magan Conry
Ross Goldmane
Jordan Rikker
@risingdragon
Vivy
Tags:
male, female, hermaphrodite,
fennec, fennec_fox, fox, jacob_sheep, Sheep, fox_sheep_hybrid, feline, cat, canine, dog, corgi, lemur, lion, bat, Giraffe, hybrid, crossbreed, 
stuff,
work, plot_development.,
¸¸♬·¯·♩¸¸♪·¯·♫¸¸October 23, 2013¸¸♬·¯·♩¸¸♪·¯·♫¸¸
¸¸♬·¯·♩¸¸♪·¯·♫¸¸Behind the scenes¸¸♬·¯·♩¸¸♪·¯·♫¸¸
Rodrick watched from the bench as Vic practiced the routine with the other girls. Shi was getting used to the difference in not being the only one involved in some stunts, and often pushed the others to perform and attempt more difficult maneuvers. Shi always made it seem so easy, but watching others work up to what the fennec did on a regular basis really made hir stand out. From where he sat he could see the frustration Vic had with every out-of-time  movement of the other girls, but he was surprised by how well shi was doing when dealing with them. Much to both their surprise the team was extremely welcoming to them, and they all seemed to completely disregard Vic’s gender, or her gender identity. 
Sure Vic clashed with them all a few times in the beginning. Shi has a strong attitude and disdain for authority. But the team captain and coach did a good job of keeping the peace until shi found her place in the group. The only ones shi still had any issues with were some of the guys when they were lifting hir instead of him. The two of them found it amusing each time they reacted to touching hir male parts when they really weren’t ready for it. But it was often necessary to demonstrate and show them how to do some of the more complicated lifts and tosses when balance was an important issue. Vic worked with the guys and Rodrick with the girls as they coached them on balance and handling. The most challenging part for Vic was when the guys would drop hir. They had been working together so long that he had learned and now subconsciously reacted to many of hir shifts in position, just as shi learned how he moved beneath hir. The other guys didn’t have that kind of bond even with the other girls on the team. 
It wasn't long before the coach blew the whistle to get them all together for the end of practice announcements. The  groups gathered and sat in the grass in front of the coach, Rod walked up casually and stood in the back. 
“Okay, guys, you’re all looking great, and I think we’re going to wow them this weekend with our new halftime show,” Coach Warren said as she glanced over at Brittany. 
The porcupine stood up and smiled as she bounced to where the coach stood. The head cheerleader maintained her bubbly personality and obvious school spirit as she said, “I think we’re all doing great. We’ve come a long way with the new routines and it’s been a lot of fun. I don’t know about you guys, but I feel like we have a chance to make it to state this year. And we couldn't do that without everyone’s hard work.” She  bounced on her footpaws as she  clapped, getting everyone a little more excited and cheering for themselves. 
Rodrick smiled as he watched Vic roll hir eyes. The Porcupine was your stereotypical cheerleader. The kind that Vic insisted annoyed the hell out of hir. But, he knew that the Fennec  had come to enjoy the sessions with Brittny as they got together to talk about modifying the old routines into something that had more hype and pizazz, a word he had never thought he would hear Vic say with a straight face.
After the group had settled down again, they were released to go change. Roderick followed the group of males back to the locker room, where he showered before putting his street clothes on. He knew he had some time, considering that Vic was likely abusing the vacant school as her own personal free running field.  He dried his hair as he walked back into the locker room, and overheard some of the guys talking. 
“Yeah, I know what you mean. If I get one more pawful of cock, I think I’m going to barf.” 
“At least she… he… whatever it is, sticks with Rod as much as it can. You think he’s gay?”
“That’s why I started showering at home. It kind of creeps me out not knowing.  And it’s hard to tell anything with that group.”
“Like that really matters, dude. It’s not like he’s hitting on us or anything. It’s just a little freaky that they let Vic kind of do her own thing and not really pick a gender. Ever since that mouse, Wendy, came out and switched from being a boy to dressing like a girl, it all just got weird. But at least most of them pick a gender or something.”
 The lemur turned the corner into the row where the three boys sat talking. “You guys really have no idea, do you?’ he asked as they all got really quiet and avoided eye contact. “Vic has had it hard hir entire life. If you would take the time to get to know hir, instead of worrying if you’re going to put your paw on hir dick, you guys might find out shi is  a really great person.”
The one marmoset boy looked up at him, sheepishly at first as he asked, “Um… really… what is the deal with you guys? Are you like dating or some shit?”
“It’s nothing like that.”
“You guys live together, right? The whole band?” another asked, “What’s it like living with all those hot rocker girls? Are you their fuck puppet or something? It’s not like you’re in the band right?”
Rodrick opened his locker and started to put his clothes on as he answered, “It’s more like they’re my family. Besides, the twins are… Ebony is a lesbian and Ivory is bi.  Tessa is not really interested in guys, or girls I don’t think. And Vic and Jaby… they are like sisters in their own right.”
“So you’re in a house with five girls, and you’re not getting any?” the slightly pudgy gerbil asked then looked to the others and said, “I told you he’s gay.”
He looked at the other boy as he held back his contempt for the comment. He neglected to respond as he went on to answer one of the earlier questions. “And I might not get up on the stage with them often, but I am as much a part of the group as any of them.”
The group seemed to ignore him as they continued to talk among themselves. “That’s why he works with him… it… whatever. He likes coping a feel of its cock,” one of them stated, getting a laugh from the others.
 He stood up and slammed the locker shut. “I’m bi… Vic is my friend, and more of a little sister to me than anything. SHI is not an it. And the next time I hear one of YOU talk about hir like that… just be glad shi’s not here.” Then he grabbed his gym bag and started to leave the locker room. 
From behind him he heard them continue to chat, “Wow, he’s a little sensitive,” as another said, “Claiming to be Bi is just a cop out for a fag.”
¸¸♬·¯·♩¸¸♪·¯·♫¸¸Storefront Concert¸¸♬·¯·♩¸¸♪·¯·♫¸
Vivy put the catalogue down as she heard the sound of the door as it signaled  when a new customer entered or left the store. “Welcome to Guit…” she started her standard greeting before she trailed off at the sight of the infamous local band entering the shop. She was taken by surprise for a moment as the group had never stopped by the instrument store, even though one of the members worked there part-time. “Yo, Tess, I think it’s for you.”
“Nah,” the white-furred feline said as the rest of the group split off and started looking around the store at instruments and equipment. “Just out handing these things out to people,” she continued as she held up a bunch of tickets and backstage pass lanyards. 
It was the first time Vivy had actually seen the rest of the band up-close. In their street clothes they almost looked entirely different, except for Nadraka. There was no real way to hide the black and neon fur, the curved horns, or the outlandishly long fluffy tail. 
“So you’re Vivy, the drummer, right?” Jabyses asked as she leaned on the counter. “I have to ask, was the name a coincidence or intentional?”
“Yeah, wait what?” The giraffe stopped herself not really sure what the other girl was asking, or even how to answer it.
“The Roman Incident? You know it’s like blowing chunks at one of those speed eating contests or some shit,” Jabyses replied realizing the confusion.
“Oh, that,” Vivy replied with a smirk. “Yeah, we knew about that, but I live next door to Councilman Zaritzky and he’s constantly complaining about the noise when we practice. It just seemed appropriate.” Seeing that the name didn't mean anything to the feline, she clarified, “Councilman Roman Zaritzky? Biggest douchebag in Marblecliff?”
As the two talked the sound of a quick roll across a drumset filled the store. 
“Hey, Vic, don’t go breaking shit,” the feline said to the fennec that was now behind a set of drums with sticks in her paws.
“But I need some new kicks and snares. Mine are getting a little worn out,” the herm replied.
“Nah, it’s okay. People come mess with them all the time. As long as they’re customers the manager won’t say shit.” 
The feline smiled as she said, “I’m not sure saying that is such a good idea.” 
As if on cue the din of acoustic guitars filled the shop as the dog twins began to pluck at and tune the instruments. Vivy watched as the Lemur boy, who she didn’t recognize  from any of the photos of the group she had seen, walked over to the twins with an annoyed look on his face.  The two dog girls just giggled and started playing the tune to Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star while he knelt in front of them and tuned the instruments while they played.
“He suffers from A.P.,” Jabyses said, as if answering a common question. “I say suffers because he can’t stand to hear things out of tune. But, I’ll be damned if he hasn’t helped us out.”
“A.P, you mean like perfect pitch?” The Giraffe girl asked, “I’ve heard about that, Didn’t think it was a real thing.”
“I personally think that's understating things. He plays anything, and I mean anything. He hears it once and can reproduce it with just about anything he has in his paws. Can’t read sheet music though. But, does that matter when you play it for him once and he’s got it to a tee?”
“I can read sheet music,” the Lemur said as he stepped away from the twins. “But Ivory thought it was faster to just play it for me.”
Vivy Listened to the pair of dog girls Play, one on the base on the other on a six-string, while the infamous dragon finally settled on a full set drum display and began tapping out a rhythm. It wasn’t long before the trio had, whether intentionally or not, flowed into playing the same song. 
“Okay, that’s enough. Someone is already taking pictures. If we don’t get out of here, this place will be flooded,” Jabyses said, as she jerked her head towards the display windows. 
“Hey, Whiteout,” the giraffe girl called out. The lighter of the twins turned and pointed to herself questioningly as Vivy said, “Yeah, you, the bassist. Sorry, I never really paid that much attention to your names.”
“It’s Ban,” the girl answered, “But, you can call me Ivory. It’s not like we’re in the middle of a show or anything.”
“Cool. Ivory. Hey, I was wondering. Our bassist goes to your school. Her name’s Megan. I was wondering,” Vivy paused for a moment. Ordinarily, she wouldn’t give a shit if she was stepping on someone else’s toes, but she had to play her cards right for the sake of her own band. “She’s recently started learning the bass and I was hoping that maybe you could help her out?”
“Well, I’d love…” the one twin started to answer only to be finished by her sister, “...to, but with the recording sessions and school, we don’t…” The pair switched back smoothly “... really have much time ourselves.”
“Wait,” Jabyses said, breaking in, “You mean that bat girl over at the game store? We were just going to head over there and pick up an order. But they’re right. Not much time for that kind of thing with our schedule.”
“I could do it,” Rodrick said as he raised his paw, “It’s not like I do much at school anyway. I can help her out when I'm not busy, or they have you guys locked away in the studio.”
“Well, okay then. You go boy, but you know I don’t think you’re her type.” 
“I said I’d help her out with the guitar,” the lemur said with a sigh that prompted giggles from the three girls and Vic.
“Well, like I said, we’re heading over there to pick up an order,” Jabyses said as she waved the group out the door. 
“Hey,” Vivy yelled out the door behind them as she waved the tickets in the air, “Thanks!” She watched the group leave as Tessa went back to working as if nothing out of the ordinary happened. “I bet you guys get into some really crazy shit, huh?.”
“Not really,” the corgi said, “Mostly it’s just ordinary shit, then we go to the studio.”
Vivy rolled her eyes, “Yeah, whatever. I need to call Jack and let him know about the tickets.”
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¸¸♬·¯·♩¸¸♪·¯·♫¸¸Backstage¸¸♬·¯·♩¸¸♪·¯·♫¸
Rodrick sat by as he finished tuning the twins guitars while the girls and Vic changed. It was nothing new to sit in the dressing room with the lot of them in different stages of undress. It hardly affected him any more after so long living in the tour bus with them. He smiled as he took a moment to think back to when they first started out on the never ending summer vacation. Back then they all pushed him out of the bus when they changed, and even made him sleep in the car  until it started getting cold out. 
Though it was only a little more than two years ago, it seemed like an eternity had passed. Sure, there were times that they all took advantage of the situation, what teen wouldn’t. He knew all their turn-ons and turn-offs, and just how each of them felt about him on a romantic level. The honest truth was that they were all friends, and not much more than that. He never considered any of them his girlfriend, or even friends with benefits. In his mind they were more of a family than anything. And it was a better family than the one he left behind. 
“This is bullshit,”  Jabyses said as she slapped the brush down on the counter in front of the laptop.
“What is it now?” 
“I can’t believe this string is still going.”
“What string?” 
At that point both twins were looking over her shoulder as the laptop. The commotion had even gotten Rodrick’s attention as he moved over to see what was going on. Between classes and cheer practice he had not had much time, or desire to look at the band’s new website or forums.
“Just listen to the latest one,” the white feline said before she started to read, “You are all fools, anyone can tell that all the additional instruments are obviously pre-recorded sound bites played on cue during the concert. Whether they are done by the band or not is really irrelevant. But the truth is that they most likely buy it and work it into their songs, like every other mainstream band.”
“Geeze, that guy is getting a little butt hurt over it isn’t he?” Tessa said as she finished adjusting her dress.
“I don’t fucking care. This is bull shit. All these new fans have no fucking clue.” She spun around in her chair to face Rodrick. “You’re part of the band too, I don’t give a shit if you hide backstage. I’m going to put an end to this tonight.”
“I really don’t care,” Rodrick replied as he went back to the chair to finish his task.
“Look, Rod, You’re more talented than any of us. You can play anything that you pick up. and you cover all the stuff we can’t do, and cover for any of us when we’re too sick, or bogged down with homework. Then the shit you do with all the tech shit, you’re a fucking miracle worker. We wouldn’t be here now if it wasn’t for you.”
“Whatever,” he responded nonchalantly.
“Yup, this shit is going to end tonight. Hold tight Marblecliff. Tonight you’re going to get the Rod.”
¸¸♬·¯·♩¸¸♪·¯·♫¸¸Interuption¸¸♬·¯·♩¸¸♪·¯·♫¸
After the first two songs were played, Jabysis stopped, looking out at the audience. It was a packed venue. A small pit had formed in what space there was in front of the stage, The seats were filled as far as she could see into the balcony. She couldn’t see their guests through the glare, but she was well aware of the location of each small group. Vic’s friends were almost front and center, while the members of the Roman Incident were visible off to one side. The only one she was unsure of their exact placement was Ross, the girl from the game shop, and whoever she brought with her. 
The cheering was only interrupted by chants of “Dragon Dance” that slowly grew through the audience.
She raised her paws, which brought an almost trained silence to the crowd, many of which she assumed were old fans. 
“Okay, so the cat really is out of the bag,” She shouted over the microphone. “We are really back, and we really did get signed by a label.” She paused as the cheering ensued. She raised a single paw to silence them once again. “But, that comes at a price. We can’t pick our venues anymore, and there will likely be few if any last minute shows…” jeers and boos raised in the crowd, “... Hey now, I didn’t say they wouldn’t happen. We just have no control over the website anymore. We… will also… not be traveling as much. One of the stipulations of our contract is we have to attend school.” The hissing and jeering sprang up again. “Look here loser fucktards, Get your education, and get it now. Don’t look at us and the shit we did as role models for your life. We spent two years living off you guys. Our bus was all but dead, we survived on ramen and bread. That fucking glamorous life is what we had from dropping out.”
“But, what I really regret to tell you is, there will be no dragon dance tonight.”
Riotous shouts and yelling filled the auditorium. The din was silenced as Vic stood behind her drums and a pillar of flame shot into the air. “Listen, you fucking asshole,” The fennec hybrid shouted. “You want to see the fucking dragon, You want to watch me dance? Well, you’re not going to fucking see it tonight. I’m part of another show. And if you want to see it, you want to see what I’ve been doing, you’ll have to come to that show. This fucking weekend. At the fucking Chimera Prep Stadium, We, the Chimera Prep Dance Squad will be doing a half time show to put all the other fucking high school halftime shows to shame. I ain’t risking breaking myself tonight for you ungrateful bastards. Not when I have people counting on me for something. You have an issue, you can go fuck yourselves.”
Hir speech was greeted by a few cheers, likely from her friends and however many other Marblecliff attendees made it to the show.
“Okay, I know it’s disappointing,” Jabysis said as she took the stage back. “But I’ve figured something out that’s a bit of a divergence from your normal show. Something that I think is important.” She waved her paw back at the giant screen at the back of the stage as the Omen Breaker forums were displayed. “This shit right here. We don’t buy any soundbits, and every instrument is played live.” As she spoke the sound of bagpipes rose in the background. “There is a member of our band that is way too often overlooked.”
A second spotlight fell on the lemur as he walked out on the stage.
“Many of you who have been around for a while know about Rodrick. But do you really know about him? You think he’s our roady, out tech wizard, maybe even our fuck buddy. And the reality is, he is all those things… Okay, maybe not the fuck buddy so much, but he’s a fucking miracle worker on all the other things he does.  He’s Nadraka’s base, a key part in all hir dances, He keeps us all tuned and running for every show. And… he plays everything you hear that you don’t see on this stage. And I mean everything.”
As the feline spoke  he put down the bagpipes and  picked up a violin and began to play and almost flawless transition for the same melody.
“And before you say ‘anyone could do that’ lets try something,” She looked at the mic she spoke into, “What's the range on this thing?” a moment later she continued “So I can go anywhere in this place and they’ll still hear me?” Over the speakers a booming, disembodied “Yes Ma’am” rang out over the audience.   “Okay ,then,” She took the mic and a sword propped against the stand and walked to the edge of the stage. She jumped down, swinging the sword deliberately to clear her path. “I’ve never done this before. You fuckers touch me and I’ll cut you,” she said as she made her way through the crowd.
“Loser wannabe. Poser. Old fan, Yeah I recognize you, do you even have a life?” She went through looking over and commenting on audience members. “you,” She said pointing to a fox, “Pick a song.”
“Um… Overlords?”
“Not one of ours, fuck nugget.  He could have practiced any of them for this.”
“Okay… Um…” 
“Fuck it, too slow,” She said she she moved on. She stopped as she saw Ross. Next to the tundra lion was a younger cheetah girl. She nearly sprinted over. as Ross started to say something toward the mic Jabysis stopped her, “Not you, Ross, That’d be cheating. We go to school together. I want her.” She pointed at the younger girl. “You, what’s your name?” 
“Um,” the girl mumbled, not really shy but a bit embarrassed, “Jordan,” 
“If you could hear that stud down there on the stage play any song in the world, just for you, Jordan, what would it be?” It was as if the feline was teasing the young girl.
“Me? And only me? I'd… uh… OneRepublic’s secrets.” The young cheetah blurted out, smiling nervously as she looked on towards Rodrick.
“You get that, Rod?” Jabyses asked as she turned to the stage to see the lemur walking off of it. “Okay, that wasn't part of the plan.” She looked back to the cheetah, “ I think you broke the poor boy.” Turning back to the stage the said, “Ban, go check on him.”
Just as the canine girl started to follow the lemur she stopped and pointed. He was already on his way back up the stage, a large base in one paw and a stool in the other.  It looked as if he carried the large instrument with ease as he walked. He sat with the large instrument between his legs and he began to play out the opening to the song. The soft notes drifted into the air as everyone listened in an uncharacteristic silence for the band's audience.
“Jesus fucking christ,” The white feline said into the mic, “Get ready for the copyright infringement girls. She started some shit here.” 
As he continued to play the other band members pulled out their cell phones and started tapping at the screens. “This better fucking be worth it,” the lighter fured canine said as a few stagehands ran stands out to the pair.
“Oh, it’ll be worth it, I think,” Jabyses said as she ran back to the stage. “I guess I get to be the backup for this one. It's on you Rod.”
The intro music flowed in loop as a microphone stand was placed before the lemur. Then he began to sing...
I need another story
Something to get off my chest
My life gets kinda boring
Need something that I can confess
Til' all my sleeves are stained red
From all the truth that I've said
Come by it honestly I swear
Thought you saw me wink, no
I've been on the brink, so
 His voice echoed through the auditorium as he sang, his eyes closed as if shutting out the entire world. The rest of the band jumped in, almost on cue, the twins and Jabyses singing the backup vocals.
Tell me what you want to hear
Something that will light those ears
Sick of all the insincere
I'm gonna give all my secrets away
This time, don't need another perfect lie
Don't care if critics ever jump in line
I'm gonna give all my secrets away
As the music and singing continued, Jabyses, with mic in paw, trotted back stage for a moment, only to return with a headset in her free paw. She sat her microphone down and whispered something into the lemur’s ear before she put the headset on him and adjusted the microphone. He stood up, and propped the stand on the base onto his foot paw, missing a few notes but picking up right where he needed to with the other members still playing. Rodrick carefully continued to play as he slowly walked forward on the stage. 
Tell me what you want to hear
Something that will light those ears
Sick of all the insincere
So I'm gonna give all my secrets away
This time
Don't need another perfect lie
Don't care if critics ever jumped in line
I'm gonna give all my secrets away
The rest of the band looked at one another and each shrugged in turn unsure of what was going on. Their lead singer  jumped off the stage once more, and cleared a path in the crowed at the front of the stage as the  lemur followed her into the audience. Several beefy security guards  quickly ran in to escort them.
My God, amazing how we got this far
It's like we were chasing all those stars
Who's driving shiny big black cars
And everyday I see the news
All the problems that we could solve
And when a situation rises
Just write it into an album
Send it straight to gold
But I don't really like my flow, no, so
They all continued to sing and play the requested song as  he made his way up the aisle toward the young girl. The feline leaned in to Jordan as the lemure slowly approached not far behind and said, into the mic, just louder than the singing, for all in the auditorium to hear, “He’s singing this for you. And he doesn’t sing for anyone.” He stopped in the aisle as close as he could get. Only Ross sat between them as the rest of the music and singing faded.  He stood there, his eyes still closed, playing the base only feet from the girl. His lone voice signing out the words as if no one else was around him.
Tell me what you want to hear
Something that are like those years
Sick of all the insincere
So I'm gonna give all my secrets away
This time, don't need another perfect lie
Don't care if critics ever jump in line
I'm gonna give all my secrets away
His voice and the  hum of the strings faded, as he opened his eyes. An almost confused and disoriented look on his face as he glanced around the now silent auditorium. He looked at Jordan, an obvious blush on her face as he bowed slightly. A moment later the crowd erupted into applause and cheers. Quickly security started to escort the boy back to the stage.
“Not really what I thought it’d be,” Jabyses said with a grin on her face. “It’s not often you get to see that. Maybe we should do it more. Fuck, he puts us to shame and we're the ones you paid to see. Someone get this girl a t-shirt or something.” As she started to walk back to the stage herself She said, “I hope that fucking kills that god damned thread. Everything is done live, you just saw it for yourselves.”
“Fuck! That’s going to cost us, I’m sure. Now back to what you wasted your money to see, Rocking the fucking Celtic folk to our new edge grind.” she put the mic back on the stand. She paused as the rest of the bad got pack to their  ready state. Within a moment Nadraka was taping her sticks together. In an instant the stage was alive again with the hopping and signing of the group. The words flowing between english and gaelic once again. The audience rolled right back into their loud rambunctious state as if everything was normal.
¸¸♬·¯·♩¸¸♪·¯·♫¸¸The after show¸¸♬·¯·♩¸¸♪·¯·♫¸,
“Now that was a fuckin’ awsome show. More like what I heard about than what we saw last time,” Vivy exclaimed as she flashed her backstage pass at the security guard. The backstage area was cramped at best. Filled with fans from the other bands as well as those of the Omen Breakers. “And that shit the Lemur guy did. I said they had talent, but that guy! What the fuck?”
“It felt a little set-up if you ask me,” Megan said, lacking her bandmate’s enthusiasm. “I mean, it was Ross’s cousin. They could have planned it.” The Bat looked around anxiously, keeping an eye open for her ex.
“You didn’t see the look in Jordan’s eyes, did you?” Jack asked. “She looked as surprised as everyone else. And I think they missed a few chords in there. I don't think they practiced it at all.”
“Practiced or not, that boy can sing. I mean I saw him at the shop when they brought the passes, but that… Oh my god! He’s still got nothing on you, Meg, but who would’ve guessed Omen Breakers had a secret weapon?”
The movement of the crowd stopped, stranding them in the dressing room hall. They could see the door marked for the band at the far end, but no real way to navigate through the other furs to get there. 
“What the fuck,” the teen giraffe said as she started to push her way through the crowd, “This is bullshit. How to fuck are we supposed to get through this crowd?”
“That’s why we usually don’t use those rooms.” Vivy and the rest turned to see Rodrick, with a keyboard under one arm and it’s stand under the other. He pointed toward a back door with his head as he added, “They’re out in the bus. It’s kinda convenient when you can just go straight home after a show with it right here in the parking lot.”
The group followed the lemur out the back of the venue. The sight of some smaller band members and roadies loading equipment into trailers and SUVs was slowly becoming a more familiar sight for the blossoming band members. The only thing that looked out of place among the local bands was the tour bus parked at the far end of the lot. The small crowd has surrounded the bus was held back from the door by a three man security crew. 
“These three are with me,” the lemur said as he negotiated his way past the bouncers. 
“One day, we’re gonna have a bus like this,” Vivy said softly to her bandmates, clearly envious of the success of Omen Breaker. “I call dibs on a top bunk now, just so you know.”
As they entered the font of the bus Jabyses said, “About time, I thought you all just took off after we were done.”
“It’s not like they could just walk up to the bus.” Rod responded as he walked past the group seated at the table, “The hired muscle won’t let anyone close to it.”
“Yeah, yeah. Hay, y'all want something to drink? It’s all soda and other stuff. They won’t let us keep any alcohol on the bus anymore. Some crap about being under age.”
“Mountain Dew?” the giraffe girl said, half-asking, half-requesting.
“Water for me,” Jack said.
“I’d like some kind of juice, if you have it, please,” Megan said politely.
On que Ivory leaned from her spot to the mini fridge and started pulling out the requested drinks. “Vic’ll just have to part with one of hir juice boxes. Apple or grape?”
“Apple would be wonderful.”
“How’d you like the show?” Tessa asked as she looked at Vivy.
“I gotta admit, I had a fuckin’ great time,” the teen giraffe answered with a grin. “I was a bit skeptical after that show at the school, but this was a lot of fun. Thanks for the invite.”
“Gotta love red tape,” Jack muttered before he took a swig of water. 
“Yeah, we got fined for that one, but it was worth it,” Vic grunted. 
Rodrick returned from the back of the bus. “Not like we didn’t make it back at the underground show after.”
“Sure, until we got fined for that one too. No unscheduled shows. Got to run everything through the label now.”
“Fucking bureaucrats,” Vivy exclaimed. “Gotta put the dollar before the art.”
“Don’t let them fool you,” Tessa butted in, “We’re making out on the deal. I’m glad we’re not living on cup-noodles and hot-pockets. And the new bus is a plus also.” 
“If things ever get bad enough that we need to live off junk food, I don’t think I could keep going,” Megan said.
“Don’t mind her, she’s something of a picky eater,” the reptilian boy interjected.
“Well, a high body mass index isn’t very conducive to flying,” the Bat responded.
“You’d still fly after we have our own bus?”
Rolling her eyes, Megan said, “Not all the time, but it isn’t the same.”
“I’m with you girl,” Vic said with a paw in the air. “Ain’t nothing like the wind rushing through your fur as you soar through the air.”
“Says the flightless dragon,” Ebony quipped. “If it wasn’t for Rod you’d spend a lot more time on the ground.” Rodrick only grunted as he leaned back in the driver's seat.
“Speaking of Rod,” Jabysis derailed the exchange, “I don’t think Meg and Jack have officially met him.” 
“No, we haven’t,” Megan said as she leaned over and held out her paw, “but I have seen you around at school. I’m Megan Conroy. I sing and I play bass. Or well, I'm learning how to play.”
He took her paw in his, “Nice to meet you,” he said as if lost in thought for a momenty. “I’m supposed to help you?” He stood back up and started toward the back of the bus again.
Jack shrugged. “Nice to meet you, too, I guess?”
“Okay, I’m not sure what is up with him today,” Jabyses said just before he returned with a bass guitar in his paw.
“Here,” he said as he handed it to Meg, “Play something.”
The Bat’s fingers trembled slightly as she made herself comfortable, or at least as comfortable as she could be with so many talented musicians staring at her, and then began strumming the notes to Fell On Black Days.
As she played he moved behind her and wrapped his arms around her to the instrument. His head  hung over her shoulder as he gently moved her paws as bit up the neck of the guitar. She felt his ear twitch against hers as his warm breath rolled down her neck. 
“Um, Rod, “ Tessa started to speak only to be hushed by the others.
Megan began to relax as they continued to practice, and a small smile formed on her muzzle as she heard the improvements that resulted from his adjustments. Vivy held out her paw and Jack gave her a soft high-five.
The Lemur move slightly closer, his chest against her back, his muzzle brushed against her cheek. “There, that’s better.” his ear flicked against hers again. “Just listen, and play. Don’t try to be perfect. That comes with time.”
Jabyses leaned over to Vivy, “ I don’t think either of them are paying much attention to what’s happening besides the music.”
“Yeah, I don't know whether to tell them to get a recording studio or a room,” the giraffe chuckled.
He put his paw over hers.“The pressure on the string can make a lot of difference,” he said as his ear twitched again. “And if Ivory would keep her instruments tuned, it would help.” With that he stepped back, letting her out of his embrace. “Have you had any other  classes before?”
Before Megan could reply Ivory bounded over the table at the pair. She spun and backed into Rodrick’s chest, then pulled his arms around her. “My turn, I need lessons like that.” She looked over the giraffe, “You want in on this too? He may look like a twig but there's some power in these arms.”
“I’ll pass, but thanks,” Vivy laughed. “I don’t know what my girlfriend would think about smelling a strange guy all over me, and I think she’s got even more power in her arms.”
“Oh, come on. We have a shower,” the dog girl said as she leaned more toward Vivy. “ If you want, we can take one together,” she continued with a mischievous smile.
“That’s enough, Ivory,” Jabyses said.
“Ah, but she’s so cute.”
“Yeah, and they’re all friends, not groupies,” Tessa responds. “I have to work with her, you know.”
“Could you imagine having to take the walk of shame off a tour bus and not knowing where you are?” Jack asked.
“I kinda know that feeling without the walk of shame part,” Ebony said. “Stumbling to a Waffle House in the morning after a show, still hungover. Kinda feel bad for anyone who might have been on the bus when we left.”
“I hate to break this up,” Vic broke in, “But Rod and I still have that game tomorrow. It’s the homecoming game. So we have that thing for half time.”
“Yeah, I need to work tomorrow, too,” Megan replied as she handed the bass back to Rod. “Thank you for the lesson.”
“Any time, I guess,” Rod said. “I can give up some time before school or during breaks, but after school is taken up with Pep squad. So if you want to get some time in...”
“He’s not hitting on you, “ Jabyses said with a smile. “He really is just thinking about  helping you with the bass.”
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Rodrick waited on the sidelines with the rest of the squad as the football game carried on. He never was interested in sports himself, though he did enjoy watching Vick and her parkour, and even scouting out places for hir to run. But, at that moment he was running his portion of the halftime show through his head again. He could tell Vick was also, as she drummed the beat and timing of the music out on her leg. This was going to be their first time performing with the team, though they had been included in practice from the time they joined.  The coach insisted that they be part of the show because Vick and Brittany had worked together to come up with it. 
His eyes followed the action on the field even though he was not really paying attention. His mind was running through the paces for the night’s halftime show. From the corner of his eye he saw the trio of boys from the locker room whispering. It worried him a little that the marmoset boy was going to be part of the base for one of the girls stunts. The fact that he was going to be directly supporting Vic didn’t help ease him at all. But, at least he knew that they would not likely do anything to harm their academic careers. Even if Mrs. Gathers didn’t like the band much, she had a hard stance of the treatment, or more accurately, the mistreatment of any student based on gender.
The game must have been going well as the home crowd behind him cheered as the buzzer sounded for halftime. The pep team began to shift and move with the allert. The girls all bouncing and cheering, already on the sidelines, the boys getting off the bench and moving out to meet them. Rodrick got up and joined them all as they took their starting positions on the field.  The team was confident, more than they had been when Vic and he first joined. The group stood motionless, heads down, legs sholderwidth apart and the bleachers fell silent.
The marching band, not seen on the football field during a game this year, formed up behind the squad and began to play. The loud thunder of drums filled the air. Followed shortly by the rest of the band as the pep squad went into action. The combination gymnastics and dance routine was something the school had not seen from the low ranking team. But that was not what caught his eye. 
What captivated him was Vic. Spinning, dancing, and flying to the music, lost in the moment. Hir eyes closed as shi trusted those below hir, something he had not seen hir do with anyone outside the band… ever. He couldn’t help but smile as this guarded herm let down hir shields for anyone besides him for the first time since he met hir. Shi was flying, and without his help.
His smile faded as he saw a grin crawl across the gerbil’s muzzle. Rodrick caught the girl above him and pulled her to the ground as he saw the other boy drop his paws and step back. Vic’s eyes opened when she didn’t feel the paw she knew should have been there. Rodrick dove to catch hir from the far side of the formation, but was much too late as shi collided with the ground. He heard the cracking sound as shi tried to stop her fall with hir arms. Shi was completely unprepared for the drop and unable to adjust in the moment.
The show came to a screeching halt when the fennec screamed in pain. Rodrick slid to hir side on his knees. “I’m sorry, I let you fall.” 
The girls all clammered around their fallen comrade while the three boys stood back, the gerbil with the grin still on his face. 
The waiting paramedic team rushed out on the field with a stretcher.  They pushed everyone back, drawing closer to the Herm so they could check hir injuries before taking hir off the field, followed by most of the pep team. The boys returning to the bench. 
“Sorry kids, but We need to get her to the ER,” A paramedic said as they team loaded hir into the waiting ambulance. “First time we actually did anything at a game beside watch,” He muttered as he closed the vehicle door and it took off. 
The girls and the coach  all stood and watched the ambulance leave. “We’ll check on her after the game,” Coach Pryde said, “I’ll give anyone that needs a ride, Okay girls?”
“Yes coach.” 
Rodrick was not paying much attention at that point. He turned and started walking back. His eyes met those of his band mates as he looked across the field at them. A whistle blew as he started across the center of the field. Apparently the game had continued after the abrupt end of the halftime show. He gave no care to what was around him as he locked onto his target. The Gerbil who dropped hir. The one who broke the frigail trust shi gave him. Rodrick stopped  and looked down at him.
“What?”
Without a word, Rodrick grabbed him and lifted the boy over his head. He slammed the gerbil down dropping on his chest and began swinging his fists. He didn’t remember and punches being thrown back, nothing other than the security personnel pulling him off. “DROP HIR AGAIN!” he shouted, “I FUCKING DARE YOU!”
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“It’s a minor break,” Dr. Genevieve said as the Giraffe woman Looked at the X-rays.
Vichad spent what felt like an eternity waiting in different rooms, between x-rays, and physical exams. Shi was happy that they at least gave hir something for the pain, and the band was there with hir. Shi looked around at hir friends as the initial high from the dosing came down and started to better understand what was going on again.
“We’ll have to put you in a cast. That means no pep squad for a few weeks.”
“Wait, what? But I have to do the pep squad stuff.”
“Not with that arm. And you’ll have to stay off the drums, and no dragon dance either.”
Vic heard the other shit as all eyes fell on the doctor.
“Okay, you got me. I am a bit of a fan,” she said with a smile. I caught my first show by accident during a medical conference.” She started collecting the supplies for the casting from around the room. “To be honest, it was  you and that  dancing that caught my attention. Fire, lights, acrobatic, what's not to love. But I have to know, how do you not sing your fur?”
“Um, fire retardant gel.”  As shi noticed his absence for the first time, “Wait where’s Rod?”
“Well, he’s likely past central booking by now. So... I would guess waiting for his initial bail hearing.” Ivory said as she fiddled with her phone. “I still can't believe how fast this video went viral.”
“Booking? He got arrested, what happened?”
“Rod happened, that’s what,” jabysis said as she held her own phone up with a video playing. “Fucking lost it and beat the shit out of the guy.”
Vic’s eyes went wide at the sight. Shi had never seen him get mad at anyone, let along physically violent. Shi reached for the phone without thinking. Only to pull back the pain surged through the medication.
“Hold it right there. I still need to set that and I don’t want you to make it worse,” Dr. Genevieve said as she sat on a stool and rolled to the fennec. “I’m sure he’ll be fine. We need to take care of you.”
“What the fuck was he thinking?”
“He wasn’t,” Jaysis said with a smile. “He never does when it comes to you. He just does the first thing that comes to mind. And I would have done the same thing if I were in his place. What that boy did was wrong on so many levels.”
“What? I fell. What do you men.”
“It’s got to be the drugs talking there,” Ebony retorted as she sat up in the cahit. He dropped you, and everyone saw it. Anyone who says different wasn’t watching. And Rod was watching better than any one. I swear to god, I have never seen him run that cast in my life. Here, Look.”
Vic took the phone in her good paw as she watched the slow motion replay edit of the event. 
-----
Rodrick sat in the holding cell as he wondered just what the rest of the group was doing. He slumped against the wall while he pondered what kind of mess he had gotten them into. He’s the rational on, Vic is the one prone to outbursts. He could count the number of times he’s had to hold hir back. But this time Shi couldn’t do it hirself, and he knew he would do it all again in a heartbeat. 
“Mr. White, your lawyers here.” The middle aged gray squirrel ushers a tall, well groomed eagle woman into the room. 
“Great, now the label is involved. I’ll never live this down.”
“No, Mr. White, I am not with anyone. My name is Alexis Hawkins, I am a pro-bono lawyer for youth working with a non-profit group here in Marblecliff.”
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“Mr. White,” the Shrew said as she finally acknowledged him.
“Look, that was all me.The other have nothing to do with it. Don’t punish them for what I did. I’m not even really part of the band.” He cut her off hoping to get ahead of the curve.
“No, you’re not part of the band, technically. And you were not part of the deal that got them enrolled. You were enrolled on your own merits. You passed the placement tests. You pay your own tuition, and you are here because you earned that seat you sit in. You assaulted a fellow teammate on at the homecoming game, which is all that was talked about during the dance after ward. Nevermind the team's victory.”
“I don’t know what I was thinking , Ma’am. I have no excuse.” He thought about the past two nights. He couldn’t bring himself to face Vic or the others, so he had spent them in a cheap hotel. 
“Before I get to the bad part, Iwant to thank you for what you’ve done. The pep squad and dance team have made vast improvements in skill, showmanship, and general morall. The halftime show, as much as was seen made an impact on some of our alumni and donors. We had a packed stadium. That is exactly what I wanted to see. I personally watched some of your practices, and was pleasantly surprised at how well both you and Miss. Stone were fitting into the team. Thank you for you hard work.”
“You’re welcome, Ma’am.”
“Now onto the real matter.”
Rodrick sighed as she looked through some papers on her desk.
“An initial investigation of what happened by our new Security Director found that the incident that triggered your reaction was premeditated. Those involved have been removed from the team and suspended for one week. The individual that perpetrated the event has been expelled from the school. We have a zero tolerance policy for bullying and hate crimes. As for you. We can not let your actions go unpunished. You will also receive a two week suspension and be removed from the team.”
“But, I…”
“As you said, you’re not technically part of the band. You’re just an individual at this school. But that brings me to another point. There has been a sudden, large donation to our music department. Something about some group of musicians drawing attention to our under funded programs.  Mr. Shaw has requested additional student aids. I will make it an in school suspension if you are willing to change your study hall to a student aid and work with Mr. Shaw in the music department.”
“Ma’am?”
“It’s a simple option. Spend two weeks at home, or spend two weeks and your future free periods in the music room.”
Rodrick sighed as he said, “Yes, Ma’am.”
She smiled at him, “I’m glad to hear it.”
