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Jordan sat at a table in one of the common areas as the other kids were leaving. Class had ended about 5 minutes ago, and she was expecting to see Mastrantonio soon. It was Friday, and every day since Tuesday that week, Prichard had found her waiting for Ross and her sister after school. Usually, they sat there and chatted a bit until Prichard’s dad got there, but yesterday he had snuck in a quick kiss and whispered in her ear, “see you tomorrow,” before running off.
Nervously, she waited for him or Kaitlyn to arrive, hoping that Kaitlyn wouldn’t be early just because it was the weekend. People cleared out exceptionally fast on Fridays, and the common area was vacant in no time. The parking lot, however, was completely full, and it would take Ross an extra twenty or so minutes to navigate from Chimera to where she was, on top of the ten to fifteen it took to navigate on a normal day. That gave her plenty of time to find out what Prichard was planning.
Jordan sighed. The way Prichard had whispered to her left her breathless. She wasn’t even sure she liked Prichard, but he was cute and romantic, and she had let him kiss her so it couldn’t hurt to find out... right?
“Hello, Bella~” came Prichard’s unmistakable accent from behind her.
Speak of the Devil... Jordan thought. She really hoped that Prichard wasn’t actually Lord Lucifer and that speaking his name had summoned him.
“Hello, Mastrantonio,” Jordan said, turning to face him. He is exceptionally handsome; it would make some sense that he would have sold his soul for good looks...
Prichard frowned. “You alright? What’s wrong?”
Jordan blinked and immediately blushed. “Uh- no, it’s nothing, really.”
Prichard laughed. “Haha! Thinking about me?”
“Nu- no! Well, ok, yeah... a bit...” Jordan’s gaze hit the floor.
“Good things I hope?”
“If you consider a comparison to the Devil good, then I suppose,” she said, looking back up to gauge his reaction.
Silence.
Jordan kicked herself for saying that. She was trying to be funny or clever, but that came out way wrong. Prichard was stunned to say the least. Jordan really hoped that she hadn’t upset him by mentioning religion. Why did she have to bring up something like that? Was she reall-
Prichard cut her off with another laugh. “Hahaha! Perhaps a comparison to my looks?” he said hopefully.
“Yeah! T-that!” Jordan laughed back.
Whew... Ok, he figured out what I meant.
“Hey listen, Jordan, I want to show you something. Can we talk privately?”
“Where did you have in mind?” Jordan asked. Was this what yesterday meant?
“How about the faculty bathroom?” he said gesturing to the big door that said ‘Staff and Faculty Only’. Teachers had their own restroom, separate from the ones the students used. It was unisex, and most of the staff were either busy trying to go home for the day or used the student bathrooms anyway because they were closer to the classrooms. Students would often use the faculty bathroom for a private area.
Jordan fidgeted. The thought of being alone with Prichard made her uneasy. Still, she was pretty curious to find out what he had in mind, especially if he felt like they needed more privacy.
“Sure,” Jordan said.
They walked in and Prichard locked the door behind them. Jordan looked around; the teachers’ bathroom was extremely nice and clean looking. You could get into a lot of trouble for being in one, but damn if Jordan wasn’t tempted to use them next time. Out of curiosity, Jordan checked the toilet paper: Charmin.
“Huh. I’m jealous,” Jordan remarked.
“Pretty nice, huh? Not like the nameless ass-wipes we get.”
Jordan laughed. Prichard seemed more, well, down-to-earth knowing he had an opinion on earthly things, and not just ridiculously cute.
“Yeah, they are pretty nice.” There was a pause in the conversation after that. It didn’t last more than a few seconds, but it made the moment even more awkward. Jordan fidgeted a bit, not wanting to be the one to engage, and was relieved when Prichard finally opened up.
“Jordan?”
“Yeah?” Jordan said nervously. Something about this was making her embarrassed.
Prichard looked at her with those deep emerald eyes of his; the exotic blue spots on his face caught her attention again; a cute feature, subtle in their hue but adding a unique accent to him that made him exotic and exciting.
Prichard exhaled deeply. Eyes flashing with determination, he stepped forward and grabbed her paws.
“You once said you liked me; how much do you like me?” he asked her.
Jordan could feel the last splotches of color flee her face. Thousands of thoughts were racing through Jordan’s mind, none of which made a coherent statement, unfortunately.
“I- you- uh-I dunno, man,” Jordan chirped. Why was she so warm? Technically, she had only said she thought he was cute, though she couldn’t figure out how to say that without sounding off-putting.
“Ok then, no rush-” Prichard said, as calm as a cucumber. His face was suddenly closer than she remembered and she could smell the intoxicating scent of his exotic cologne.
“I say we find out.” Before Jordan could respond, Prichard leaned forward to plant a kiss. Jordan’s mind melted in relief as Prichard’s lips danced across hers. A chill ran up her spine and electrified the part of her face that was touching his. Jordan’s eyes opened up to meet his. His lips curled into a smile and the kiss ended.
“Please?” he begged. Jordan was in no condition to argue.
“Oh... Okay,” she panted. What did he have in mind? She didn’t have to wait long. Prichard placed her hands on his waist, right around his belt. Before she could ask, he left her paws there and placed his around her at the hem around the back of her blouse. She gasped as the slight rustling moved her shirt up just enough to feel Prichard’s spot covered pads. Light well-groomed claws raked her hips, eliciting an unintentional purr from Jordan. He took that as a sign to move on.
His hands crawled up her back, up under her shirt and on her spine. Jordan thought about protesting, but Prichard pulled her close against him, and she could feel his heartbeat warmly through his shirt. It felt nice to listen to something like that, so close to someone else's heart, and she sighed contently. Their lips met again soon afterwards, her head naturally lifted up at the same time his tilted down so that they could meet in a kiss. It was a long, tender moment, and was amplified by Prichard's wandering hands massaging her back.
Jordan felt that she should also be doing that, and her paws cautiously explored Prichard’s hips. Prichard purred into her mouth as her hands found his butt, encouraging her voyage around his body.
Shyly, Jordan moved her hands down his waist. It wasn't something she was familiar with, feeling up somebody else, and Jordan hoped her inexperience wouldn't show too much. Fearing that Prichard would question her shyness, Jordan quickened her exploration and gave Prichard's butt a quick grope.
Her actions didn't go unnoticed, and Prichard broke their kiss with a gasp. "Ja-Jordan!"
"Y-yes?" Jordan said trembling.
"I think you're very sexy"
Suddenly the room started to wobble, and Jordan felt very pleasant with herself and Prichard. No one had ever called her sexy; Jordan was very thin and didn't have any voluptuous qualities. The mere thought of turning someone on made her giddy.
"Oh... okay." Jordan blushed.
Prichard stopped feeling her up for a second. "...can I ask you something?"
"What?" Jordan asked.
Prichard looked her straight in her two tone eyes before answering. "Can I see your boobs?"
Jordan didn't really know what to say. Morally and lawfully she shouldn't, but Prichard was such a handsome and nice guy, and she already was letting him feel up her back...
Jordan struggled to come up with a reason not to, and before she could her mouth was already taking. "Ah.... okay."
Prichard pushed their bodies apart a little. His hands pulled out of her shirt and came to rest on Jordan's round mounds. Jordan could barely breathe as Prichard took his time to feel her up. Her insides were burning, and she could feel the flame kick up as his hands started undoing her blouse.
Her hands were playing at his belt while he was doing this. It always made her curious whether or not Prichard had blue speckles on the rest of his body, and suddenly she was starting to wonder what his genitals looked like. A warm haze covered her mind, trying to picture Mastrantonio naked. The only cock she had ever seen was her dads, and that was forever ago, and sheathed at that. Suddenly her hands slipped below his buckle onto his crotch, which was bulging in his trousers.
"Wha- what is?" Jordan gasped out loud, realizing Prichard was getting off on feeling her up.
Prichard in turned blushed "That's... that's my Boner."
Jordan signed as her blouse came undone. Her breath was hot from the sight of Prichard's 'growth'
"Can... can I see it?"
Prichard breathed in hard. "Of course."
His head tilted farther down not to meet her gaze and instead focused on undoing her undershirt. Jordan bit her lip as she figured out she would need to undo his pants herself. Tediously, she pulled at Prichard's belt with the same slowness he was with her shirt.
"Be careful not to mess up my tie OK?" Jordan asked, also not looking at Prichard.
"I'll be careful..." he struggled to say as his belt came undone. Jordan slowly unzipped his pants and undid his button just as she was starting to feel her chest against the thin air. Soon, all that guarded their respective targets was Prichard's underwear and Jordan's blouse.
Prichard stopped. "Maybe we should do our own for this part."
"Good idea" Jordan said, not feeling comfortable having Prichard take off her bra or pulling down Prichard's boxers. She shyly put her hands behind her back and found the clasp that kept her training bra on while Prichard shimmied out of his boxers. They moaned in unison as they simultaneously pulled off their last bit of protection.
Prichard's member was the most exotic thing Jordan had ever seen. The length had come out of its sheath, revealing the barbs that lined a feline penis. Red dick twitched before Jordan's eyes as it hit the air, Prichard's boxers pulled down enough to see only where the sheath hit the balls, with his crotch being mainly white save for a few blue speckles.
Jordan was pulled out of her trance as a bolt of nerves fired off from her exposed breasts. Prichard wasted no time feeling her up, and playing with her immature tits which made Jordan shriek and wriggle.
"Shhh..." Prichard hushed her, slowing down a bit and grabbing her hand.
"We're still in school, remember?"
Jordan silently nodded. Jordan's fascination was still on Pritchard's cock, and Prichard pulled her hand till her paw rested on its length. In Jordan's eyes, it was pretty big. It was almost as long as her hand, and thick enough to fit the 'o' she could make with her thumb and index finger.
"C-Could you... stroke m-my cock?" Prichard hesitantly asked. Jordan looked up at him in confusion before looking down to figure out how to do that.
"Like... this?"
"Mhh-!" Is all Prichard could say as Jordan wrapped her hand around his penis. She was worried she had done something wrong, still, he started groaning in pleasure. His hands continued their assault on her chest and she joined his groaning with her own. She never realized her body could feel this good just by rubbing it.
Her hand started lightly caressing his dick, stroking it up and down. His whole body started tensing, enjoying Jordan’s fingers as she lightly squeezed the throbbing member. Jordan switched up tactics and experimentally rubbed the individual barbs on Prichard’s feline cock. She knew that they were supposed to be soft, but it didn’t help make them seem less dangerous till she actually felt them. Each one was barely noticeable on its own, so small they escaped her grasp. Jordan started rubbing with her thumb where the head met the shaft, which had a large concentration of barbs.
Immediately Prichard reacted, his posture falling forward into Jordan’s chest, causing both of them to yelp in surprise.
“I-I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to-”
“No- no, it’s f-fine.” Prichard gasped. “Y-you just have to understand that is a really sensitive s-spot.”
"Oh..." Jordan cooed in awe.
Prichard and Jordan stood there in complete silence for about a minute. The lack of noise hurt Jordan's ears when all of a sudden she heard something high pitched go off.
"Ah-! God damn it-!" Prichard yelped in pain, and pulled himself away from Jordan.
Jordan realized in horror that she had accidentally squeezed Prichard's cock too hard when her phone went off.
"Oh shit- I'm really sorry Prichard! I didn't mean to-"
Prichard shushed her with his finger and a groan. Jordan bit her lip as she found her bra and quickly reached it. She grabbed her phone next, awkwardly stepping around Prichard who picked up her shirt and blouse.
"Here..." Prichard said, helping put on her undershirt. Jordan offered her arm, Prichard putting her sleeve on as her other hand checked her phone.
[Kait: where are you? Did you leave already? I'm in the lounge.]
Jordan frowned and switched hands so Prichard could put on her other sleeve. She typed her reply as Prichard buttoned her blouse. She hated the idea of lying to Kaitlyn, but wasn't beyond stretching the truth till she could explain in person.
[I was talking to someone and got caught up. I'm in the bathroom; I'll see you in a minute.]
After sending her reply, Jordan hurried and put on her blouse, adjusting her tie in silence as Prichard fixed up his uniform.
Prichard was the first to speak. "You go ahead first; it will look really bad if we leave together."
"Ok..." Jordan said meekly. "Bye I guess..."
Prichard didn't respond. She hoped that he wasn't too angry
Jordan made her way to the common area where she and Kaitlyn usually met up. It only took a quick look around to conclude Kaitlyn wasn't there.
*where is she?* Jordan thought to herself, and was about to call her back when she heard an ear piercing shriek come from down the hall.
-----
Jordan ran as fast as she could. Lockers blurred around the corners of her vision as she closed the long hallways in short time. Panic swelled in her gut as she reached her destination- the girls’ bathroom. Jordan entered the room, the middle school bathrooms didn't have doors in this part of the building and privacy was kept by a wall that had to be walked around. As soon as Jordan turned around the corner, she was facing the back of a ring of girls; and in the middle were Vanessa and Kaitlyn.
The girls who formed the ring hadn't noticed her yet, too busy chatting amongst themselves. Jordan hadn't even begun to try and figure out what was happened when she saw it: a red ribbon in Vanessa's hands. Kaitlyn was sobbing, trying desperately to get her ribbon back, her long black hair going everywhere without the tie.
"Give it back!" Kaitlyn pleaded, tears rolling down her face.
"Excuse me?" Vanessa chided "are you telling me what to do?"
"Give it back, please!" Kaitlyn sobbed. Her face was in complete agony, her voice cracked from crying and desperation. "I need that! I'll do anything, just please leave it alone!"
The look on Kaitlyn's face was heart rending. There was a terror and desperation in her eyes, her face was messed up by a flow of tears. Kaitlyn was practically hyperventilating from how hard she was breathing, wanting to grab her ribbon back but not wanting to risk Vanessa damaging it.
Jordan had enough. She roughly pushed her way through two of the girls; their expressions fell through confusion and panic as she made her way past them.
"Vanessa!" Jordan shouted. The ring quieted down as Vanessa turned to meet her.
Vanessa's face twisted. "Hello Jordan, we're just about done he-"
Jordan wasn't listening. She wasn't in the mood for diplomacy. Jordan walked straight up to Vanessa, and yanked her down hard by her stupid looped earring. Everyone in the room gasped in surprise, including Jordan. Vanessa cried out, howling in pain from the strain on her long ear.
"Ow- Jordan, what the fuck!??"" Vanessa cried. Jordan responded by giving her ear a pulling hard.
"FUCK!" Vanessa shouted, and dropped Kaitlyn's Ribbon. Jordan lightened up as it fell and let go only after Kaitlyn had successfully grabbed it out of the air.
To Jordan's luck, her stunt had left the ring of girls so shocked they could only stand there dumbfounded. Vanessa on the other hand recovered quickly.
"You dumb bitch!" Vanessa yelled rubbing her ear. She snarled in anger, giving Jordan and Kaitlyn a leering stare. Kaitlyn shrank behind Jordan, but Jordan returned her glare unimpressed. Maybe it was seeing Kaitlyn hurt, or because she was still riled up from her encounter with Prichard, but Jordan felt it was time to stand up for herself. The timing however was less then favorable; after school surrounded and outnumbered. If she could stun the crowd she might just walk out of here...
"You’re a piece of shit, Jordan. I once had high hopes for you, but you turned out to be a stupid cunt who can't even pass her classes without her parents begging for an extension."
Jordan bit her lip. Her parents hadn't asked for an extension for an assignment since last year, and that wasn't really her fault. How Vanessa knew about that Jordan had no idea.
Vanessa smiled. "You're so miserable and pathetic; no wonder you have to suck up to Taybra's puppy for homework, I bet you suck him off after school too."
Jordan's cheek burned as the other girls burst out in laughter. Jordan finally snapped
"I'm miserable and pathetic? You can't even go to the bathroom without your pack of girls behind you. I might not be the best student, but I don't go picking on people in the bathroom to show off like some dumb bitch!"
One of the girls from the circle rushed towards Jordan. A bulky Doberman tried to grab Jordan's collar, but Jordan was fast enough to move out of the way.
"Come here and try to say that again!" She yelled as everyone started getting louder.
"Kyle!" Vanessa commanded. The Doberman girl stopped. "That's enough. We've got plenty of people here who saw Jordan viciously attacked me. You don't understand how easy it would be for me to get you suspended and you’re lucky I don't go get the principle right now"
"No you don't understand! You've got a group of witnesses here to say you were bullying one defenseless girl!"
Vanessa blinked; this obviously wasn't going as she planned. Before she could form a new plan, Jordan continued.
"You’re an idiot if you think you can have each of these girls keep their story straight. We'll march down to the office right now, and it only takes one of you to fuck up to get you all suspended for hazing, maybe even dispelled you bitch!"
"Jordan!" A panicked voice came from behind her. She didn't notice how close she had moved to Vanessa and was practically touching noses with her. The crowd of girls was whispering to themselves, what Jordan had said had obviously struck a nerve with them. Kaitlyn grabbed her hand and was pulling her towards the exit.
"It’s fine, please let's just go."
Jordan fidgeted. "You sure? What they did to you..."
Kaitlyn shook her head. Jordan knew she was right, and she had done what she set out to do: stun Vanessa and turn her numbers against her. It was time to leave before they recovered.
"Fine..." Jordan said, starting to realize she could've easily been beaten up by seven other girls.
"But this isn't over!" Jordan said threateningly.
"Jordan!" A voice called out from outside. Jordan frowned; she didn't recognize it.
Everyone turned and looked at the door as Svetlana Black turned around the corner. "Hey Jordan, are you-" the bunny hybrid started. She glanced at everyone in the room, her gaze lingering at Vanessa before landing on Jordan and Kaitlyn. Her eyes narrowed. "...Hey, Jordan, your cousin and sister are looking for you. Is everything alright in here?"
Jordan glanced at Vanessa. With Ross here, she could try something risky.
"Yeah, everything's fine. Could you tell her I'm in here? We're just about done. Kaitlyn, how about you go ahead."
Kaitlyn nodded and passed the girls blocking the door. She glanced back at Jordan questioningly.
Jordan turned back around to confront Vanessa. Luckily, most of her group had dissipated, but the Doberman girl, Kyle, struck around to watch her.
Jordan frowned. "Listen, I know you don't like me, and I'm not really fond of you either. But I don't care if we never talk about anything again, but I won't stand you picking on Kaitlyn, or any other girl. If you do I swear to god I'll put an end to it, got it?"
Vanessa didn't respond. She merely tilted her head up, studying Jordan over. "Alright, Jordan. You win this round. Perhaps I misjudged you."
Vanessa and Kyle took their leave, Kyle giving Jordan a threatening growl.
"I'll see you around, Jordan."
Jordan didn't exhale till Kyle rounded the corner and out of earshot.
Jordan exited the bathroom a little while later, only to be greeted by Svetlana and her sister, Illyana. Svetlana had her back leaned against the walk, and stood up straight to greet her.
"Hey." Svetlana said.
"Uhh, hey..." Jordan responded uncertainty.
Svetlana Black was a gorgeous and confident mixture between rabbit and raccoon. She was way out of Jordan's circle, and rivaled if not excelled Vanessa in popularity. Unlike Vanessa, she was popular because everyone genuinely liked her; she had a kind, bold, and independent type of cool that made its own path to the top. It was no secret that there was bad blood between her and Vanessa, and Jordan wondered if that was what this was really about.
"Kait told me what happened. That was pretty cool, standing up to Vanessa like that." Svetlana stated plainly.
Jordan blushed. "Y-yeah? It wasn't that big a deal, I would have done it for anyone."
Svetlana favored her with a smile. "That's good to hear. If Vanessa gives you any more trouble, come find me and I'll deal with her."
Jordan blinked. "Yeah! Sure, no problem. I'll hold you to it."
Svetlana put a paw on her shoulder as she and her sister walked off.
"Definitely, I'll see you around!"
"Bye, Jordan!" Illyana called back to her.
"Bye! See you Monday." Jordan responded. Jordan hurried off in the other direction. Technically it would've been quicker to follow the sisters towards the common area, but they had already said goodbyes and Jordan didn't want to spoil the moment.
Did I just make friends with Svetlana and Illyana black? Jordan pondered. That would be awesome if she did, her mother always worried about her lack of friends and she might have some people to hang out with during the summer. Also, on a more selfish note, having Svetlana as a friend for high school would make the transition a lot easier, even if Jordan didn't really believe that they would be too close of friends just like that.
Jordan was a wall flower, and a band geek. Even with her super proactive sister she still felt unnoticed in school. Svetlana on the other hand practically lead the school, even if that position was technically held by Vanessa as student body representative. Even though they both were in the same Girl Scout troop, being in only one class together had made it nigh impossible to really get to talk to the popular bunnycoon.
Jordan rounded the corner back into the common area. Her sister and Kaitlyn were there, trying to calm Ross down. Ross was fuming, obviously mad about something, Jordan could only guess what.
“Hey!” Jordan intervened.
"Where is she? I want to talk to that little-"
"She already left. Don't worry Ross, I talked to her." Jordan intervened.
Ross' face softened. "Of course I worry; no one should be picking on my little cousin! And I'll be damned if I don't want to show her how I feel." Ross said, still looking around as if she’d find Vanessa
Jordan faked a relaxed face. “It’s cool! I handled the situation. Plus Svetlana said she'd help me if Vanessa gives us any more trouble."
As she said this Kaitlyn's face lit up. That statement was less significant to Ross and Elena as they were both in high school, but Kaitlyn knew that was a big deal.
"Well, I'm glad that's over with. Let's just go home and relax. It's Friday after all!" Elena cheered cheerfully.
Ross sighed. "Sure, whatever. Let’s just go home."
-----
Ross stopped the car in the Rikkers' driveway. Elena had managed to keep the conversation light despite their encounter with Vanessa earlier. Now that the engine was off, they all sat there in awkward silence. Ross checked her phone and texted her girlfriend, before looking up to address everyone.
“Alright, everyone out.” Jordan opened the door in the back and stepped out. Elena lazily stepped out the passenger side, grabbing her elbow as she stretched her arm above her head and gave a long yawn.
“You have anything to do this afternoon Elena? I’m going to leave as soon as I get changed, so if you need a ride you better get ready fast.” Ross asked.
“Nope! I’m free for this weekend. Saturday I might like a ride though.”
“We’ll see. How about you Jordan? What are your plans for the weekend?”
“Nothing really, Lucas is busy helping his brother Saturday and Sunday, but he and Taybra are coming over later. Also, I’m pretty sure me and Kaitlyn are just gonna chill, right?”
Kaitlyn had walked around to join in. “Na-uh, you’ve got an English Essay to finish, and I’m going to make sure you do it.”
“Wha- Kait!” Jordan exclaimed. Ross and Elena chucked as Kaitlyn gave Jordan an unfaltering stare. She was serious!
“Haha, glad you found someone to keep you in line Jordan!” Elena teased. Jordan sighed and resigned to the fact that she would be busy this weekend.
Oh well, at least most of it’s done. Summer’s around the corner, so I just have to get this done and I should be in the clear.
Jordan sighed “Yeah, that’s probably best- but do we have to do this today? We just got home!”
Kaitlyn gave her a stubborn look. “Yes right now! While school is still on your mind! If you get this done then you’ll be free the rest of the weekend and won’t have to worry anything the rest of the school year!”
Jordan groaned. Right after school, school was the LAST thing on her mind. Everything Kaitlyn just said made a lot of sense, and she had all heard multiple times by her parents. No weaseling out of this one.
“Fine... but when Taybra and Lucas get here, we’re taking a break.”
“Reasonable. Now let’s go!” Kaitlyn demanded. Jordan reluctantly followed, Ross and Elena chuckling behind them.
“Mom, we’re home!” Elena called out.
Alice came around the corner soon afterwards. Alice was a tall and elegant Tundra Lion in her mid-30’s. She moved with a predatory grace, often sneaking up on Jordan or Elena without them noticing. After two children, she still had a very toned body and made very good use of the home gym and pool.
Alice smiled as she greeted everyone “Hey Elena, welcome home. Hello Kaitlyn, how are your parents?”
“Doing good Mrs. Rikkers!” Kaitlyn smiled.
Alice stuck out her tongue “Bled, Mrs. Rikkers. Please, call me Alice dear. Would you girls like something to eat?”
Kaitlyn shook her head before Jordan could say anything. “Not for us, maybe later. We’re going to get Jordan’s homework out of the way.”
Jordan sighed and dropped her head. Alice couldn’t contain her smile if she tried. “That’s wonderful Kaitlyn dear; I’ll bring up snacks later. I’m glad someone is worried about school. Jordan.” Alice gave Jordan a look, which Jordan refused to meet.
“Yeah, I know. Let me get changed first. You can use the bathroom down here, and I’ll meet you in my room.”
“Alright Jordan,” Kaitlyn remarked, grabbing her clothes out of her bag “but don’t take too long.”
“Yes, mom.” Jordan said sticking out her tongue.
“Jordan, Listen to Kaitlyn.” Alice remarked playfully “Kaitlyn, make sure she’s working hard.” Alice said passing by Jordan towards the kitchen.
“Yes Miss- ah, Alice.” Kaitlyn said before closing the bathroom door. Jordan gave her mom a hug before rushing upstairs to get changed. She closed her door behind her and grudgingly changed out of her school uniform into something more casual. After deciding on a pair of white shorts and a loose tee-shirt, she gathered up all her school clothes and put them in the hamper just as Kaitlyn knocked on the door.
“Come in.” Jordan yelled at her. Kaitlyn cracked open the door and peeked in regardless, then slowly entered.
“Wow...” Kaitlyn remarked, looking around. Jordan looked around too. Kaitlyn hadn't been to Jordan’s house very often yet, and they usually hung out in the den or the basement. Jordan’s room had every wall filled with different musical instruments. The walls were also thicker than they appeared, being soundproofed by an extra layer of foam. The back wall had various pieces of large electrical equipment used for recording and mixing music, all connected to her Large Desktop computer. Jordan had a music room in the basement as well, but her parents had allowed her to have a second recording room in her room to encourage her to sleep.
“Like it? Sorry, I don’t have a Cello.”
“No, no, it’s awesome! That’s like, the entire music store.” Kaitlyn mused. Kaitlyn stared fondly at Jordan’s collection of music surplus for a long while. Jordan was both proud that Kaitlyn was so impressed and also grateful for the reprieve from homework.
“So this is your room huh? I like it! I can’t believe your parents let you keep all this in your room.”
“Well, they say it’s better than being in the basement all night.”
“Your parents don’t just send you to bed?” Kaitlyn inquired. “Well, that doesn’t really work for me.” Jordan admitted.
“How come?”
“Well...” Jordan started. She took a seat on the bed and Kaitlyn sat next to her. “I don’t sleep really well. I have insomnia. It’s not too serious but it makes me a really light sleeper. Instead of keeping my sister and parents up, they let me record music in my room so that if I have the desire to sleep I can just pass out on my bed.”
“Wow... I’m sorry, that must be awful.” Kaitlyn exclaimed.
Jordan Shrugged. “It’s not too bad; I can manage to get by. When I’m older maybe I’ll get medicine, but my parents don’t really want me on drugs right now. They say I’m too young. And...”
Jordan trailed off. She was already making Kaitlyn worry; she didn't want to throw in her other problems.
"And?" Kaitlyn egged on.
Jordan looked out the window. "Well, supposedly I'm "at risk" for chronic depression."
Kaitlyn looked shocked. "What does that mean? You’re depressed?"
Jordan shook her head. "No, but due to various conditions and a family history, it's a strong possibility I might have to deal with that."
"Jordan, I'm sorry, that must be hard... wait - your dad has chronic depression in his family?"
"No, my mom, actually." Jordan chucked. She wasn't surprised by Kaitlyn's disbelief. "Your mom is NOT chronically depressed!"
Jordan laughed. "No, but it runs in her family. My aunts, grandmother, and most of my cousins deal with it in a way. Even Ross, though Ross could hardly be called at risk. Actually, my cousin Popi, her sister, is a lot like my aunt, so I guess it skips every once in awhile. Not me though..."
Jordan looked over at Kaitlyn. Her eyes were almost watery with how worried she was.
“Haha, Kait! Really, I’m fine.” Jordan smiled. “I don’t need you worrying about me too ok? I've got awesome parents and a good life, I'm not depressed.”
Kaitlyn sighed “I just want you to be ok. It was really cool what you did for me today...”
Jordan grimaced. She felt guilty that Kaitlyn was even in that situation. No doubt, Kaitlyn had walked into the bathroom because of Jordan’s text, and found Vanessa instead.
“No, I should apologize for that. I wasn’t even in that bathroom; that could have been avoided if I had told you I was using the teacher's bathroom.”
“Don’t feel bad!” Kaitlyn comforted. “You couldn’t have known I would have gone looking for you, and you couldn’t have known Vanessa was in there! I’m just glad nothing... bad happened.”
Kaitlyn looked down after she had said this. She had tied her hair up with a band and held her red ribbon in her lap, rubbing her thumb across its silk.
“That ribbon... It’s important to you?” Jordan asked.
Kaitlyn looked sad. “Yeah... It was... my Mom’s.”
Oh.
“Oh... I’m sorry Kaitlyn” Jordan apologized.
Kaitlyn sniffed slightly. “Don’t be. I’m just glad it’s ok... it’s kinda all I have left.”
Jordan looked at her with concern “Kait... if you don’t want to talk about this...”
Kaitlyn shook her head. “It’s ok, it’s better to share then hold it in right?” Kaitlyn weakly smiled. Jordan shifted positions. They both moved to the center of Jordan’s queen bed, and Jordan crossed her legs as she intently listened to Kaitlyn. Kaitlyn took a deep breath, and started out as calmly as she could.
“When... when we were little, me and Kiki... we lived with my mom... and Dad. I don’t remember most of what happened but I do remember being; feeling helpless, scared. I didn’t know what was going on, but in a way I understood. Our dad was abusive. I think he did some bad things, sold drugs or something. M-mama still liked him though. She stuck with him, and got hooked on something bad. Then, the police came close and we moved here. Then he took Kiki somewhere. She came back bruised and wouldn’t t-tell me what happened oh-or *sniff* w-where she w-went...”
Kaitlyn took a shaky breath and wiped a tear away from her eye. Jordan moved closer and wrapped an arm around her shoulder, Kaitlyn leaned her head against her as she continued. “Mama ignored most of it for a while. But one night they were arguing. I think it was about me, because I remember being scared to see my dad that night and then K-Kiki took me into the closet and we waited t-there till the morning...”
Kaitlyn was openly crying at this point. Jordan was on the verge of tears herself, but couldn’t pull herself away from Kaitlyn’s tale.
“Kait...”
“*sniff* w-we awoke the next morning, and I thought d-dad had found us. It turned out to be a policeman to take us away. We moved to Marblecliff because the police weren’t v-very big here, but I guess the neighbors had called. I asked about my mom but it turned out that she... she overdosed that night. My dad got arrested a few days later. We were put into foster care after that.”
Kaitlyn had stopped sobbing but tears still rolled down her cheek. She was staring off into the distance like the scene was playing out before her.
“Kiki was so brave... when the policeman came to get us out of the closet she attacked him with a baseball bat. He-he, ha... huh...” Kaitlyn lifted herself off of Jordan’s side and looked down at the ribbon in her hands. “W-when we first moved here, m-my mom t-took us, just m-me and Kiki shopping for a new dress. I g-got to pick out my own dress, a nh-nice white one. Mama tied this ribbon in my hair and- and- *sob* sh-said that she was so proud of me and- ah- *sob* and-!”
Everything else Kaitlyn said was lost in a torrent of tears and crying. She cradled her head in her hands and let everything out. Jordan felt wetness around her own eyes, and felt helpless as she saw her friend sob her heart out. She wrapped both hands around her in a hug and hummed softly from her throat like her mom did to comfort her. The noise was a cross between a purr and a chirp, high pitched and at the same time soft and filled with bass. She hummed out the notes to “Golden Slumbers” a Beatles song which her Mom always sung and it seemed to quiet Kaitlyn down.
Kaitlyn’s sob’s turned into soft yet violent gasps as she fought to regain her composure. Jordan felt her door open a bit and glanced up to see her mom with a tray in her hands. Alice gave Jordan a very concerned look, Jordan replied with a silent nod to let her mom know everything was ok. Alice mouthed something to her and Jordan nodded again. Her mom turned around and walked down the hall, toward the master bedroom incase Jordan would need her.
Kaitlyn finally ended her sad state with a sigh. Jordan patted her on the back. “Feel better?”
Kaitlyn looked up and gave her a genuine smile. “Yeah. Much better.” Kaitlyn leaned forward and gave Jordan a hug. Jordan sighed and returned it, wiping a tear from her eye behind Kaitlyn’s back. Kaitlyn pulled back, only to push forward to meet Jordan’s face.
“What are you-” Jordan started, before Kaitlyn pushed her lips against her cheek. Jordan blushed, moving a hand to her face. “What was that for?”
Kaitlyn giggled, “for being a good friend.” They both laughed and leaned back. Sighing deeply to relieve the mood that hung in the air. At that time, Alice decided to make her entrance. “Hey girls, having a good time?”
Kaitlyn nodded “Yeah. I think so. “
Alice placed the tray on the stand next to the bed. “Ok. Well, if you need anything I’ll be downstairs. Don’t be afraid to call out for me ok?”
“Ok mom!” Jordan said.
“Ok Mi- ah, Alice!” Kaitlyn replied.
“Alright then. Lucas will be here soon, when your done up here be sure to bring down the tray.”
“Okay!” they said and unison, and then laughed afterwards.
-----
Jordan sat in her favorite chair in her basement. It was old, some sort of cross between linen and cotton, it smelled musty and she couldn't tell if it was supposed to be orange or brown. Completely deployed in the loveseat, she watched as Kaitlyn took a turn playing a game called "Bug!" on her father's old Sega Saturn. After dying again, she handed the controller to Lucas who had trouble grabbing it with Taybra clinging to him.
"This game is hard..." Kaitlyn remarked as Lucas started his adventure. Jordan was glad Kaitlyn got along with Tay and Lucas.
"Ah!" Taybra shouted, nearly leaping out of Lucas' lap, causing him to yep and his character to die. Lucas gave her a dirty look and decided to go ahead and take another turn. Taybra had leapt over to the side of the couch where Jordan and Kaitlyn were sitting.
Both Jordan and Kaitlyn gave her a suspicious look; Kaitlyn had been around Taybra long enough to know how she could get sometimes, and Jordan knew she had a plot by the look on her face.
And it included them. "So! I've got something planned for you two. Buuut I can't tell you what it is till you agree to it."
Kaitlyn looked worried, Jordan frowned. She glanced over at Lucas, who had a look of confusion as he listened in to what his girlfriend had planned.
Jordan shrugged. "C’mon, Tay, just tell us what it is."
Taybra giggled. "Nope, you've got to agree first."
“How do we know you're not playing some sort of joke on us?" Kaitlyn put in.
Jordan smiled to herself. The trick to beating Taybra's games was to wear her down till she caved. She was way too excited about what she wanted to tell them, and would eventually give in and say what it is, something Kaitlyn had picked up on apparently.
Taybra gave an agitated whine. "Nnhuu, I’m not gonna play a joke on you! I'm doing the same thing as you guys. It's gonna be fun, but I want to make sure you guys are gonna go!"
Kaitlyn got up on her knees to match Taybra's height. "Well I don't want to get roped into something I don't want to do! Why can't you tell us? Can you tell us when it is?"
“It’s gonna be next weekend! I don't want you guys finding something else to do that weekend instead, so I want you to promise now! I am really serious when I say you two will love it!"
Kaitlyn looked at Jordan, Jordan shrugged.
“How serious?" Kaitlyn asked. She was being uncharacteristically bold right now, a good trait for her, Jordan thought.
Taybra sat up and crossed her arms. "Super serious. Try me."
"Come on Tay, just tell us." Jordan groaned.
"Pleeease, just trust me on this! What do I got to do to get you promise?" Taybra pouted.
"Would you make out with your boyfriend?"
Jordan, Taybra and even Lucas turned to look at Kaitlyn, who blushed from the attention.
"What? If you’re sincere, you wouldn't have to think about it. Or you could just tell us."
Jordan admired her strategy. An ultimatum put an end to the argument, causing Taybra to choose to follow through or break.
"Tay, just tell us, there's no point in draggi-"
Taybra interrupted Jordan by spinning around and tackling Lucas. Lucas yelped in surprise, his character dying for the umpteenth time. Lucas let out an affectionate grow as Taybra straddled his lap. Taybra eyed Kaitlyn challengingly as she bent forward, slowly closing her eyes as her lips met Lucas's.
Jordan and Kaitlyn could only gawk as Taybra and Lucas made out on the couch. Their kiss escalated with their moans, deepening in passion. Lucas stirred, his hands traveling up on their own accord to grab Taybra, control forgotten as it hit the floor.
However, before Lucas could really enjoy Taybra's body, Taybra's hands snatched his, moving them to a neutral position in between their laps. Lucas whined a little in exasperation, obviously wanting to embrace further but Taybra had other intentions. Her gaze was off to the side, making sure Kaitlyn could see her making out, completing her end of the deal.
As suddenly as she started, Taybra stopped, pulling back off Lucas's body. Lucas leaned forward, not wanting their session to stop and growled in frustration. Taybra merely giggled, putting a single finger on his lips.
"Hush," she teased. "Maybe later. But now, all I want to hear is your promises."
Jordan and Kaitlyn blinked for the first time. They both blushed a bit from Taybra's brash display.
"Fine, you win Tay. Now what are we agreeing to?"
Taybra flashed a satisfied smile, barely able to contain her excitement. "Jordan, Kaitlyn, you two are coming over to my house next weekend for a girls slumber party."

