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“You all did well in your essay,” Mr. Lane says as he walks down the aisle, handing back the essays he had gotten us to write last week. “Although, there are others who I’m fairly disappointed with.” 

Mr. Lane stops in front of my desk, smiling proudly as he hands me my essay. “Congratulations, Mary-Kate.” 

I take the paper from him and he moves on to the next student. On the top right hand corner in red ink was an A plus. I smile to myself knowing I had gotten the highest mark, even if Mr. Lane hadn’t announced it to the class. Unlike the rest of my classmates, I was excellent at writing essays. I once entered an essay competition last year, and came first in the entire country.  

A hand taps my shoulder from behind. I spin around in my chair to face my best friend Keegan. “How did you go, MK?” 

I smile, holding up the piece of paper proudly. “I got an A plus.” I put it back down on my desk. “What about you?” 

Keegan looks shamefully down at her paper before turning back to me. “B for me.” 

I give her an encouraging smile. “That’s a good grade.” 

“Yeah, but it’s nowhere as good as yours.” 

“You just have to keep writing them to get better.” 

“Is that what you do in your spare time? Write essays?” 

I laugh. “No, I do not do that in my spare time.”  

Keegan raises her eyebrow to show she didn’t believe me. 

“Okay, sometimes I do. You know how my dad is this perfectionist. He expects me to write them perfectly. He gives me a topic to write about and expects five pages to be written. If I don’t, he keeps making me write them over and over again.” 

Education is very important to my parents. Growing up, I have always been expected to do well in school. I was never that girl who would go off to camps for the summer. No. School break or not, I was always studying to stay ahead. Sometimes, I hate how my parents are both teachers - always pushing me to make sure I’m on top of my education. 

You would think I’d dislike school with how strict my parents are about my education, but I really do enjoy school. Like my parents, I’m planning to become a teacher. 

“Girls, do I need to give you detention?” Mr. Lane says to us from where he was standing in the back row from the other side of the room. “Please turn and face the front, Mary-Kate. Keegan, no talking unless you have a question to ask. You can talk once my class is over.” 

I obey my teacher. 

The door opens and closes. It was no surprise who had walked in. Jordan Gates was always late for class. He was the biggest bad boy of the school who no one liked. He has a reputation. His entire family does. His father is in jail for manslaughter after drink driving and knocking down a pedestrian, killing them. As for his mother, she was a gambler and drug addict. 

“It’s nice of you to join us, Jordan,” Mr. Lane says. “Is there a reason why you are late to my class?” 

Jordan shrugs, not giving a care in the world. He takes the empty seat in front of me that’s right in front of the teacher’s desk. Every teacher in the school makes Jordan sit in the front row so they can keep a close eye on him.  

Mr. Lane finishes handing out the rest of the papers before walking over to Jordan. He had a single piece of paper in his hand, which I assume is Jordan’s essay. He stands in front of Jordan, placing the paper on his desk. 

“You have detention today,” he says. “And while you spend some time in detention, I want you to rewrite this again. When you do, I do not want you to hand in a paper with one sentence.” 

“Whatever,” Jordan answers, slouching back on his chair.  

Our teacher frowns at him. He gestures Jordan to stand up. Jordan rolls his eyes and stands, his chair scraping against the floor. All of the attention is on him. He is in some of my classes and always finds a way to interrupt the class. 

“Spit out your gum,” Mr. Lane scolds, pointing to the bin beside the door. 

Jordan strolls over to the bin, spits out his gum and returns to his seat. Mr. Lane continues on with his lesson. 

All throughout the lesson, Jordan kept interrupting with his awful jokes that weren’t funny. Half of me wanted to get up and smack him in the back of the head. He may not want to be here to learn, but I wanted to. 

The tension of annoyance I feel ends as soon as the bell rings, but I wasn’t sure for how long it will last until I begin to feel it again. Algebra was my next class, and unfortunately Jordan was in my class. With his disrespectful behaviour, sometimes I wondered why he hadn’t been expelled from school yet.  

I gather up my stuff, placing everything into my bag. Everyone rushes out the door to head to their next class, except for Jordan who is sitting there like he didn’t have to be anywhere in a hurry. 

“Can you even believe Jordan Gates?” Keegan says to me as we walk out into the corridor. 

“I know,” I reply back. “I’m surprised he hasn’t been expelled yet.” 

“He is such a loser.” 

I wanted to tell her not to speak like that about Jordan. He isn’t a likeable person and maybe he is a loser, but I didn’t agree to call him or anyone by that name. Jordan is more of a jerk than a loser. He just has no respect for himself or for anyone. 

But instead of saying anything to her what I think, I tell Keegan I will meet up with her during lunch and make my way to algebra. 

“Hey, babe,” my boyfriend of six months says as he joins me in the hallway, wrapping his arm around my waist. 

I smile. “Hey, Kyle.”  

“How are you today? I didn’t get to see you this morning.” 

“I’m great. I’m just annoyed from the last lesson. Jordan Gates came to class late.” I let out a frustrated sigh, “I hate it when he interrupts class. I don’t know why he even brothers to come to school.” 

“That’s because the community doesn’t want him. The school is stuck with him because no other school would want him either.” He chuckles at his comment. 

“I just wish he could show more respect.” 

Kyle chuckles. “Yeah, that is never happening. His parents have no respect for anyone, and Jordan is exactly like his parents.” 

I was suddenly pushed hard into Kyle, pushing us into a couple who was making out at their locker. They curse at us for interrupting their make out session. I apologise to them, and then turn to see who had ran into me. Jordan. He didn’t even bother to apologise to me or even Kyle for what he did. He just continued walking down the corridor like he had nothing to do with what happened. Jerk. 

Kyle walks me to my classroom, kissing me goodbye before heading off to his social science class. Surprisingly, when I entered the classroom I find Jordan seated inside. He usually wanders the school halls in between classes to ensure he’s late. 

I walk over to him. He looks up at me when I stand in front of his desk. 

“Yes?” he says. 

“Why did you push me in the hall earlier?” I ask, even though I knew I probably wasn’t ever going to get an answer from him. 

He looks at me innocently. “Are you sure it was me and not someone else?” 

I cross my arms. “It could have been someone else, but no one is that big of a jerk than you are.” 

He throws me a dirty look. I thought he would tell me off for what the insult, but he doesn’t. I turn away when it seemed clear he wasn’t going to reply, heading to my seat in the back row. Just as I turn to walk, Jordan sticks out his foot, tripping me over. I manage to grab a hold of a table to stop me from hitting the floor. 

I don’t dare to look back at him once I steady myself to my feet. 

“Klutz,” he chuckles. 

I ignore him and take my seat in the back. He glances back at me as I take out my textbook from my bag. He rolls his eyes, mumbling “nerd” and turns back to the front of the class, putting his feet up onto his desk like he was lounging on the couch of his own home. 

I watch Jordan as the other students pile into the classroom. He never once tries to trip any of the others over, continuing to have his feet up on the table. 

Class couldn’t end any quicker. I avoided Jordan as I leave the classroom so he couldn’t trip me again. I didn’t even make any eye contact with him. 

I head to my locker, placing the books I no longer needed for the day, and grab the next two period classes. The good thing is that the rest of the day I didn’t have to worry about Jordan Gates, except for chemistry, which I didn’t have until last period. I’m so not looking forward to it, not wanting to know what interruptions he was going to do this time. 

Putting Jordan out of my mind, I make my way to the cafeteria where Keegan and Kyle were waiting for me. I spot them in the lunch line and join them. I usually bring my own lunch, but I felt like buying my lunch today. Lunch here is never good, but sloppy Joes are served on the menu today. 

Jordan became the topic of our conversation as we waited in line to grab our food. I didn’t want to gossip about him, since it’s unkind to talk about someone behind their backs, but my friend and boyfriend both had something mean to say about him. Keegan spoke about his behaviour in English, while Kyle talks about what he did to me and him in the corridor. I didn’t tell my friends what he did in algebra. They don’t need to know. 

“Are you able to come over to my place after school today, MK?” Keegan asks me once we were seated at a table. “I have a history test tomorrow and I was hoping you could help me study.” 

I smile at her. “Yeah, I’ll be happy to help you.” 

I bite into my sloppy Joe just as Mr. Heckenberg, our school principal, approaches our table. 

“Mary-Kate Rowe?” 

I quickly swallow the food in my mouth before I answer. “Yes, Mr. Heckenberg?” 

“Can I see you in my office, please?” 

I smile at him. “Yeah, sure.” 

I leave my food on the tray, hoping I won’t be in the principal’s office for too long, and follow Mr. Heckenberg to his office. I wasn’t worried about being in trouble for anything since I have never been in trouble by Mr. Heckenberg or by teachers. Whenever I get called to his office, it’s always a good thing. 

I take a seat in front of his desk. “So what’s up, Mr. Heckenberg?” 

He sits down in his leather desk chair. “Have you ever thought of tutoring for extra credit for college?” 

“Tutoring?” I shake my head. “No. I never thought of it. Extra credit sounds great.” My parents will be proud of me. 

He smiles, leaning back in his chair. “That’s great to hear because I need you to help tutor a student. He is failing his subjects, and his teachers are concerned about him. We need him to pass his final exams. If he fails, he will have the lowest grade in this school’s history. I have never seen a student fail their finals before. I have seen students struggling with their school work, but with the help of tutoring, they have pass their finals. Since you’re one of my honour students, I’d like you to tutor him.” 

I nod. “I’d be glad to help. Who is the student?” 

“Jordan Gates.”  
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I burst into laughter at the mentioned of Jordan’s name. There is no way Mr. Heckenberg wants me to tutor him. Jordan Gates is not even worth tutoring. He doesn’t have respect for himself, for anyone and he most definitely did not care about his education. Why should I help him? 

“You are joking, right?” I ask with the laughter in my voice. “Jordan Gates? Seriously?” 

Mr. Heckenberg doesn’t return the humour. “This is no joke, Mary-Kate. I would really like you to tutor Jordan.” 

I shake my head. I hated the idea of disappointing my principal, but there was no way I could tutor Jordan. I would help anyone except for him. There was no point in helping him. “No I’m sorry, Mr. Heckenberg, but I’m not tutoring him. Can’t you get someone else to do it?” 

“I’m sorry, Mary-Kate. At the moment, Jordan is the only one who really needs help with tutoring. I believe you’re the only one who could really help him.” 

I couldn’t understand why Mr. Heckenberg would want me to help him. Even if I did decide to help him, how do I know if Jordan is serious about getting help? This tutoring arrangement will just be a big joke to him. 

On the plus side, at least I will be getting extra credit for college even if Jordan doesn’t cooperate with me. 

I nod. “Fine, I’ll do it. I just need to work out when is a good time. I work part time after school.” 

A smile spread across his lips. “Thank you, Mary-Kate. I really appreciate it.” He grabs a piece of paper from his desk and hands it to me. “Here is the list of subjects I need you to help him with.” 

I take the paper from him and read it. Jordan’s subjects are English, algebra, chemistry, German and social science. 

“Are you ready for this?” Mr. Heckenberg asks, double checking in case I change my mind at the last minute. 

I nod, hoping I wasn’t making a mistake by agreeing to do this. “Yes, I’m ready. When do you want me to start?” 

“I would like you to start tutoring him as soon as possible. Once you leave my office, I’m going to call Jordan in to speak to him about it.” 

After Mr. Heckenberg dismissed me, and I head back to the cafeteria. I think about Jordan and wonder how he was going to react when our principal discuss the news with him. He will no doubt be a pain once the lessons start. He wasn’t going to like this as much as I didn’t, and even though he wasn’t going to care about his grades, at least the tutoring will help with credit for college. 

“You will never guess what Mr. Heckenberg wants me to do,” I say to my friends as I sit down at our table. 

“What?” Kyle asks, chewing on a fry. He also has some ketchup on the corner of his mouth. I gesture to him about the sauce, and he wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. 

“He asked me if I would like to do tutoring for extra credit. You will never guess who he wants me to tutor.” 

My friends think for a moment, wondering what student I was talking about. There were a couple of students in our grade who were struggling with their grades, but I wasn’t sure if any of them were in a need of a tutor. 

“Jordan Gates.” 

Kyle spits out the drink he had in his mouth, spraying it on the table and some of it on Keegan. She scolds at him, but he takes no notice of her, keeping his eyes on me. “What?” 

“I’m tutoring Jordan Gates.” 

“You’re kidding right?” Keegan says. 

I shake my head. “I’m not kidding.” 

Kyle snorts. “Why him?” 

I shrug. “I don’t know. He is failing school and Mr. Heckenberg thinks I’m the only person who can really help him.” 

Kyle bursts out laughing. “He actually thinks you can help him?” 

I nod. “Yeah, he really does.” 

***    
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By the time it was sixth period, I wasn’t looking forward to chemistry. I wasn’t sure how Jordan would be after receiving the news from Mr. Heckenberg that I will be his tutor. That is of course if he will even bother to show up to class. If he does, he will find a way to interrupt the lesson. 

Mr. Perks is already in the classroom when I walk in, writing something on the blackboard for today’s lesson. He looks towards me and calls me over to him. 

“Mr. Heckenberg informed me that you have agreed to tutor Jordan Gates,” he says. 

I nod, smiling. “Yes, that’s correct, Mr. Perks.” 

“Would you mind if I pair you two up as lab partners?” 

My smile disappears. “Lab partners?” 

“Yes. I think you two should work together if you’re going to tutor him.” 

I nod, knowing that what my teacher had said made sense. “Yes, of course. If that helps me with tutoring him, then I’m up for the idea.” 

I turn and walk to my seat in the back row. I roll my eyes, wondering why all of this was happening to me today. It feels like it’s getting worse by the minute. I wonder how long I will be Jordan’s partner for. Hopefully, it won’t be for the rest of the semester because I really enjoy my partner, Isabella Rossini. I guess she is working with Jordan’s partner, Miles Lambert. 

Jordan eventually shows up - fifteen minutes into the lesson. Mr. Perks directs him over to me. Jordan narrows his eyes at me like it was all my fault that he had to sit with me. 

“Please don’t do anything to interrupt this lesson,” I whisper to him as he sits down beside me. 

He gives me a cocky smile. “And what are you going to do about it if I do, nerd?” 

I narrow my eyes at him. “You aren’t going to be a pain in the ass, are you?” 

Jordan shrugs. “Maybe.” 

He leans back in his chair and puts his feet up on the desk. 

Mr. Perks catches him. “Jordan Gates, please put your feet down. This is not your living room.” 

Jordan rolls his eyes and obeys the teacher, sitting in his chair in the rightful position. 

Mr. Perks carries on with the lesson. I listen carefully, taking down notes. Jordan is half asleep beside me. I swear he better pay attention when we do an experiment together. I don’t feel like explaining everything over again for him. 

After explaining what he wanted us to do, Mr. Perks tells us to get the equipment we need for the experiment. I make Jordan get the test tubes and other equipment while I collected the chemicals. Something told me not to trust him with getting the chemicals. 

Once we had everything, I ask Jordan if he knew what we are doing to see if he had been paying any attention to the lesson at all. 

He rolls his eyes at me. “Yes, I know what we are doing, nerd.” 

I narrow my eyes at him. “Don’t get smart with me.” 

“Well, stop treating me like I’m dumb.” 

“I’m not treating you like you’re dumb. I just want to see if you know exactly what we are doing for the experiment.” 

“Yes, I know what we are doing.” 

“What are we doing?” 

Jordan doesn’t answer me and I knew it meant he hadn’t been paying attention. I go over the experiment with him again. He stares at me with a blank look, confused at what I was saying, and I knew it was pointless telling him anything. He was like talking to a brick wall. 

I turn my attention back to my notes once I finish explaining everything to Jordan to see what the first step was for the experiment. As I read, I could hear Jordan playing around with the test tubes. 

I glance up at him, shooting him a warning look. “Jordan, stop playing with the test tubes.” 

“Whatever.” 

I turn my attention back to my notes, reading over it to get a better understanding of the whole experiment, mumbling out loud to myself, hoping Jordan would hear me and listen. It was then I smell the gas. When I look up, I see Jordan holding a test tube over the Bunsen burner. The blue chemical inside was starting to boil when Jordan had put on the blue flame. 

“What are you doing, Jordan?” I ask him. 

“What does it look like I’m doing?” 

“What chemical is that?” 

Jordan shrugs. “I don’t know.” 

“Give me the test tube, Jordan. You’re doing the experiment wrong.” 

I went to reach for it, but he pushes my hand away. 

“No. I want to see what it will do if it boils. Now that will be an awesome experiment.”  

“Give it here, Jordan!” I scold. 

“Jordan Gates, what are you doing?” Mr. Perks calls out from the front of the classroom. 

Jordan chooses that moment to let go of the tube. My hand is near it, and as the tube hits the table, it breaks. The hot chemical splashes onto my skin, burning it. I scream, jumping off my seat, ignoring the chair as it falls backwards and hits the ground. Everyone in the class turns to me. I had to bite my lip so I wouldn’t curse. 

Mr. Perks rushes over to me, grabbing my arm and switches off the Bunsen burner before turning on the tap, placing my hand under the cold water. I close my eyes in relief as the water soothes the burn. 

Mr. Perk turns to Jordan, his nostrils flaring. “Clean this mess up, Jordan. Once this class is over, I would like a word with you.” 

My teacher asks my old lab partner to take me to the nurses’ office. As we walk, Isabella wanted to know what Jordan had done. I tell her. She wasn’t pleased, and felt bad that she wasn’t my lab partner anymore. She shouldn’t need to feel bad. Mr. Perks was the one who thought this was a great idea. Obviously it’s not, even if I am tutoring him. 

“Don’t worry, Isabella,” I tell her. “I’m Jordan’s partner temporary before we can switch back to being partners again.” 

“I hope so. I don’t mind Miles, but he isn’t the same as you.” 

We walk into the nurse’s office. She looks up from where she was sitting at her desk. I tell her what happened in class. She gets me to sit down and checks my burn. 

“It’s just a minor burn,” she says. “You are very lucky, MK. I will just get some cream for burns to help soothe the pain, and you should be fine.” 

I smile at her. “Thanks.” 

Jordan is going to pay for this. I will make sure of it. 
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I was sure Mr. Perks was going to give Jordan a detention for what he did. Instead, he asked me to go over the lesson with Jordan again, without doing the experiment in case he acted with the same stupidity as he did last time. I wasn’t looking forward to the tutoring session. I decided to spend half an hour with him because the nurse advised me to see the doctor about the burn, just to double check that it will be alright. 

After school I head to the library and sit in the tutoring section. Jordan was supposed to meet me here. He hasn’t shown up yet. I take out my chemistry book and read over the notes from today’s lesson, thinking of what I’m going to say when he does arrive. 

If he arrives, that is. 

It takes him ten minutes to show up. He walks over to me like he had all the time in the world. 

I look up at him. “You’re late.” 

“So?” He flops himself down on the chair and put his feet up on the table like he was in his own living room. 

“You aren’t supposed to put your feet on the table.” 

He frowns at me. “Don’t tell me what to do.” 

I want to say something, but I figure it’s not worth it. We will only get into an argument. 

I turn to my textbook. “Anyway, I thought that we could go through what we did in class today.” 

“Why?” Jordan places his feet on the floor and straightens himself up. 

He is going to make this hard for me, I think to myself. 

“Because we need to do this so you can pass the exam,” I tell him. 

He chuckles. “Wow, it’s nice to know you really care about me, Mary-Kate. You never seem to care about me before. You have never even spoken to me until now.” 

His words hurt, but I don’t show it does. “Why are you being such a jerk?” 

“Why do you care if I am? You don’t like me, I don’t like you. You think I’m a jerk, I think you are a smart ass.” 

I place the pen I have been holding down. I may not have wanted to show him that his words hurt, but now I knew he was doing it to piss me off. I can’t believe Mr. Heckenberg even wants to me to tutor him. Jordan Gates is not even worth helping. 

“I’m trying to help you, Jordan.” 

He laughs. “Cut the crap, Mary-Kate. You don’t want to help me.” He moves closer to me, putting his face right into mine. I can smell the mint bubble gum flavour on his breath. “Let’s face the real reason why you’re here with me. You’re here because Mr. Heckenberg told you to do so. But I assume that’s not really the real reason at all. You are really here because you want extra credit for college. Isn’t that correct?” 

I stare at him. He has me speechless. 

He laughs. “I thought so. Little Miss Smart Ass is only tutoring me because she wants extra credit.” 

Without saying anything else to me, he gets up and leaves. I stare at him as he walks away, not understanding why he acted the way he did. Yet again, this is Jordan Gates we’re speaking of. He always acts like this. He has no respect for anybody, not even for himself. 

I gather up my things and head home. Mom is in the kitchen when I walk in, preparing dinner. I join her, showing her my injury. She gasps, questions flying out of her mouth. I didn’t tell her it was Jordan who was responsible for the burn. I just tell her it was an accident. If I tell her the truth, she will tell dad and they will be all over the school about what he did. As much as I dislike Jordan, I didn’t want my parents on his back. 

***
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“So how did it go with Jordan?” Keegan asks me later when I arrive at her place, walking up the stairs to her room. 

I roll my eyes. Did she really have to mention his name? “Please. Don’t remind me about that jerk.” 

“I’m sensing something horrible happened this afternoon.” 

I wouldn’t say it was horrible, but I went on to tell her what went on in the library.   

“With an attitude that he has, no wonder he is failing school,” Keegan says once I finished explaining. 

I nod in agreement. “I know. I have no idea why he was acting the way he did. I was only helping him like Mr. Heckenberg said to do.” 

“Well, at least you will be going to college,” Keegan says as we walk into her room, closing the door behind me. “Jordan will either end up on the street or in jail.” 

I sit down on Keegan’s bed. I didn’t like the way she spoke about Jordan, even if I don’t like him at all. Although, I do agree with Keegan how Jordan has no hope for the future with the attitude he has. He could end up in jail, but I’m not so sure about ending up on the streets. 

We drop the subject of Jordan. I didn’t want to talk about him. It gave me a headache just thinking of him. Besides, Keegan’s test is more important than Jordan. 

I didn’t stay at Keegan’s for long where I was there for an hour, before heading back home, parking my car on the street outside my home. 

“It’s about time you got back,” I hear Kyle’s voice from behind me. 

I look up from where I was locking the car. Kyle stood on the sidewalk with a smile. I return the smile and walk over to him, greeting him with a kiss. 

“Have you been waiting for long?” I ask him as I pull away.

“Only for half an hour. Your mom said you were at Keegan’s. I forgot you were helping her study. I thought I would wait for you out here.” 

“Well, it’s good to see you.” 

“Do you want to go do something? We could go get something to eat or go to the park and make out.” 

A nervous feeling appears in the pit of my stomach at the idea of making out while we are alone at the park. I have made out with Kyle countless of times, but sometimes it made me uncomfortable. Especially when Kyle has been trying to get me to lose my virginity for a while now. It’s not like I didn’t want to have sex with my boyfriend or haven’t thought about it. I just don’t feel ready, and Kyle doesn’t seem to get that. 

“I don’t know, Kyle. Maybe another night.” 

“Come on, MK,” he begs. I can hear the annoyance in his voice when I rejected his offer. 

“I don’t mind going out to maybe get some dessert as I already ate dinner. And I’m not saying that I don’t want to go to the park with you and make out, I’m just terrified of where it might lead to.” 

Kyle sighs. “Come on, MK. There is nothing wrong with hanging out for a bit. What can possibly go wrong if we snuck away without your parents knowing if you disappear for a while? You aren’t afraid of getting in trouble by your parents, are you? They don’t need to know anything.” 

Before I get a chance to say anything, he cups his hands around my jaw and kisses me slowly, like maybe it will get me to change my mind. He hated it when I chose to listen to my parents’ strict rules. 

Our kiss is interrupted as something knocks over the trash can in front of my house, causing a loud noise that could wake up the dead. We turn to see what knocked the can over. Lying on the ground amongst the rubbish is no other than Jordan. His skateboard was beside him. 

“Oh my gosh, Jordan!” I quickly rush over to him to make sure he was alright while Kyle ignores him, continuing to stand beside my car. 

I shake him gently, but he was too passed out to gain consciousness. I smell beer on his breath. I wonder how much he has had to drink to make him pass out. I know he drives a motorcycle and he is lucky he wasn’t riding it when he lost consciousness. He must have been riding his skateboard and lost his balance from it. 

“Kyle, help me get him inside my house.” 

“Why?” he asks like it was too big of a task to do. 

I turn to him. “He might be hurt.” 

Kyle laughs. “Trust me but he won’t be hurt until the morning when he wakes up with a hangover. Why don’t you call for an ambulance if you’re so worried about him? Or you can just leave him where he is.” 

“I’m not leaving him here. My dad won’t like it if he is passed out on our front lawn. Besides, the garbage truck comes tomorrow morning.” 

“Wouldn’t that be a good thing?” He chuckles at his own comment. “They could take away his body and bury him in a rubbish tip.” 

I gasp at his comment, not understanding why he could say such a cruel thing. I don’t like Jordan, but I could never say something like that about him. I turn back to Jordan, tapping his cheek, hoping he will wake up, but he seems to be completely out of it. 

“Kyle, can you please help me to bring him inside?” I ask him. 

“Give me one good reason why I should?” 

“I can’t carry him on my own. I need to get him inside my house without my parents knowing. They would never allow me to bring him inside.” 

Kyle rolls his eyes. “Fine. I will help you.” 

He helps me to lift Jordan to his feet. Before we head inside, I clean up the mess with the garbage and then pick up his skateboard. With one arm around Jordan’s shoulder and Kyle being on the other side, we walk towards the backyard. I figure we might as well go through the back door. My parents are probably in the living room. If I sneak him through the back door, I can sneak Jordan up to my room by the stairs that are in the kitchen rather than taking the stairs in the living room. 

We manage to sneak through the back door without my parents knowing. I can hear the television on in the living room. I pray silently to myself that my parents will stay there until I can get Jordan up to my room. I hope also that they won’t come up there and check up on me. I don’t want them to know I have him in my room. They don’t even allow Kyle in my room. 

“So what are you going to do with him now?” Kyle asks me, speaking softly so my parents don’t hear us.  

“Can you help me bring him up to my room?” 

Kyle lets go of Jordan, making him put all of his body weight on me. I almost drop him on the kitchen floor. It wasn’t easy holding his skateboard and him at the same time. 

“Are you serious, MK?” he asks. 

“Yes, I am. Jordan is really drunk. He needs to sleep it off. Besides, I don’t know where he lives.” 

“So you are going to let him sleep in your bed?” 

“Kyle, I’m just letting him sleep it off. We aren’t going to do anything.” 

“Right, so you let him sneak into your room when your parents are around, but you don’t allow me to sneak in.” 

“Kyle, it’s just until he is sober.” 

“Whatever. I’m going to go. I will see you in school tomorrow.” 

He turns to walk out the door. I let go of Jordan so I could stop the door from slamming. I manage to stop it, but I couldn’t stop Jordan from falling. His body hits the table, taking a chair with him as he hits the floor. I curse softly to myself knowing I could possibly be dead once my parents find Jordan in here. 

“MK?” I hear Mom calling from the living room. “Is that you, sweetie?” 

Leaving Jordan on the floor, I quickly head to the living room before one or both of my parents were to walk in. Mom had already stood up from the couch while Dad stays where he is, his eyes glued on the TV. 

“Honey, what was that noise?” she asks me. 

“Oh, it was nothing. I just bumped into the chair,” I say the first thing that pops in my head, hoping they will believe me. 

“When did you get home?” Dad wants to know, his eyes only drifting to me for a second before it lands back on the television. 

“Just now.” 

“Why


































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JESSICA MADDEN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





