
 

Front Porch 

It was a scowling September day and the threat of rain loomed large over Hermit 

Lane. Moisture hung heavily in the air, dew clung to the manicured grass of the 

Jackson’s front lawn. Stillness and silence filled the street as the sky prepared to rear its 

head and pour.  

The first drop fell as a car door slammed. A beginning and an end. Jessie Wilson 

shouted a goodbye to the back of her mom’s Subaru, silently cursing the humidity. She’d 

worked all evening on her rapidly frizzing hair, and she jogged to the stoop of the 

Jacksons’ house to protect it. This was her first sleepover since coming to Hillview 

Middle. She sure as hell wasn’t going to let a little rain ruin her night. 

She collected herself on the front porch. Jessie wondered briefly if she’d packed 

too little, or perhaps if she’d packed too much. She was nervous, and rightfully so - this 

wasn’t just any old sleepover. Every seventh grader at Hillview Middle knew what a 

sleepover with Abigail Johnson and Amy Martinez meant. Dozens of girls would’ve 

killed to be in Jessie’s position - being a new girl had its perks. Jessie was new, and by 

virtue of being new she was mysterious, and Hillview Middle’s student body had yet to 

find out that she was truly, horribly undeserving of the attention of Abigail Johnson and 

Amy Martinez.  When they had approached her during lunch about sleeping over, Jessie 

had been overjoyed. Totally ecstatic. A sleepover with Amy and Abby was like a golden 

ticket - they were superstars, as far as she was concerned. For once, she had a chance at 

being popular, and everyone knew when you were popular your hair stopped being 

frizzy and your teeth straightened out and your right boob finally caught up to your left. 



 

This was a best case scenario, Jessie thought. This night was going to go down in history 

as the greatest of her life. With the confidence and poise of the girl she was soon to be, 

she reached for the bell. 

She faltered for a moment and lowered her hand. She took stock of her reality. 

She was thirteen, and had frizzy hair, and wasn’t all that funny, and she knew in that 

moment that she was a fraud. What the fuck am I doing here? I should leave before they 

find out I’m not cool or funny. I’m just new.  

The sleepover could go in one of two directions, as far as Jessie was concerned. 

Either she would come out of the sleepover miraculously hot and popular, or she would 

be brutally murdered by the two girls in her sleep. In order to understand this train of 

thought, you’d need to know a little bit about Amy and Abby. 

 Amy Martinez and Abigail Jackson weren’t just best friends. They were best 

friends for life. Totally inseparable. They’d met in Pre-K, took dance lessons together, 

and were going to Disney world together for February break. They had matching purple 

backpacks and matching white shoes. They’d been in the same class since the fourth 

grade. There was talk that Ms. Martinez had pulled some strings to make that happen. 

Josh Garcia, Amy’s second cousin, said it was no coincidence that the library got new 

computers right around when classes were announced. Josh Garcia said a lot of things.  

Jessie was an intruder. She knew that. These girls didn’t like her, and they didn't 

really want to get to know her, they just wanted to claim the new girl before someone 

else did. Jessie resented them for this. Hated them for this. Despicable, really, the things 

popular girls do to stay popular. 



 

But they wouldn’t have invited her if they didn’t like her, right? They must’ve 

seen something in her to have approached her during science. Maybe she wasn’t so bad 

after all. Approachable, at least. Mysterious. Cool even. Even if Amy and Abby murdered 

her in her sleep, she’d die cool and new and mysterious, and that was enough for her. 

It was a scowling September day and the sky finally went through with its 

promise. Fat, warm drops of raining pounded down on the asphalt of hermit lane. The 

streets former calm was broken in an instant, and a new sort of serenity was born. 

The first crack of thunder hit as a front door slammed. 

 


