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    Dedicated to all those who've supported me, especially F & Z

      

    


I made my fair share of mistakes over the course of senior year, and in my defense, I’ll say that I made a lot of these mistakes because it was the first time I’d ever had to actually make these mistakes. I’m not using this as an excuse, no, I’ll own up to the things I did right and wrong this year, I just acknowledge this because I used to feel really stupid about some of these things rather than just remembering that I was young and occasionally quite stupid, especially when it came to the various sexcapades I got into over senior year. All that being said, from these mistakes, I like to think that I also managed to learn a lot of lessons.

One of the more important lessons I think I learned: a lot can change in a day. It’s easy to begin a day thinking you know everything that’s going on, feeling like you’re on top of the world before ending that very same day neck deep in a pile of shit of your own making. It’s so easy, in fact, that it feels amazing we don’t keep an eye out for those shit piles all the time... but it’s so often hard to know that you’re in the midst of one of these days until you’re already knee deep in one of those piles.

As an example, why don’t we pick up on the day where we left off the last chapter?

At the beginning of that day, I was preoccupied by two things and two things only: whether or not I’d impress Josie Wong’s friends enough that us dating could seem like a good idea, and the identity of “Sam,” the mysterious, masked girl who had seduced me into a night of wild sex on Halloween.

I wasn’t really worried about impressing Josie’s friends because I’d gotten cocky and was sure I could impress anyone these days, though maybe I was a bit nervous because I really liked Josie. Nevertheless, Josie gave me all the assurances in the world that her friends were cool and that they’d love me, and in the end, I let that give me enough confidence that this was far from my main concern of the day.

No, I wasn’t truly worried about impressing her friends, so I was able to spend more of my time obsessing over just who the hell Sam was.

Sam, the girl who had come to me, frightening me in her creepy ragdoll Halloween costume by following me around for the better part of the day.

Sam, the girl who’d shown me that what she was really after wasn’t a scare, but my cock.

Sam, the girl who’d never once removed her mask that night, and yet even after a night of hard, messy sex, I was utterly captivated by.

I knew little of her aside from the most cosmetic of details, but what little I did know had me looking at every girl in the senior class, sizing her up and figuring out if she was looking at me because she’d known we’d done something or just looking at me because I was creepily staring at her and sizing her up like a fucking Terminator to see if she matched enough of the scant details I had to potentially be Sam. These observations, admittedly, weren’t all that helpful; there were a lot of girls who fit Sam’s general build and complexion, and the sum total of my limited investigative skills couldn’t narrow them down much past that point without seeing them naked first, and the majority of those contenders would take a little finessing to get them in that state.

Still, after the night of hot sex we’d had on Halloween, I felt... no, I knew I had to find her. There was something tying me to her that I couldn’t quite describe, an energy that had made that encounter something so singular that I couldn’t help but obsess a little over determining her identity. I didn’t know what I wanted or needed from her should I actually find out who the mysterious Sam was, but I’d have been fine with a real name and some answers about what had happened on Halloween.

Okay, I was also human enough to admit that maybe I’d have been up for some more of that intense sex, and as much of it as she would have been up for; that would’ve been awesome too.

Not mandatory, but awesome.

At the beginning of this day, these were the things that preoccupied my thoughts the most.

Less than twelve hours later, I was having the shit day of all shit days.

Josie’s friends had rejected me due to Josie’s complicated history with guys, and feeling miserable from being so actively rejected by Josie’s friends, I took the coward’s way out and ran out on her.

Not long after that, I found out that my best friend, Tori McNeil, had lied to me about being in a new relationship with some girl that she’d met on Halloween. While I knew that she must have had her reasons for this, it still hurt like hell.

So, in a fit of feeling particularly lousy after school, I got into a bit of a self-pity spiral while talking to Tori’s mom, Lauren, and then in a fit of truly ill-advised inspiration, made a move on her. In the improbableness that had been this year, that move was actually successful, and I wound up having sex with Mrs. Lauren McNeil, one of my oldest crushes and a woman who might as well have been a stand-in mother figure for me. The sex was amazing, some of the best I’d ever had, I think, and for all the guilt I felt for it, I was too lost in my own anger and frustration and the euphoria of having sex with Mrs. McNeil to let that guilt get me down too much.

It was somewhere in the midst of all this chaos and confusion where I got distracted, and was much less careful than I should have been for the fire I was playing with. While Mrs. McNeil and I had retreated to a bedroom for some good, sweaty fun, I’d left my phone out. My phone, which just so happened to contain all of my Senior Year Memories pictures, including one of Mrs. McNeil covered in my cum. Because my luck was about as bad as it was good this day, I only found out I’d been so indiscreet with my phone after returning to where I’d left it and found out that it had already been discovered by Mrs. McNeil’s eldest daughter, Rachel, who was in town while on break from school.

Rachel McNeil.

Tori’s sister. Mrs. McNeil’s daughter. 5’2” and 21 years old, bearing more tattoos than I could count on her pale skin, with glossy red hair chopped short and ragged, glasses that held shifty green eyes that could readily turn cruel, a punk fashion sense and an attitude to match... If you’d looked at her now, you’d probably never have expected her to be my worst fucking nightmare, but it was a position she had ably found, and earned, over the years as she had put so much of her effort into bullying Tori and me as we grew up. She didn’t make my life as much of a living hell as Kyle Bowman had, but when the McNeil house was one of my few safe places in this world, Rachel still had always found some way to never quite feel fully comfortable.

Rachel McNeil.

Rachel fucking McNeil.

She had seen my Senior Year Memories album, had proof that I’d had sex with her mom. Plain and simple, I was a dead man, and the worst part was, I’d dug my own grave; Rachel was only here to shovel the dirt I’d piled up back onto me. I just had to wait for that final push, wait for that dirt to pile onto me and for my world to go black.

The only problem was she was taking her time, forcing me to twist in the wind as I agonized over what she was going to say or do... but that had always been her style.

Ever since we were kids, Rachel had loved to play games, and this didn’t feel any different.

Her prelude to this game seemed to involve taking me out to a last meal. We sat at a table outside the In-N-Out in Blair Valley, the next town over and our high school’s dreaded football rivals (if you believed the hype, not that I had any reason to disbelieve it). Rachel had driven me here without a word beyond basic commands and the occasional smug, vague remark about how we had to talk that made me feel like I was being examined under a microscope. I wasn’t sure I wanted to talk to her, but I also knew I didn’t have a choice; it was just a matter of figuring out when we were supposed to do that and what we were supposed to say. Then I’d know how much dirt I had to worry about getting shoveled onto me.

Rachel ordered food for both of us, but I wasn’t hungry... no, I was too stuck in my thoughts, fighting off that ringing in my ears that didn’t seem to want to leave. The knowledge that your life was about to end kind of has a way of doing that to you.

For how voraciously she devoured her Double-Double and fries, you’d have thought this was just another day for Rachel. Casual cruelty had always been one of her strongest suits; when we were little, that meant her scaring or punching or pinching or just otherwise hurting Tori or me for the fun of it. When we got older, it became less physical and more psychological, constantly giving Tori shit for her appearance and dating habits and telling me that I’d probably be a virgin for the rest of my life (at least I proved her
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