

    
        
          Senior Year Memories Vol. 20: Hope & Jade

        

        
        
          Senior Year Memories, Volume 20

        

        
        
          A. Misbehave

        

        
          Published by A. Misbehave, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SENIOR YEAR MEMORIES VOL. 20: HOPE & JADE

    

    
      First edition. June 14, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 A. Misbehave.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231519040

    

    
    
      Written by A. Misbehave.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by A. Misbehave

	    

      
	    
          
	      DILF Tales

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: Compilation 1

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Accident

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Girl Next Door

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Intern

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Sister-in-Law

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Babysitter

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Dancer

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The New Neighbor

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Stripper

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Christmas Miracle

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Boss' Daughter

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Tenant

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Challenge

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Passenger

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The Best Friend

          
        
          
	          DILF Tales: The One Night Stand

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      MILF Tales

          
        
          
	          MILF Tales: The Mother-in-Law

          
        
          
	          MILF Tales: The Fan

          
        
          
	          MILF Tales: The Police Officer

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Senior Year Memories

          
        
          
	          Revenge of the Bikini Cheerleaders!

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 1: Kaitlyn

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 2: Brooke

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 3: Haley

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 4: Mrs. Lynn

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Quickies: Brooke

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 5: Nadia

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 6: Homecoming

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 7: The Afterparty

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 8: Josie

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Quickies: Mrs. Lynn

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 9: Mallory

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 10: Rose

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 11: Sophie

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Quickies: Tori

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 12: Halloween Pt. 1

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 13: Halloween Pt. 2

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 14: Halloween Night

          
        
          
	          Halloween Gangbang Double Feature

          
        
          
	          Season of the Witch: A Senior Year Memories Halloween Special

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 15: Mrs. McNeil

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 16: Noa

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Quickies: Sophie

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 17: Mrs. Sullivan & Marie

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 18: The Mystery Girl

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 19: Rachel

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 20: Hope & Jade

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 21: Evelyn

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 22: Izzy

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 23: Kelly

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 24: Daphne

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Quickies: Daphne

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 25: Holiday Foursome

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 26: Addison

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Vol. 27: Mia

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Compilation 1: September

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Compilation 2: October

          
        
          
	          Senior Year Memories Compilation 3: November

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By A. Misbehave

Dedication

Senior Year Memories Vol. 20: Hope & Jade

Sign up for A. Misbehave's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

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

      

    


When life has found a way of kicking me in the crotch, I often found my solace in older pieces of pop culture as they held a certain comfort. They would always be there, unchanging, always waiting for me to check them out again and welcome me as an old friend. Even when they’re not my favorite, I’ve found the occasional bit of useful wisdom hidden among them that’s helped me through the odd tough time. For instance, there’s a line in a not-great-but-not-terrible Matthew Broderick and Marlon Brando comedy that my dad would periodically show me called The Freshman that’s always stuck with me.

“There’s a kind of freedom in being completely screwed... because you know things can’t get any worse.”

I’d always liked that quote, but I’d always had a problem with it as well. You see, I’d learned from some rough experience that it’s hard to tell when you’ve hit that spot where you’re completely screwed. Too often when you think that things can’t get any worse, they find a way of doing just that that can take you by surprise, so with time I’ve come to try avoiding thinking that I’m completely screwed.

That way if things get worse, I can’t be surprised.

With all the fallout that came with my memorable Thanksgiving at the McNeil house, it was hard not thinking that I’d hit rock bottom.

That I’d screwed up, and had those screwups revealed to the one person I’d been so desperate to hide them from... that felt like being completely screwed.

That I couldn’t defend a damn thing I’d done and had simply run rather than hold my ground... that felt like being completely screwed.

That my oldest friend... that Tori, wanted me out of her life for everything I’d done, having sex with both her mother and sister on separate occasions... that felt like being completely screwed.

I’d had a pretty charmed life this senior year and gotten away with a lot of things that I shouldn’t have been able to get away with, but that luck had run up. Thankfully, she hadn’t spread around any of what happened between me and her mom and her sister, though whether it was to protect her mother or me or her dad or Rachel (unlikely) or herself, I couldn’t tell you, because I was still unable to talk to her. I’d tried multiple times a day for close to a week to try to talk to her afterward, only to get shut out every time.

In those times that I could think clearly (which, admittedly, there weren’t many of those these days) I tried to tell myself that this wasn’t that different from the times Tori and I had lost touch earlier this year, that if I kept at it and let heads cool down that we’d get back together and be friends again like we always had. If she wanted there to be some screaming matches before we made up, hey, I’d be fine with some screaming matches so long as I knew they would lead us somewhere on the path of recovery.

It was the silence, though, that was killing me. Tori was a talker, and an arguer, and she should have been engaging with me if just to tell me how much she’d hated what she’d done, but this deafening silence... something about it felt more conclusive than usual.

This really was it. This was the end.

If you’ve been reading so far and remember how well I handled the Kyle Bowman incident (not the revenge part, more the immediate aftermath of him attacking me), you can probably guess that I shut down for a little while after Thanksgiving; for days afterward it felt easier to just stay quiet and avoid the world and hope that that would keep everything from falling down all around me. This was difficult to do while I was still stuck still telling myself that this was the worst time of my life. For a time, even, that worked, but that was only sustainable for those first few days after Thanksgiving before having to go back to school and face reality again.

Like in the days after Kyle Bowman attacked me, my stupid instincts seemed to think that pushing people away would be the easiest way to handle the most recent trouble I’d found myself in, but unlike those days, the people around me weren’t so apt to let me push them away this time. Some of them were easy to let in, some I even encouraged after I realized how much better it felt to be surrounded by friends (even if they weren’t Tori) than being alone. I may not have been the greatest company for them when they were really doing their level best to cheer me up, especially since I was withdrawn more often than not, but the rational parts of my mind that I could call upon were honestly glad to have them on my side.

Some of these friends, though, I still had to figure out if I wanted to hear from them or not just yet.

Take the Zoom call I was waiting for, for example.

It’d been just over a week since Thanksgiving, and we’d just tiptoed into December. Now, like a lot of Southern California, Regan Hills didn’t exactly have what you would call defined seasons. Sure, we had summer and spring, but fall and winter never really got as cold or as wet as it did anywhere else in the country. Sure, the days were getting shorter and there was a bit of chill in the air, but I’d never seen snow in my life, nor did I ever expect it.

Still, the day of the call had been a gloomy, overcast day, the kind that demanded a light sweatshirt with a hood in case it rained, and it was cool enough come nighttime that I was glad for the extra layer or two I wore while I sat at my laptop and waited for the call.

Well, waited was one word for it. “Dreaded” might have been a more accurate one, though that wasn’t quite right either. What was I feeling, really? Waiting for this call from someone I knew I did want to hear from, it shouldn’t have been so hard, it was just a phone call, just talking to someone I cared about, just... well, it wasn’t “just” anything, not after the last time we met, not after-

Fuck, it was time. I had the link, I could connect. I knew this was coming, I knew who’d be on the other side and that I wanted to hear from them, but that didn’t make it any easier once the time actually came to talk to them. I looked at message she’d sent me, her face floating before my eyes, before I kept sitting there staring at the meeting long and hard and wondering how wise this all was.

I kept waiting, kept looking, kept awaiting the inevitable and wondering if I’d actually move or not.

“What the fuck are you waiting for?” I muttered to myself, clicking to answer it.

Within a couple seconds, I was greeted by the welcome sight of Rachel McNeil sitting at a desk in a small apartment, a number of moving boxes stacked behind her. She wasn’t as made up in her usual punk as I was used to seeing her, but she still looked beautiful as ever in her pale, red-haired and tattooed glory. The eyes behind her glasses still had a hint of tired sadness to them, but looked a lot happier and healthier than when I last saw her at Thanksgiving, even if her knit cap and comfy-looking sweater meant she was almost certainly colder than I was.

“Hey, Ryan,” she said, giving me a tired smile.

“Hey, Rachel. You’re, uh, looking good,” I replied, trying to think of something neutral to say.

I hadn’t seen Rachel in person since Thanksgiving out of a mixture of fear and shame, but we’d still kept in touch via text even after she left for her new job in Portland; by this point we were too good friends to not communicate, even if the Thanksgiving incident hanging over us did put a bit of a damper on our burgeoning friendship. Still, in addition to loving her as one of my best friends, talking to Rachel was also how I knew as much as I did about how things were in the McNeil household, even the details I’d rather not have known, as she’d remained in contact with them throughout the ups and downs (mostly




































































































[image: ]





















































































[image: ]






































































































































































































































































[image: ]





































































































































































































[image: ]




















































d2d_images/cover.jpg
Senior Year Memories
Vol. 20: Hope & Jade

By
A. Misbehave





d2d_images/scene_break.png





