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or married, I don’t remember which. And they left my brother in 
charge of the house. He was sixteen at the time. My brother used the 
opportunity to throw a big party with beer and everything. I was 
ordered to stay in my room, which was okay because that’s where 
everyone kept their coats, and it was fun looking through the stuff in 
their pockets. Every ten minutes or so, a drunk girl or boy would stum- 
ble in my room to see if they could make out there or something. Then, 
the uid see me and walk away. That is, except for this one couple. 
S as one couple, whom I was told later were very popular and 
in FStumbled into my room and asked if I minded them using it. 
I told them that my brother and sister said I had to stay here, and 
they asked if they could use the room anyway with me still in it. I 
said I didn’t see why not, so they closed the door and started kiss- 
ing. Kissing very hard. After a few minutes, the boy’s hand went up 

. the girl’s shirt, and she started protesting, 
“C’mon, Dave.” 

“What?” 

“The kid’s in here.” 
“It’s okay.” 

And the boy kept working up the girl’s shirt, and as much as 
she said no, he kept working it. After a few minutes, she stopped 
protesting, and he pulled her shirt off, and she had a white bra on 
with lace. I honestly didn’t know what to do by this point. Pretty 
soon, he took off her bra and started to kiss her breasts. And then 
he put his hand down her pants, and she started moaning. I think 
they were both very drunk. He reached to take off her pants, but she 
started crying really hard, so he reached for his own. He pulled his 
pants and underwear down to his knees. 

“Please. Dave. No.” 

But the boy just talked soft to her about how good she looked 

30 

the perks of being a wallflower 

ys 

and things like that, and she grabbed his penis with her hands and 

started moving it. I wish I could describe this a little more nicely 

without using words like penis, but that was the way it was. 

- After a few minutes, the boy pushed the girl’s head down, and 

she started to kiss his penis. She was still crying. Finally, she 

stopped crying because he put his penis in her mouth, and I don’t 

think ‘you can cry in that position. I had to stop watching at that 

point because I started to feel sick, but it kept going on, and they 

kept doing other things, and she kept saying “no.” Even when I 

covered my ears, I could still hear her say that. 

My sister came in eventually to bring me a bowl of potato 

chips, and when she found the boy and the girl, they stopped. My 

sister was very embarrassed, but not as embarrassed as the girl. The 

boy looked kind of smug. He didn’t say much. After they left, my 

sister turned to me. 

“Did they know you were in here?” 

“Yes, They asked if they could use the room.” 

“Why didn’t you stop them?” 

“I didn’t know what they were doing.” 

““You pervert,” was the last thing my sister said before she left 

the room, still carrying the bowl of potato chips. 

I told Sam and Patrick about this, and they both got very quiet. 

Sam said that she used to go out with Dave for a while before she got 

into punk music, and Patrick said he heard about that party. I wasn’t 

surprised that he did because it kind of became a legend. At least 

that’s what I’ve heard when I tell some kids who my older brother is. 

When the police came, they found my brother asleep on the roof. 

Nobody knows how he got there. My sister was making out in the 

laundry room with some senior. She was a freshman at the time. A lot 

of parents came to the house then to pick up their kids, and a lot of the 
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