Fredericksburg ISD Sexually Explicit
Book List

If you leave here with only one

thing. please legue with this:

NOT BOOK BANNING

NOT BOOK BURNING

We’re simply asking for
BOOK BOUNDARIES

Negative Effects reading and viewing pornography can
have on a child’'s brain:

% Desensitization to sexual situations which leads to
acting out sexualized situations with other kids and
potentially engaging in dangerous sexual behavior as
an adolescent.

< Pornography harms a child’'s brain and actually
changes neural pathways.

< Reading erotica can harm a child's view of sex. How
it's depicted in a fictional novel or on the screen is

not how it is in real life.
Sources: Netnanny.com, protectyoungeyes.com, defendyoungminds.com

Please move sexually explicit books away from
children and into an adult library or other
areas that children do not have access to.

Thank youl
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And then Coach C

ater grabs her by the shoulders
and turns her toward him. He plants a big wert kiss on her
mouth. And moves on.
He's ripping as he walks to ger more punch.

She remembers that she doesn’t think she likes him.

But maybe that’s not really true.
1t’s so hard to decide what is true.

She smells more cigarette smoke, and she has an
urge to go outside to have a cigarette. So she goes to
the door.

Outside on the deck, it's dark. Mr. Wang follows her
out there, in his Calvin Klein briefs. Janie breathes in
the cold air. She holds on tightly to the railing when Mr.
Wang starts touching her. “I smelled smoke,” she explains,
but she doesn’t see anyone smoking.

And then Coach Crater comes out too. Mr. Wang is
kissing her neck, and Coach is telling her how hor she is
and feeling her up, and he says something about bench

pressing.

Finally she remembers why she hates him.

And she remembers that she smelled smoke, but no
one is smoking.

Then, in her mind, while the two men kiss and touch
her, is Miss Stubin.

Janie pulls the lighter from her pocker as Mr. Wang
<tarcs. She examines it, puts the joint in her mouth, and
pulls back the Lid.

She tries lighting it.

No fire comes out.

She tries it again.

Mr. Wang is

confused, looking at Coach Crater, who
ng and barely moving on the deck.

is gros
“Giet me a fucking lighter thar works, or I'll beat the

<hit out of you, too,” she says to Mr. Wang, and sinks to
the deck, exhausted. When her hip starts bu

ng, she jusc
figures it’s one of those weird things that have been hap-
pening all night.

She looks at Coach Crater. Fe's sprawled every which
way. Fis hands are reaching. Reaching for her leg. She
watches them, like it’s not happening to her. She focuses
on his fingers, thinking how weird fingers are. Like little
animals, all their own.

Fe’s wearing a strange, square ring. She wants it, sorc
of. It looks cool, like he belongs to something.

Mr. Wang returns with a lighter just as Janie’s hip
buzzes again. Maybe shelll have tolhave hexiwhole leg
ampurated, she thinks sadly. That would really suck,- )

She lights the joint and inhales the smoke. Hiolds it in.
Lets it out slowly. Mr. Wang falls to the deck next to her

and starts kissing her cleavage-

187

5
A T o —oa SN S, e S

FADE- McCann
FMS & FHS

Some of the concerns: Sex

scenes & sexual acts between
children. Teachers, Coaches &

a child interacting sexually
together. Teachers drugging
children to rape them.
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“Telling her something.
Janie struggles o listen. She remembers liking thae o1
lady for some reason.
Cigarerre, Miss Stubin says in Janie’s mind.
«I need a cigarette,” Janie whispers.
Usse your lighter, Miss Sctubin says. 172 yowur pocker.

«I need a cigarette,” Janie says louder. “Now.”

Coach Crater goes inside and comes back with a joing.
“Iow’s this, Buffy?”

“Olkay.” Janie takes the joint with a shrug and reaches
into her pocket. She didn’t know she had a lighter. Maybe
the old maid put it there.

And then the words register, from what Coach Crater
just said.
Janie.
Does nort like.
T'o be called.
Buffy.

Janie reels back against the deck’s handrail,

stumbling,
grabs Coach’s arm

off her breast, wrenches his elbow
around so he twirls and faces the other way, and she kicks
him, hard, in the kidneys. “Don’t call me ‘Buffy,’” she says
mildly. “Ever again.”

His feert splay sideways and he lands with a thud on the

wet deck, moaning.

ANN

She doesn’t like that, she decides. He’s in el
She’s trying t© smoke a joint here. Way

She makes a peace sign with her fingers, e
over them. Then, when Mr. Wang grabs her nipple in e
mouth, she stabs him in the eyeballs.

She learned that somewhere.
She doesn’t know where.

Mr. Wang swings his fist wildly, crying out in pain.
He catches her on the jaw, her head flies back and hits
the deck’s rail, and she blacks out. The joint burns down
berween her fingers.
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Scheeres, Julia.

NN e<us Landl: a memoir Jesus Land: Scheeres

Call Number: 373.72 SCH FMS
Some of the concerns: sex
between children, molestation
of children

W W W W W (0)

Pg. 112:
“Lick it,” he says in his thick voice, pressing my head
toward it.

| stare at Scott's penis. There’s a pearl balanced on the tan
tip. It smells like liverwurst.

OVERVIEW “Like a lollipop,” he’s begging now, breathing hard. He
wags the penis with his hand to get my attention.

The author writes of her teenage years in the CONTEXT - interaction between minors

Midwest, her adopted black brother, her Pg. 132

fundamentalist Christian family, and Escuela “Ready?" he asks. | nod. He pushes my thighs apart with
Caribe--the prison-like Christian reform scho his knees and spits into his hand and wipes it between my
legs before lowering himself onto me and prodding my
inner thigh with his dick “Stop fighting me,” he says as |
scoot away from his fumbling. “You'll only make it worse."
CONTEXT - interaction between minors

they were sent to in the Dominican Republic.

. . Pg. 121:
(due to different editions He pauses weightily. “I'm here to tell you today that you
of books, page numbers can't jack off with Jesus!” He pounds the bookcase to

may differ) emphasize each word, unaware of the obscene gesture
he's making. You Can't. Jack. Off. With. Jesus.

TR T

ye heard girls gigele about blow jobs ?lt school; it’s sc')mclhing a boyfriend requires of you. . .
mouth,” Scott $ays, and I do. He puts it between my lips and grabs my hair and pulls my head
onit. A moment later he groans and something slimy spurts into my mouth that tastes like pool

- “Open your
up and down
water. 26

[ was banished to an island colony ruled by sadistic Jesus freaks. %7

The other girls were also molested by male relatives living in their households, and this surprises me since
they all come from upstanding Christian families. But then again . ... so do 128

One of the preachers at Escuela Caribe gets a student pregnant.

Secretly, I admire Rhonda’s craftiness. Not only did she manage to get laid, she also :“P‘:ﬁl:}l‘;:‘i‘:_-gml";
She could always give the baby up for adoption and resume her life afterward. Or she cou

; ber of his flock. It
sure God would also reject the forbidden fruit of a preacher man and a teenage mem
would make Him look bad.?#?




Green, John. Looking For Alaska- Green
Looking for Alaska : a FMS & FHS

1L Some concerns: sex between
Sl e children, children watching a
e f % K (0) pornographic video, children
| discovering how to give oral sex
E] Alaska read the sticker on the

top of the video. “The Bitches of
Madison County. Well. Ain’t that
just delightful.”

We ran with it to the TV room,
closed the blinds, locked the door,
and watched the movie. It opened
with a woman standing on a bridge
by the search for answers about life and with her legs spread while a guy
death after a fatal car crash. knelt in front of her, giving her
oral sex. No time for dialogue, I

OVERVIEW

Sixteen-year-old Miles' first year at Culver
Creek Preparatory School in Alabama include

good friends and great pranks, but is defined

suppose. By the time they started
doing it, Alaska commenced with
her righteous indignation. “They
just don’t make sex look fun for
women. The girl is just an object. .
e e ] ] Just as the Bradys were getting
I was already looking, needless

to say. A woman crouched on IOCkEd in j&ﬂ, Lara I'andomly aSkEd

her hands and knees while a guy

s 1}
knelt behind her. She kept say- | g, "Have you ever gotten a blow
ing “Give it to me” and moaning,
and though her eyes, brown and 'Oby’
blank, betrayed her lack of inter- J *

est, I couldn’t help but take men-
tal notes. Hands on her shoulders,
I noted. Fast, but not too fast or
it’s going to be over, fast. Keep your
grunting to a minimum.

As if reading my mind, she said,
“God, Pudge. Never do it that hard.
That would hurt. That looks like




Looking For Alaska con’t

“Um. yeah. I
mean, you don’t have to.”

“I think I want to,” she said, and
we kissed a little, and then. And
then with me sitting watching The

Brady Bunch, watching Marcia Mar-
cia Marcia up to her Brady antics,
Lara unbuttoned my pants and
pulled my boxers down a little and
pulled out my penis.

“Wow,” she said.

“What?”

She looked up at me, but didn’t
move, her face nanometers away
from my penis. “It’s weird.”

“What do you mean weird?”

“Just beeg, I guess.”

I could live with that kind of
weird. And then she wrapped her
hand around it and put it into her
mouth.

And waited.

We were both very still. She did
not move a muscle in her body, and
I did not move a muscle in mine. I
knew that at this point something
else was supposed to happen, but I
wasn’t quite sure what.

She stayed still. I could feel her
nervous breath. For minutes, for as
long as it took the Bradys to steal
the key and unlock themselves
from the ghost-town jail, she lay
there, stock-still with my penis in
her mouth, and I sat there, waiting.

And then she took it out of her
mouth and looked up at me quizzi-
cally.

“Should I do sometheeng?”

“Um. I said.

Everything I'd learned from watch-

I don’t know,”

ing porn with Alaska suddenly

“Um, that’s out of the blue,” 1
said.

“The blue?”

“Like, you Lknow, out
field.”

“Left field?”

“Like, in baseball. Like, out of
nowhere. I mean, what made you
think of that?”

“I’ve just never geeven one,” she
answered, her little voice dripping

of left

with seductiveness. It was so bra-
zen. I thought I would explode. I
never thought. I mean, from Al-
aska, hearing that stuff was one
thing. But to hear her sweet little
Romanian voice go so sexy all of
the sudden...

“No,” I said. “I never have.”

“Think it would be fun?”

exited my brain. I thought maybe
she should move her head up and
down, but wouldn’t that choke
her? So I just stayed quiet.

“Should I, like, bite?”

“Don’t bite! I mean, I don’t
think. I think—I mean, that felt
good. That was nice. I don’t know if
there’s something else.”

“I mean, you deedn’t—"

“Um. Maybe we should ask Al-
aska.”

So we went to her room and
asked Alaska. She laughed and
laughed. Sitting on her bed, she
laughed until she cried. She walked
into the bathroom, returned with a
tube of toothpaste, and showed us.
In detail. Never have I so wanted to
be Crest Complete.



Andrews, Jesse.

Me and Earl and the

dying girl
Call Number: FIC AND

g Al b b+ G ()

Book

OVERVIEW

Seventeen-year-old Greg has managed to become
part of every social group at his Pittsburgh high
school without having any friends, but his life
changes when his mother forces him to befriend
Rachel, a girl he once knew in Hebrew school who
has leukemia.

READ LESS =—

tle bit of both. Homo and

hetero.

EARL

Naw. That don’t make any
damn sense at all. You
tellin me right now, you

can look at some titties,

get a hard-on, look at
some dude’s funky dick,
get another hard-on. You
gonna tell me that for

real.

Me and Earl and the Dying Girl-
Andrews

FHS

Some concerns: oral sex amongst
children, sexualization

about you, mamn, they don’t give
a fuck. They doxn’t give a fuck if
vou live oxr die, you pussy-ass bitch.
They domn’t give a _fuck. Look at me.
They domnt. Give. A _fuck.”

“Oka ay. J Jesu , us.”

“Mamn, just shut the fuck up, be-
cause I can’t be hearing mno more
of this. Yeah, I fucking told Ra-
chel about the fills, I fucking gave
her some of therm dumb-ass fillmms
to watch, because she like thhe only
person thhat do give a fuck. Yeah.
She domnt have big-ass titties, so
yvou doxmt fucking care, but that
other bitch don’t give a shit about
yvou and, and fucking Rachel do,
and yvou donwt fucking give a shit
cuz yvyou’re a dumb little bitch.”

“Hey, Earl, I can’t watch Alphaville
today.”

“Why the hell not?”

“I’'m sorry, man, I have to hang
out with this girl from, uh—this
girl from synagogue.”

“Wha-a-at.”

“She’s—”

“Are you gonna eat her pussy?”

Earl can be sort of profane some-
times. He’s actually mellowed out
a lot since his middle school days,
believe it or not. Back in middle
school he would have asked this in
a much more violent and horrible
way.

“Yeah, Earl, 'm going to eat her
pussy.”

“Heh.”

“Yeah.”



Earl con't...

“Do you even know how to eat
pussy?”

“Uh, not really.”

“Papa Gaines never sat you down,
said, Son, one day you’re gonna
have to eat the pussy.”

“No. But he did teach me how to
eat a butthole.”

When Earl is in full-on Gross-Out
Mode, you have to play along or
you’ll feel stupid.

“God bless that man.”

“yup.”

“I would teach you some pussy-
eating technique, but it’s a little
complicated.”

“That’s a shame.”

“I would need some diagrams and
whatnot.”

“Well, tonight maybe you can
draw some up.”

“Son, I don’t have time for that.
I got like twenty pussies over here
that I need to eat.”

“Is that right.”

“I’'m on pussy deadline.”

“You’ve got twenty wvaginas, all
lined up in a row.”

“Aw, what the hell. What the hell.
No one’s talkin bout vaginas. Greg,
what the hell is wrong with you.
Man, that’s nasty.”

Earl likes to mix it up sometimes
by pretending that you’re being
gross and he is not, when he’s
clearly being much grosser. This is

a classic humor move that he has
perfected over the years.

“Oh, sorry.”

“Man, you’re sick. You’re per-
verted.”

“Yeah, that was really out of line.”

“I'm talkin bout pussy. I got a lit-
tle honey mustard over here, a little
Heinz 57, and a whole lotta pussy.”

“Yeah, that’s not gross. What I
said was gross, but not what you
just said.”

“Got some Grey Poupon up in this.
Got some Hellmann’s.”

Gross-Out Mode can last indefin-
itely and sometimes you just have
to change the subject without



< Title Preview

' ﬁ "\ Hopkins, Ellen.

out Crank
Call Number: FIC HOP
CrANK Sublocation: FREDERICKSBURG
HIGH SCHOOL
DGR A+ gl i b A ()]

Ellern Hopkins BOOk

OVERVIEW

Kristina Georgia Snow's life is turned upside-
down, when she visits her absentee father, gets
turned on to the drug "crank", becomes addicted,
and is led down a desperate path that threatens
her mind, soul, and her life.

Crank-revved, pistons firing full bore,
passion firecrackered in tiny bursts
from thigh to belly button.

Oh, baby,

I want you so bad!
“B-b-bad to the bone?” We laughed,
but it wasn’t a joke. Not for long.
My shirt tore open. “Wait.”

I’ve waited for weeks.

Put up and shut up.
Kisses segued to bites. Bruises.
Pain rippled through my body.
“Brendan, please stop.”

No. You promised,

you damn little tease.
Off came my shorts. Down went
his zipper. I realized I was in
serious trouble. “I’ll scream.”

Go ahead. No one can hear

but skunks and coyotes.
Still, as I opened my mouth, his
hand slapped down over it. Those
sublime muscles hardened.

Just relax.

You’ll love it.
My brand-new Victoria’s Secrets
shredded, and I felt the worst of
Brendan pause, savoring my terror.

They all love it.
Had he done it a different way, I
might have responded with excitement.

CRANK- Hopkins

FHS

Some concerns: child rape,some
glorification of drug use (meth), very
emotional, hard read. Not for children.

Tried to sound tough,
asked if they could
spare a smoke.

Sure, baby.

Anything you want.
Took a cigarette, bummed
alight, and with a soft “thanks”
tried to amble away.

Hey. Where ya going?

You ain’t in a hurry, are ya?

They weren’t big, not football
players, but I was outnumbered
and felt it.
Yeah, what kind of
thanks is that?
The circle tightened,
moving me back, away
from the safety of the street.
Damn, you are
a fine little piece.
Think. Think! But my brain
moved too fast to process well.
My eyes gave it away.
Yo. I think this bitch
been crankin’.
That was license enough. Bodies
bumped, pushed me into
a doorway, blocked escape.
Ever done a three-fer?
You gonna love it, baby.



CRANK con't...

Instead, I froze as he pushed inside.

There it is.

Oh, God. There it goes.
It went, all right, with an audible
tear. Pain mushroomed into agony
and all I could do was go stiff.

You weren’t lying,

you bitch!
Ilaid there, sobbing, as he worked
and sweated over me. Stoked by the

monster, it took him a long time to finish.

Give me aline,

I’ll give you an encore.
He pulled away, sticky and bloody.
Throbbing inside and out, I didn’t move,
didn’t dare look him in the eye.

What the hell

is the matter, Bree?
I stared up at the clouds, gathering
into gloom, shrouding the moon.
“My name is Kristina.”

who got me on my feet
helped me to the car
put me on the seat
kept me semiupright
on the long ride home

Bree, who staunched the blood
straightened up my clothes
unsmeared the makeup
brushed my hair smooth

willed strength against the aching
claiming body and soul

Bree, who understood
that, wasted on crank, there
was nothing I could do

but plot future revenge.

Brendan didn’t say a word
most of the way home. He
drove slowly, just under the
limit. I watched him, out
of the corner of my eye.

He didn’t look so perfect
anymore. His nose had a
bump and his eyebrows
almost joined. And, of course,
I knew what he was made of.

Finally, he found a few words—
his thank you for the gift he had
stolen, the one I should have given
and never could again. I will
remember them forever:

If1'd have known
you’d just lay there,
I wouldn’t have bothered.



zoegirl:
20egirl:

SnowAngel:

2oegirl:
SnowAngel:
Zoegirl:

SnowAngel:

SnowAngel:

SnowAngel:

.‘ﬂ:& ¢
imes besi‘:sellers ttyl and t

myracle

lauren myracle

WHAT?!!

it was a going-away present, since i won't

week. i feel so proud of myself!

well, for sure. u can list it right up
other accomplishments: straight A
giving head . . .

'm kinda wired. i just gave doug his ve
*falls backward out of computer chq

tfn

Ty 1st blow-job,
ir*

chim fora

there with your
s, honor council,

it wasn’t all that fun for *me*, but i think he really liked

it, and that made me happy.
but my jaw got really tired.
have u ever given logan a blow-job?

no, and i don't plan 2. i have . . . odor issues.

hmm. yes, i can c that.

but i was just like, “this is doug, and i love him.” and i

hope u don’t think it's bad that i’'m talking about all this,

i just needed someone to process it with! i mean, it's a

really big deal!
sweetie, of course

anyway, he prolly talks fo his friends about what u

guys do and don't do, don't u think?
oh god, he better not!

so: spit or swallow?

i swallowed, but i don’t think i'm
just tell him very politely so he’s not
erm, i bet he'll be ok with it. what's
*nuh uh, no way! in that case, no blo

going to next time. i1l
offended.

he's gonna Say.
w-jobs for U,

24 maddie:

maddie:

= L8r, g8r- myracle
| FHS
Some Concerns: child sex,sexual content

should go ast!

going 1st+. will u plz just tell us?

on-virgin, we’re DYING for detailsiil
*wonderful™ night. wonderful, wonderful,

then Y
i'm not
ah, u ™

but actually - - - i'm still a virgin.

pardon?

we didn't - - -
was before he . . .
squeezed it inu?

maddie! - =
afterward, he was all, “ah, crap. zo, i'm sorry!

well, yeah! nice way to blow your wad, doug!
i didn’t care. afterward we just held each other. it was

make it to completion. well, *he* did, but it
u know.

nice.

did he at least finish u off? return the favor, as it were?
he offered, but i just wanted to cuddle. we watched HBO
and snuggled and made each other laff, and it was
perfect.

i felt good that i made *him™ feel so good. that’s all that
mattered.

d to be MUTUAL, little miss fifties

4]

but it’s supp
housewife.

i'm not allowed to wanna please doug?

1, ©h good lord. angela? a little help here?

veah, u've been awfully quiet. u still there?
;:sﬂ:m S_ﬁll here. and i say, so what if doug couldnt
€ distance? at least he really loves her, and at

Zoegir];

idon't «
SnowAngeI: uk S a blow-jo},
Zoegir]: d e il
OUg trieq to
¢ 80 down
Ut i was Jike « e
SnowAn as like, “ng n )
gel: 010 no ng, B
Srowd :‘:‘Y? 10. that'g g, » dsd"'ky).
1K€ u said, the who)
said, le odor thi i
snowAnge,. blushmg Just talking about it!l Sl Toverse,aq
: :ha? about plain olq sex? if B
M go down on u, won't . e'T\bal‘r‘qssgd g
ub >
Sex? ¥ embarmssed e
zoegir]: =
i . that’s different
girl: but. . maybe
zoegirl: i'll cr
0ss that bridge when ;
) icome t i
be soon, cuz pill-wise i'm 5 day aw:y'tf:-:,hmhl <
can u believe jt? byt ileave for tenn&cseem
Juag there goes that 800d timing o
ow, : i .

. ngel:  which means Ull have more t; ready
zoegirl: exactly Mk @
zoegirl: i'm

gonna go bry i
going to bed. andstl;::xyiteeth i -
_— 8uess i won't talk to u for a
SnowAngel: 1
g i know, but we'll be reunited soonll

Sunday, March 19, 8:19 pM p.5.T.

#

SnowAngel: ey, madikins. i'm IMing from the lurvely el cerifo®
tell u to have a good spring break!ll

Cancel



OVERVIEW

Chronicles, in "instant message" format, the day-
to-day experiences, feelings, and plans of three
friends, Zoe, Maddie, and Angela, as they begin
tenth grade.

READ LESS —
BOOK DETAILS

Call Number
FIC MYR

Interest Level : Young Adult
|

woegirl:  you two actually talked?

Sn",-.w'n"n}?l OUr seats ore nght next 1o ench oinet, andl fonight
when | do my hw, | get 1o fontasize about hs
SUMMEr $OUS0QE. "NuAge, Nuoga, wink, wink*

woegir  whilei'll be reading 5,000 pages of "The Great
Gatshy” and answering probing discussion
questions about the american dream. mr. h expects
usto read abook aweek. canyou believe that?

SnowAngel: ke that'll be a problem foru

SnowAngel:  did he store af your boobs?

zoegirl; mr. h?!

snowAngel:  moddia and | had him for journalism last year, and
he was alwoys stonng at sorme gifl's Deobs, mostly
moddia’s. he was always “reoding” her shirls

wegirl: — ewww!

MowANgel:  $0 watch out, he makes o big deal of being ol
christion. but what that MEANS is that ha's majotly
soxually repressedd, wheraas L on tha other hand, am
not sexually reprassod af ol speaking of, better stort

prachicing for rod, bys!

Myracle, Lauren, 1969- ttyl- myraC|e
Ttyl FHS

SNOwWANQe!
mad maddie:
SnowAngel
mad maddie:

snowAngel

mad maddie:

SnowAngel

S e SEEpRS Some Concerns: children discussing sexual
& content, normalization of child & adult
Book (teacher) relationships (pedophilia)

don’t think | Can sy

say.

wéll she soid Ihat margorst | . . er . . . gjocuiates
i

actually she said she squirts whaen she comes. ond
men sh was ke, “shil, | con’'t belleve | 1oid U, u've
gotta swear not 1o 1edl, tam. u've goto swearl™ while
the whola fime | was two sinks over going. "HELLO!
Ao u aven know I'm here?*

disgusting

[ know. | wos ike, "marpara! 8 yr tend, asshole, how
widl U likes It if shix wen! ground speeoding rumorns

about u?°

zoegrl:
zoegirl:

her sides.

i have a really hard time believing that.

or if he did, he was probably just trying to watch
out for her. like he didn"t want her to get busted
for breaking the dress code.

mad maddie: she said he got a total stiffie while they were

zoegirl:

talking. she said it was hysterical.
that's ridiculous. mr. h would never do that.

mad maddie: what makes u so sure?

zoegrl:

because he's NICE. because he treats me like i'm
a person instead of a kid. that's what was so great
during our mecting—we were just two people
having a discussion.

mad maddie: what did the two of u “discuss”?

zoegirl:

NOT skirt lengths or anything like that. geez,

we both said how we believe there's meaning to
life. that everything's not random and pointless
like some people think. mr. h talked about
christianity a little—how he’s sure Cod has a plan
for him. he told me that everything that happens.
happens for a reason. doesn’t that give you the
chills?

mad maddie: yesterday at publix, a little kid rammed me with

zoegirl:

a grocery cart. was there a message there? cuz i
think { missed (t.

he also said that sometimes you'll meet someone
totally unexpected and it’ll change your life ina



Ttyl cont...

zoegirl: he was talking about next weekend, which is when Snich )
he's going to be house -sitting for the kravitzes. SnowAnger; - ke how
and at first it was like . . . sexy. kind of. zoegirl: just really gentle, like it meant something to be
. . 1 ;
zoegirl: (don’t laugh!) touching me.
SnowAngel what do u maon?
zoegirl: just that nobody was listening, but they COULD snowAngel:  wow
have been. and that made it . . . i don’t know. roegirl: then he pulled back his hand and said, “you're
exciting. ¢ . .04 M) -
& in10th grade, zoe.” and i said. "i know.” then he
SnowAngel oh man
w o - ga g "
zoegirl: he told me about how nice the kravitzes® house is, said, yourelis, and i said, "1 know,
and his'told e about tha hot tub agato, SnowAngel:  oh man. he was totally, ike, admitting ha was info u
zoegirl: then he lowered his voice and said, “you're still i A R
coming, right?" woegurl: then he pushed back my hair again, tucking it
SnowAngel:  FUCK behind my ear,and . ..
zoegirl 1 don’t that word. * cially® that word. . (o g ’
SCEFR RIRESS -y bl " zoegirl: it's the way he looked at me, like he was saying
SnowAngal what'd u say? A . .
zoegirl: i said, i think so, yeah.” and he said, "good.” two different 'hmgB at the same time.
then he touched my hand really lightly and said, mcgﬂ-l: it sounds mlly stupid‘ doesn'tit?
“you can wear your bikini.”
SnowAngel " SnowAngel I doasn'l sound stupid, 20. | sounds . ., big
SnowAngel: | was KIDDING when | told u to wear a bikini! woegirl: yeah, that's kind of how it feels too,
Snow. = w v
SRoWAgel  Twomnod SnowAngel. | guess I'm excited for u, since u ke him bock ond
SnowANngel urnot ‘
SnowAngel.  TEACHERS ARE NOT SUPPOSED TO SAY "YOU CAN averything. but ru sure this is ok? | mean, he's 0
WEAR YOUR BIKINI™ TO THEIR STUDENTSI!| TEACHER
zoegirl: i know! . A - X
. S e : _ zoegirl: i know. and probably nothing more will happen,
zoegirl: at first i thought he *was® just teasing me, and i
said, "yeah, right, me in a bikini. wouldn’t that be not till i graduate, and that won't be for another
a lovely sight. (WO years,
SnowAngel and 7
SnowAnQel:  true. ond I've gotta say—thank god for thatl
the way to and from alpharetta, where his church Fri, Nov 19, 10:09 AME.S.T.
is. it was a long drive. so we got to talk A LOT. he's ) . ) ) )
. : . zoegirl: iam so dead!isaw mr. h at fellowship this
s0 interesting, angela, and he knows so much | . A
about spirituality. i know maddie makes fun of morning—i was too wimpy not to go—and
himobutireally sdmicehiin when we were in the kitchen getting out
k ’ ) the orange juice, he said, “i’m looking for-
SnowAngel do u think HE thought t wos weird today? d to tonicht. i £ ial dle just
zoegirl: i don’t know. i may have been making it up. in warc to °m$ -1 got a special cancle jus
5 < ; : for the occasion.”
fact, i probably was. but sometimes it seemed like
he was giving me these looks, like he and i shared SnowAngel: ew! ick, ick, ick!
asecret.
zoegirl: ornot a *secret®, more like just the knowledge of zoegirl: he said it in this shy little boy way, and it
the special time we had together. would have been cute if i’d still been into
zoegirl: agh. that sounds corny. him. but ’m not!!!
ShowAnget: SnowAngel: did u tell him u couldn’t come?
SnowAngel 0, don’t get offended but do u think he's hitting
on u? just a iitte? zoegirl: no!isaid something brilliant like, “uh,
zoegirl: PLEASE great,” and then i darted off to get a sweet
zoegirl: anyway. he told me that he doesn't believe in roll—not that i was able to eat it. i wanted
dating just for the sake of dating. he only wants to to tell him no, butijust couldn’t!
date someane if he thinks she might be a person
he'd like to marry. SnowAngel: zoe, u have to get out of it.
5H<‘~{"~"-Q‘—*' f"‘u' it yr that person? zoegirl: how? he’s coming to pick me up at seven.
zoegirl: i'm1g, angela. i already told my mom i’m going to Bible
5'“7“‘f"‘”9‘?' s0? ) study with him, like years ago before i got
zoegirl: although something happened that was sort of freaked out, and she’s delighted. she’ll prob-
funny. when he dropped me off after church, he ably have a plate of cookies for him when he
reached over to open my door for me. and it was HEERTes.
a little awkward because his body was, like, right
there. 50000 close. and then he half-laughed and SnowAngel: what if u told her the truth?
v i -

il :.;larltdcd"::hsa?;fom;l: mg:n::: ‘:l‘:plp.lfl‘ hm:::lf zoegirl: are you KIDDING? that would be a disaster.
roegurl: ! B:xlrc 14 nr o R e she’d call the entire school board, and then
e | yo S o she’d realize i’d been lying to her all this
SnowANge! zoelll 5 ' = s
soegirl: DON'T tell maddie. time and she’d—crap, i have no idea what

she’d do.



Newman, Les|éa.

Jailbait
Call Number; FIC NEW
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Book

OVERVIEW

Unpopular and lonely tenth-grader Andi builds a
fantasy romantic life around her clandestine,
sexual relationship with a man in his thirties.

BOOK DETAILS

Call Number
FIC NEW

Interest Level : Young Adult

Jailbait- Newman
FHS

Some concerns:
normalization of child
& adult sex. The book
summary/overview
alone is not
appropriate for
children (or really
anyone since reading
or viewing pedophilia
is illegal.)



Chbosky, Stephen.

' | The perks of being a wallflower

Call Number: FIC CHB
Sublocation: FREDERICKSBURG HIGH SCHOOL.
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Book

OVERVIEW

Charlie, a freshman in high school, explores the dilemmas of
growing up through a collection of letters he sends to an
unknown receiver.

BOOK DETAILS

Call Number
FIC CHB

Perks of Being a Wallflower- Chbosky
FMS & FHS

Some concerns: graphic sex scenes, rape,
child sex

Dear friend,

Do you know what “masturbation” is? I think you probably
do because you are older than me. But just in case, I will tell
you. Masturbation is when you rub your genitals until you have
an orgasm. Wow!

That weekend, my sister spent a lot of time with this boy.
And they laughed a lot more than they usually did. On Friday
night, I was reading my new book, but my brain got tired, so I
decided to watch some television instead. And I opened the door
to the basement, and my sister and this boy were naked.

Interest Level : Young Adult

still in it. I said I didn’t see why not, so they closed the door and
started kissing. 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. T 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
and things like that, and she grabbed his penis with her hands
and started moving it. T wish T 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.

He was on top of her, and her legs were draped over either

side of the couch. And she screamed at me in a whisper.

“Get out. You pervert.”

(Charlie watching two of his friends
have sex)

“When most people left, Brad and
Patrick went into Patrick’s room. They
had sex for the first time that night. |
don’t want to go into detail about it,
because it's pretty private stuff, but |
will say that Brad assumed the role of
the qirl in terms of where you put
things. | think that’s pretty important
to tell you. When they were finished,
Brad started to cry really hard. He
had been drinking a lot. And getting
really stoned. No matter what Patrick
did, Brad kept crying. Brad wouldn’t
even let Patrick hold him, which
seems rather sad to me because if |
have sex with someone, | would want
to hold them. Finally, Patrick just
pulled up Brad’s pants, and said to
him, “just pretend you’re passed out.”



