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If I could skip this chapter, I would. It’s not... well, not one of my favorite life moments, and certainly not among the better memories I made during senior year, even if it did have some good moments, but... yeah, the parts of it that suck have a way of pushing their way to the forefront, don’t they? Fuck, I’m stalling... I’m stalling, and you’re not here for stalling, you’re here to see what happens next, and it’s my job as the narrator to explain that.

So... yeah, I’ll stop stalling. Today, I’m going to tell you now about how I lost my best friend, and the girl who kind of kicked off my crazy year in Regan Hills, California, Tori McNeil... though it’s not quite as simple as that.

Just because we were best friends and I’d kind of always had feelings for her didn’t mean I had any kind of claim over her... she was never actually “mine” in the first place, so “lost” isn’t quite the right word. Even with all this hindsight to help me, right words are hard to find for what exactly happened between us, but whatever it was, the majority of it was my fault. Spin it however you want, say whatever it is that makes you sleep best at night, but at the end of the day I was the one who screwed up so spectacularly that by the end of Thanksgiving, my oldest friend and I were no longer friends.

Like I said, it’s not a story I want to tell, nor is it one I offer to you as a warning so that you won’t make the same mistakes I did, because I understand that my problems are hardly normal or representative of the kinds of problems you’d normally need warnings about, but I guess I’m writing it out anyway. Why’s that? Why wouldn’t I just hide from the dark moments of my life like a kid under the covers hoping that a simple piece of cloth would keep the flesh rending claws of the monsters that crawl from within our closets and under our beds at bay?

Continuity.

If I skipped past Thanksgiving to December, suddenly shy a best friend and in a depressed funk for all I’d fucked up and thrown out, you’d probably be confused and demand I go back and explain just what the fuck happened, so, yeah, skipping this part of the story is something I just can’t do, no matter how much I might want to.

No, I’m going to tell you what happened on Thanksgiving so you’ll know what happened and what effect it had on things moving forward, for better and for ill. It’s not a day I like to linger on, but if you’re here for my story, then this is arguably a necessary chapter.

I wish I could promise you the happy kind of happy ending you’d see in a movie, where we quickly sorted things out after a miscommunication and walked off into the sunset hand in hand (possibly after some making out and hot sex) but this isn’t that kind of story. It just... well, I won’t spoil that much ahead.

So, are you sure you want to keep reading? Are you sure you’re ready to read about heartbreak and lust in equal measure?

Here goes nothing... but don’t say I didn’t warn you.

***
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On the long list of holidays, Thanksgiving was always one of my least favorite when I was growing up. It didn’t come with presents or costumes or getting candy, but did involve having to get dressed up in uncomfortable clothing and sitting quietly while surrounded by family members you barely knew, and often may not have even liked. When I was little and Mom did all the cooking, I was used to being surrounded by so many people from her side of the family that I didn’t even know existed, being pinched and poked and told how big I was getting and generally being miserable.

After Mom died... well, it was just Dad and me around the house, and Dad tended to get a bit bittersweet around the holidays without Mom around, so any official Thanksgiving celebrations were officially off the menu for us. Since I also missed Mom but didn’t miss having to get dressed up to get poked and prodded by people I barely knew, this didn’t seem that bad a compromise to me.

This changed, of course, when Tori started inviting me to her house for the holiday.

I couldn’t tell you how long Tori and I had known each other since my memory didn’t go back that far, but ever since Mom died, she’d invite me over almost every Thanksgiving. Sometimes I accepted, sometimes I didn’t, but the thing about Tori and her family was that (aside from the conflicts we both had with her older sister, Rachel) I always knew that I was welcome in their home, and with Mom gone and Dad keeping his distance as he sorted out what our life was these days, I appreciated the knowledge that Tori’s house was a place that I could count as my home away from home.

While this year wasn’t inherently different since I was still definitely welcome in the McNeil house, the way my status quo had changed with not just Regan Hills High School, but with Tori’s family in particular, made things particularly tricky. The closer I got to Thanksgiving, the more I worried about what might happen.

What if I did something wrong?

What if I said something wrong?

What if Tori somehow knew everything and Thanksgiving was some kind of trap?

What if...?

Fucking “what if.”

Playing the “what if” game is a dangerous one even when you’ve got enough experience to know what you actually have to fear, and when you don’t have that experience to sort out the false alarms from the things you really need to worry about, it’s as direct a path to madness as any.

Thankfully, one of the best ways I’ve found to avoid playing that game for a while is to find someone even better at commanding your attention and spending as much time with them as humanly possible. If you could manage this without clothes and a whole lot of thrusting and grunting and enough orgasms to melt your worries away into nothingness, then so much the better.

Was this why I spent the night before Thanksgiving with 18-year-old goth princess Josie Wong? Well, not really, because I didn’t need any excuses to want to spend time with Josie Wong, but damn it if she wasn’t also an amazing distraction.

I lay on my back on Josie’s bed, transfixed by the sight above me as the pale, Chinese-American goth beauty I’d become rather smitten with over the past couple months rode me, bouncing up and down on my cock as if her life depended on it. My body was alight with every kind of pleasure imaginable, from the way her pussy gripped my cock to the simple pleasures that came with watching her face contort in ecstasy. I looked down between us, watching my thick cock disappear into her impossibly tight-feeling hole, in awe that she could not only take me, but take me with such ease, and felt like I was the luckiest man on Earth.

“GOD, FUCK ME, RYAN!” she roared, her black-painted lips curled in a beautifully deranged smile. “Fucking hell... keep... fucking... god, yes, pound my slutty fucking cunt, like that... keep giving it to me, harder, harder, yes, like that, fuck me harder, give it to me... squeeze my tits and fuck me ‘til I can’t fucking see straight... goddamn it, fuck yes!!!”

Josie rode my cock with a ferocity that, even with our familiarity with one another by this point during senior year, still had a way of surprising me... not that Josie wasn’t full of surprises. If you were to catch her in passing, you’d think she was nothing more than your typical goth princess who was all bark and no bite, with her pale skin, dark accentuating makeup, numerous tattoos and dour-looking attitude. God knows I never thought about Josie Wong much before this year other than her being one of my more distinct-looking classmates, but with the year I had, I was opening up to all sorts of new experiences, and Josie was certainly one of them. This girl wasn’t all bark and no bite, no... sure, she was a lot nicer than she looked but when she found herself suddenly determined, this girl could move mountains, and when she wanted to fuck
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