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PLAYLIST





	RUIN THE FRIENDSHIP BY TAYLOR SWIFT

	I TOLD YOU THINGS BY GRACIE ABRAMS

	GET HIM BACK! BY OLIVIA RODRIGO

	I LOVE YOU, I’M SORRY BY GRACIE ABRAMS

	BLISS BY TYLA

	THAT WAY BY TATE MCRAE

	`SHOWED ME (HOW I FELL IN LOVE WITH YOU) BY MADISON BEER

	WHY BY SABRINA CARPENTER























































Dedicated to:

Everyone who believes that life should be a movie
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SOPHIE

THE ONE WHERE I FAIL AT LIFE




Int. Sophie Reynolds

Wistfully glares at her ogre boyfriend, who refuses to go to the Christmas showing this weekend.

SOPHIE REYNOLDS

It’s literally once a year! We go every year.

JAMES CONNOR

Exactly. It’s getting boring now.

SOPHIE REYNOLDS

You’re such an asshole. You promised we’d go.

JAMES CONNOR

(distracted on his phone)

Sorry, babe. Next year.

SOPHIE REYNOLDS

Where are you going? I bought an outfit!

JAMES CONNOR

Out. See Ya!

Ext. JAMES




I stood on the porch steps of my two-storey house in suburbia, watching my boyfriend leave me to go God-Knows-Where on Christmas Eve. Typical. Now I had no date to see my town’s equivalent of the Rockettes on Ice at the skating rink Christmas show. I turned on my phone, the blue light blinding me in the pitch-dark night. I was shivering in my red leather suit with open cleavage, biker boots and fishnet stockings. I called Lace.

“What?” a slurred voice answered through my phone speakers.

“Lace? Hello?” I asked her.

“Bitch! Oh my god, hey! What’s up?” she sounded drunk.

“Give me a ride to the Christmas show?” I asked.

“No way, Jose. I’m totally wasted at Jim’s bar in town. Rina could totally bite, though?” she said.

I groaned, cutting the call. Rina took forever to answer, but she was available and showed up in her dad’s town car five minutes later.

“Get in, loser,” she said from the backseat as her driver parked on my lawn in front of the gate.

My friends were so rude, I swear, but snark was a term of endearment in their vocabulary.

“Where to?” Rina asked me.

“Straight to the Laneswood Rink,” I said.

The driver nodded and started taking us there.

“Aren’t you a little overdressed? Or underdressed considering the weather?” she asked me.

“It said it was going to be hot on the weather app,” I told her.

“Did James bail on you again?” she asked.

“It would be a surprise if he didn’t,” I replied.

“Men. I don’t know why you put up with it. You could do so much better. I mean, so much better. Like…”

Oh God, here she goes again. Same old story. You should date me, Sophie! Women are much better.

Ha! Tell that to my crazy ex-girlfriend Carmen.

She went on her usual rampage about female orgasms, vagina-to-vagina versus penis-vagina. I unfortunately had heard this several times too many and was regretting not just getting an Uber.

When Rina was done, she turned to me.

“Can I come with you?” she asked.

“You bought a ticket?” I raised an eyebrow, frowning.

“No, but didn’t you buy one for James as well before he bailed?” she raised an eyebrow back.

We had a stare-down.

Ugh.

“Yes. Fine. Come with,” I rolled my eyes.

But I was secretly glad I would not end up alone at the Christmas on Ice show.

We arrived and managed to get through the first 2 hours in gleeful silence. We sang along to popular radio hits as various characters from every genre of Christmas film and literature performed a 4-hour-long showcase… on Ice.

Halfway through intermission, Rina went off to get us snacks while I stayed put, sending angry posts and videos of my fabulous night to James, who responded with indifference. I sighed, despondent.

A strange man in what appeared to be a Zorro outfit sat beside me in my now-vacated seat. What happened to Mrs Clause, who was there ten minutes ago?

I turned back to the show, Rina came back with popcorn, hot dogs, chocolate waffles and drinks.

I snacked on the popcorn and chocolate, downing a Coke as the show progressed, but then something awful happened.

The Kiss Cam.

Oh no, no, no.

On me? And… Zorro.

I turned to him.

He had dark curly locks cascading down his shoulders, cobalt blue eyes shining through a mask in the dark, under the bright white spotlight of the Kiss Cam flashing with the text:

Santa’s Sexy Helper and Zorro.

What. The. Fuck.

I was shaking my head, but Rina was laughing, cheering me on, and finally shoved me forward into the hard ridge- and surprisingly strong arms- of Zorro. The mysterious man in costume with the alluring eyes.

His big hands caught me, his warm breath on the side of my face.

“I-” I choked out.

He stared at me with quiet assessment, the crowd around us cheering us on as we were projected on the large screen TV.

“We don’t have to if you don’t-” he started, but I was probably feeling horny or lonely or delusional because how many chances does a girl get to have a movie moment like this in her life? How many times do you get to kiss a hot stranger on a Kiss Cam under bright lights on Christmas Eve after your boyfriend, whom you don’t like anymore, ditched you and your horny friend wanted in your pants?

And school was coming up again.

So, I kissed him.

Because this is totally like a movie I’d write in my notebooks. Besides, I was never going to see him again.

And the soft press of his warm lips on mine, the cheering squad of concertgoers behind me and his warm body beneath me felt wrong and naughty, so it must be right.

Right?

The lights went down, and the Kiss Cam ended. My night wrapped up. Rina would tell this story for the year to come, and I would remember the next morning… that I have a boyfriend.

Unfortunately, I did not forget that kiss. I feared it would haunt my dreams for many moons to come, and I would fantasise about it way too often for way longer than it was appropriate.

JAMES: Glad you had fun. Sorry for bailing and not explaining. My grandma died last night.

Well, fuck me.
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CALEB

THE ONE WHERE I’M GUILLOTINED


“I can’t believe she broke up with me, man,” James told me from the bleachers after school. Christmas break had just ended; it was the first day back to school, and James had just gotten dumped by his girlfriend.

I could.

Believe that she broke up with him, of course.

I would not tell him that, but James was not exactly the most… attentive boyfriend.

“Yeah, that sucks. How are you holding up?” I asked him, scrolling through the images I took on my Nikon last night.

I was discreet about who exactly the images were of.

“Terrible. So, terrible, my mom took me to therapy because I was eating from cereal boxes for weeks and liquid IVs,” he said, tying his shoes on the bench. It was the end of his soccer practice, and I was just here to take him home as his carpool.

¨Yikes. ¨ I said, staring at her soft, lush curls, bright brown eyes and dark-brown skin.

¨Yeah, but anyway, can we get Starbucks on the way home?” he asked me, and I rolled my eyes.

In the car, we were armed with doughnuts and lattes.

James downed the doughnuts in the blink of an eye. He´d been stress eating since the breakup. I was starting to watch my allowance drain because of takeaways and fast food.

¨Maybe you should lay off the carbs, James. Shouldn´t you be going to the gym and getting a glow-up or something?”

¨Fuck off, and let me eat. ¨ he said.

Okay, then.

We got to my house and spent the rest of the evening ignoring our homework and playing video games. As well as James repeatedly scrolling through Sophie Reynolds´ Instagram.

¨I know Instagram is fake, but Sophie looks amazing, hotter and happier. Is that fake, too? ¨ James asked me, maudlin as he showed me an image of Sophie at a bar, sipping a martini in a red sparkling dress.

I wouldn´t tell him, but I spent too much time staring at that picture. She posted it last night, and I definitely did not sleep a wink after it.

I shrugged.

¨Caleb? What´s up with you? You´ve been weird since last week. What did Christmas do to you? Is it your dad again? ¨ James asked me with a questioning brow.

¨Something like that. ¨ I answered, not convincing.

I wish I could tell James that what happened to me during Christmas was no mental breakdown of my psychotic father or alcoholic binge of my mother. No, what I went through was a different kind of messed-up situation.

On Christmas Eve, drunk and alone, I decided to take my older sister´s unused Christmas on Ice show tickets and dress up as Zorro. A certain Kiss Cam made me kiss none other than Sophie freaking Reynolds. My best friend´s girlfriend. Well, I definitely had not known that it was her at the time, but when I went online





















