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STIFF COMPETITION

Ray and his roommates have a long running competition that restarts every week. The loser of the game has to buy the winner beer and do his chores. And the game is simple: you get one point for going on a date, another point for getting a kiss, another point for getting head, another point for going all the way, and maybe even a bonus point for unlocking the back door. But to get the points, the players have to show proof, usually in the form of a picture. 

Ray is unfortunately used to losing. He’s lost count of how many cases of beer he’s bought for his roommates. But one week he suddenly has a stroke of luck when he lands a date with a beautiful blonde. She’s cute and funny and she’s even willing to go back to Ray’s house for a bit of fun. But she has a confession to make before they get started in Ray’s bedroom, and now Ray has to decide how badly he wants those points. 

CHAPTER I

Losing didn’t easier for Ray, and still, he continued to lose week after week after week. 

He was getting tired of walking into that liquor store across the street from his own house, buying  four  cases  of  beer  that  he  wouldn’t  even  get  to  drink,  and  then  walking  back  to  his snickering  roommates.  “I’m  sure  you’ll  win  next  time,  Ray,”  Mason  would  always  say  with  a big, crooked grin on his face. 

It wasn’t fair: Mason, Paul, and Aaron were all genetically gifted guys. They were athletes, spending whole days at the gym. They had rich parents, so they didn’t have to work much to get by. Ray wasn’t quite so lucky. Ray had to work his crappy job every day, just so he could keep up  with  the  bills.  He  never  played  sports  because  his  parents  were  always  afraid  he  would  get hurt. He always believed them, but now he resented them: he had a small, scrawny body that was incapable of packing on muscle, and he flinched every time a ball flew in his direction. 

Ray  didn’t  want  to  participate  in  the  weekly  game  of  ‘Fuckeries’.  He  should  have  never agreed to it in the first place, knowing that it was a game invented by Mason: a guy who loved to brag and win and mock losers. The rules to Fuckeries were simple: one point for scoring a date with a girl (she had to be at least a six out of ten), another point for a kiss (you had to prove it happened), another point for a blowjob (again, it had to be proved), and another point for sex (of course,  it  had  to  be  confirmed).  And  of  course,  there  were  other  ways  to  collect  bonus  points: anal was worth an extra point, and a video of the girl swallowing was worth another—but very, very hard to get (yet somehow, Mason got swallowing videos all the time). 

Ray  participated  in  Fuckeries  with  all  of  his  roommates:  Mason,  Paul,  and  Aaron.  The winner didn’t have to do chores for the week. The loser had to buy everyone a case of beer. Ray didn’t necessarily want to win—he just didn’t want to lose for another week in a row. 

He tried Mason’s strategy, but it just didn’t work for him. Mason would go to every party on campus  and  he  would  single  out  the  drunkest  hot  chick  and  then  he  would  try  to  get  her  even drunker.  He  didn’t  always  get  laid,  but  he  usually  got  laid.  Even  Ray’s  other  roommates  had accepted that Mason would probably always be the winner. It didn’t help that he looked an awful lot like a young George Clooney, and he was on the university’s football team—a team that was actually good and actually won lots of games. He was always bringing cheerleaders home, and then he would tape himself fucking them up in his bedroom. 

Ray would show up at the parties, spot a drunk chick, and then he would freeze up, too afraid to  approach  her.  He  was  terrified  of  being  rejected,  even  though  he  knew  the  girl  wouldn’t remember a thing. He was scared the girl would look down at his scrawny figure and laugh, and then  everyone  else  would  turn  around  and  start  to  laugh.  So  at  every  party,  Ray  would  end  up standing in the corner with a drink clasped in both of his hands. He was invisible, and maybe that was for the best. 

Paul  was  also  on  the  football  team.  He  looked  more  like  a  young  Paul  Rudd—not  exactly every  girl’s  dream,  but  he  made  it  work  for  himself.  He  never  scored  any  touchdowns  and  he hardly got any time on the field, but apparently girls just want to be with guys on the team. Ray

tried  out  for  the  team  one  summer,  thinking  he  could  possibly  be  the  guy  who  kicked  the  ball across the field, or maybe even one of the guys who catches the ball and runs. He didn’t know a lot  about  football,  but  he  figured  it  couldn’t  be  so  hard.  On  his  first  day  at  the  try-out,  he  was checked  and  knocked  unconscious  for  nearly  twenty  seconds.  The  coach  told  him  to  go  home. 

“And for your own good, don’t come back,” he said. Maybe Ray’s mom was right. 

Ray  had  successfully  obtained  a  date  six  times  in  Fuckeries  history.  He’d  obtained  a  kiss twice, but it was never enough to win. Of course both times he got a kiss, his roommates all at least  got  blowjobs.  Ray  had  never  had  a  blowjob  in  his  life,  or  sex  for  that  matter.  He  was  a virgin, but he didn’t want his roommates to know that. He figured agreeing to Fuckeries would be a good way to get rid of his virginity, but apparently all it was doing was rubbing his virginity in his face. 

Ray found a bit of hope with Tinder, the dating app. He made an account, uploaded his best pictures, and he swiped on every girl above a six. He would sit in his room and swipe for ages until  his  phone  buzzed  with  a  match.  He  was  painfully  used  to  seeing  the  message:  “Sorry,  I meant to swipe the other way!” But occasionally he would get, “How’s it going?” 

He knew that he had a tendency to come on too strong. He was always trying so hard not to sound  desperate  that  he  would  end  up  sounding  terribly  desperate.  Girls  would  usually  stop messaging him back after five or six messages, but occasionally he would find a girl who was willing to give him a shot. It was a late March evening when one girl decided to give Ray a shot. 

Her name was Veronica. She was short and a little bit chubby, but Ray figured she passed as a six. She had a cute face and a cute smile and very large breasts. In her profile description, she wrote that she considered herself more of a Betty. Ray enjoyed the little joke. 

It  was  a  simple  little  date:  have  a  few  drinks  together  by  the  river,  talk  a  bit,  see  if  the relationship  could  possibly  go  anywhere.  Ray  showed  up  early  down  at  the  waterside:  forty minutes early. He paced back and forth as his nerves tingled. He kept looking at her profile on his phone, and then he kept praying that Mason and the other guys would let her pass as a six out of ten. She had one picture where she was bikini-clad and without makeup. Her puffy gut hung over her bikini bottoms, and the harsh sunlight made her eyes look dark and beady. If the guys saw that picture, they certainly wouldn’t let her pass as a six. But maybe he could just show them the other pictures. 

Veronica showed up ten minutes late, which didn’t bother Ray. Though it did bother Ray that she  showed  up  with  three  friends:  all  just  as  portly  as  her.  As  soon  as  they  saw  Ray,  they  al started  whispering  and  giggling.  Ray  pretended  not  to  notice,  though  it  was  hard  to  hide  his trembling  legs.  “Hi  Veronica,”  he  said,  waving  and  feeling  smaller  than  ever.  She  probably weighed  forty  pounds  more  than  him,  but  he  was  probably  thirty  pounds  underweight  so  it wasn’t too big of a deal, right? 

“Ray, right?” one of the friends said. 

Ray nodded his head and the girls giggled again. Ray felt his heart flutter down into his gut. 

Was this just a setup for a big joke? Did Veronica only ask him to meet up so that her and her friends could have some sort of depraved laugh? “What’s going on?” he asked. 

“Sorry—I  just  brought  my  friends  along  in  case  you  were  like  a  murderer  or  something,” 

Veronica said. Then she turned to her friends and shooed them off. They giggled again and then went off towards the bar across the pier. “Sorry about that,” she said once they were alone. 

“No worries,” Ray said with a smile. It was probably a good call. “Girls shouldn’t be meeting up with strangers at night in desolate places.” 

“They told me the same thing. You’re cuter than your profile picture,” she said. And Ray had to force a smile. ‘Cute’ isn’t a great compliment for a man. In fact, to Ray, it was an insult, but he knew she was just trying to be nice. Guys don’t want to be cute. They want to be handsome or rugged or intimidating or maybe sexy—but not cute. 

Ray handed Veronica a beer. “I just got what was on sale. I hope it’s okay,” he said. 

She cracked it and took a long drink. She wasn’t quite as chubby as she looked in her photos

—or maybe it was just the flattering spill of the streetlights. She really did have a cute face. Her eyes were big and she clearly put lots of effort into her makeup and her hair and her outfit—and she smelled nice too—though Ray couldn’t help but notice the smell of vodka when he took a seat next to her on the edge of the pier. “So what kind of things do you like?” Ray asked. His heart  was  pounding.  It  was  only  the  seventh  date  of  his  entire  life—and  it  was  a  point  for  the week. As far as he knew, the other guys didn’t have points yet. For once, there was a chance he wouldn’t be the loser. And maybe he could take it further than just a date. Maybe he could get a kiss, or maybe she would be the lucky recipient of Ray’s virginity. 

They  talked  for  a  good  hour,  sipping  beer  after  beer.  Ray  quickly  learned  that  they  didn’t have a lot in common, but luckily Veronica liked to hear herself talk, so she just went on and on while Ray nodded and occasionally tossed in another question to keep her going, like tossing a log onto a slowly burning bonfire. It was after three beers and however much vodka she drank before showing up that Veronica ended up staring into Ray’s eyes. “You really are very cute,” 

she said again, as if it was a compliment, as if she was talking to her pet hamster. 

“Thanks,” Ray said. And he knew she was hoping for a kiss. 

There was a moment of silence, and then Veronica said, “Aren’t you going to kiss me?” 

Ray started to lean forward, and then he remembered that he needed proof. So he pulled out his phone. 

“What are you doing?” she asked, staring down at his phone. 

“I thought maybe we could get a picture—you know, just in case this works out between us. 

Wouldn’t it be awesome to have a picture of our first kiss?” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so,” she said. So Ray held out his camera and then he leaned in for a kiss. The magic of the moment was suddenly gone, but at least he got his kiss and he had the picture to prove it. He slipped his phone back into his pocket. “Is that it?” she asked. 

“Is what it?” 

“Is that the kiss?” So Ray leaned in again and gave her another kiss. But he wasn’t sure what she wanted. She wasn’t giving him much to work with: keeping her lips shut and her body stiff. 

After the second kiss, she rolled her eyes. “It’s because I’m fat, isn’t it?” 

And now Ray was frightened and confused. Tears were forming in Veronica’s eyes, and he had no idea what to do about it. “You aren’t fat,” he said, forcing a big smile. And it was true: she wasn’t fat. She was just chubby—or maybe she was fat. Relative to the general population, she was only slightly larger than average. But then again, the general population was a little bit fat. 

“I  know  I’m  fat.  I  know  I’m  not  perfect.  No  one’s  perfect,”  she  said.  And  now  her vulnerabilities were pouring out faster than Ray could push them back in. 

“You aren’t fat. You’re just a bit bigger. Who cares?” And then he saw in her eyes that this was not the right thing to say. 

She  was  silent  for  a  moment  and  then  she  pulled  out  her  phone  and  started  texting  her friends. 

“What are you doing?” Ray asked. 

“I’m going home.” She stood up suddenly, puffing out her chest. “And to think—I was going to suck your cock.” She turned around and started walking away. Ray knew he’d probably just dodged a bullet, but he’d also missed his opportunity to be a winner for once in his life. 

“Wait!” he said, springing up to his feet. But Veronica didn’t wait. She was bawling her eyes out now in a very unflattering way. She scurried away faster than he could catch up, leaving him with nothing but a blurry picture of a half-assed kiss. At least it was something—at least he had two points on the board for the week, which may have been enough to not be a loser. 

CHAPTER II

Ray had a big smile on his face as he sat on the living room couch, waiting for his roommates to make their way down from their rooms for the weekly ‘awards ceremony,’ as Mason called it. 

Mason was the last to show up, eyes heavy and still in his plaid pyjama pants. It was almost 2:00

PM and he’d just woken up after a long night of partying. He looked at Ray with one eyebrow raised high. “Why are you looking so smug?” he asked. 

Ray  tried  his  best  to  keep  a  straight  face.  “What  do  you  mean?  I’m  just  waiting  for  you guys.” 

Aaron came down next, still with his video game headset on. “Let’s hurry this up. I have a game starting in seven minutes,” he said. And then he flicked his headset back on and continued chatting  with  his  video  game  team.  Aaron  was  unemployed  and  always  playing  video  games. 

Ray couldn’t wrap his head around how Aaron was ever able to get laid when he spent fourteen hours a day gaming. 

Paul  was  the  last  to  come  down.  He  was  dressed  for  work,  in  his  dress  shirt  and  slacks. 

“Work on a Sunday, Paul?” Mason asked. 

“Funeral—my great aunt. I never actually met her.” Ray didn’t bother telling him that a white dress shirt and a red tie probably wasn’t an appropriate combination for a funeral. “I’m hoping it’s quick because I don’t want to miss that new Game of Thrones episode.” 

“Okay  then,  let’s  just  get  this  over  with.  Everyone  get  out  their  proof,”  Mason  said.  Ray could tell by everyone’s demeanour that they probably didn’t have much. They all seemed to be in a rush, and they’d all been abnormally busy that week. Ray couldn’t help but notice that Paul wasn’t  even  getting  his  phone  out.  He  was  just  sitting  there,  staring  at  the  floor  as  if  he  had nothing.  “Cool,  so  I  fucked  this  blonde  chick  at  this  party  last  night.  I  came  in  her  without  a condom, and she sucked my dick. So that’s six points. I even stuck it in her ass at one point, but I didn’t get a picture of that—so I’ll just settle with my six points.” First, he showed a picture of the girl. She was a cute blonde with a cute smile. Then he showed a picture of the top of her head pressed between his bare, hairy legs. Then he showed a picture of her being stuffed by his Coca-Cola can cock. Ray was sick of seeing pictures of that dick. He wasn’t surprised, but he wasn’t thrilled. So he didn’t win, but at least he probably wouldn’t lose. 

“I got head from some chubby chick. But she was kind of cute… This happened two nights ago,”  said  Aaron.  He  turned  his  phone  around  and  then  Ray’s  heart  fluttered  down  into  his stomach. He was looking at a picture of Veronica, on her knees, sucking his long, curved cock. 

So she really was out looking to suck a dick. Ray felt his face turning dark red. 

“Well, I kissed that same girl,” he said awkwardly, turning his phone around for the guys to see. They all started laughing. 

“Hopefully  not  after  I  was  finished  with  her,  or  you  probably  tasted  my  cum!”  said  Aaron before he started laughing hysterically. Ray was too embarrassed to admit when the date was. It was possible he kissed her after she sucked the cum out from his rod. 

“Well, Paul? Can you top a cum-flavoured kiss from a land whale?” Everyone laughed, and

Ray suddenly felt like a loser, even though he was pretty sure he’d just come in third place. 

“Uh,” Paul said, “I fucked this chick. Do I have a picture? Oh yeah, here.” He turned around his phone and showed a picture of a girl on all fours, with his cock pressed into her tight slit. “I’ll show you a picture of her face later, but I think I’m going to be late.” He stood up. “I promise she was a seven though.” And then he left for his great-aunt’s funeral. 

And  then  the  other  guys  looked  at  Ray  with  big  grins.  He  was  the  loser,  again,  for  the twentieth week in a row. Or was it the twenty-first week in a row? It didn’t matter. Now he had to  go  to  the  liquor  store  and  spend  forty  bucks  on  booze,  and  then  he  had  to  spend  the  week cleaning dishes and washing bed sheets and acting like the housemaid. And he basically was the housemaid  at  this  point,  constantly  cleaning.  He  was  unfortunately  familiar  with  Mason’s underwear selection. He’d lost track of how many times he’d cleaned the football star’s laundry. 

Ray  dragged  his  feet  across  the  road  to  the  liquor  store.  He  walked  in  and  the  store  clerk looked at him with a pathetic glare. “Lose again?” 

“I don’t want to talk about it,” said Ray as he went to get his roommates’ favourite booze. He didn’t even have to ask his roommates. He knew exactly what they liked: Paul only drank Bud Light,  Aaron  liked  Heineken,  and  Mason  liked  Budweiser  in  the  summer  and  Guinness  in  the winter. 

“It’s  all  about  confidence,”  the  store  clerk  called  out  from  across  the  empty  liquor  store. 

“You need to believe in yourself.” 

“I said I don’t want to talk about it!” Ray hauled the first two cases over to the counter. 

“You  know  there’s  this  really  great  e-seminar  on  YouTube  about  building  confidence.  I highly recommend it.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Ray said. 

“I didn’t even tell you what it’s called. Don’t you want to know what it’s called?” 

“Sure, I guess so,” Ray said, hoping it would get the guy to shut up. 

“It’s called Divine Confidence. It’s by a guy called Sandeep Singh. He gets all of the ladies.” 

Ray forced a smile, nodded his head, and then paid the bill. He tried to think of how much money he’d spent on liquor that wasn’t even for himself. Probably close to a thousand bucks at this point… He hauled the liquor back to the house in two trips, and then he went up to his room so he could be alone. 

He wasn’t so upset over the competition—the competition was just a reminder that all of his friends  were  out  having  fun  with  beautiful  women  while  Ray  couldn’t  even  get  a  little  bit  of action  from  a  girl  who  may  or  may  not  have  been  a  six  out  of  ten.  He  wanted  to  get  the occasional  blowjob,  maybe  even  the  occasional  pussy.  He’d  never  even  touched  a  pair  of  tits before. In fact, Veronica was probably the closest he’d ever come to any sort of sexual action. 

Technically, he kissed her twice, which was twice as many times as his previous record. 

Ray may have been scrawny and short, but he wasn’t a bad-looking guy. Like Veronica said, he  was  ‘cute’.  Surely  cute  should  have  been  good  for  some  girls,  no?  Whenever  he  walked around campus, he was always shocked to see ugly guys walking hand-in-hand with bombshell beauties. Girls were always telling him, “It’s not about looks,” and maybe they were right—but then how was Mason getting so much action? What did he have going for him besides his looks? 

His football success? Well Ray didn’t have any sort of success to boast either…

He reluctantly opened up his Tinder app and started swiping on girls, hoping to get a head start on the week so that he could maybe avoid having to spend another forty bucks on beer in a week’s time. After forty minutes, his thumb was starting to feel sore from the constant swiping, but he had to keep going. He needed every little advantage he could get. 

He  finally  stopped  for  a  break—and  to  look  at  the  beautiful  woman  who  was  now  on  his screen. Her name was Cass and she had gorgeous platinum blonde hair and a sly smile. She was way out of Ray’s league—the kind of girl Mason would be delighted to bag. Ray closed his eyes and tried to imagine a world where Cass would go for a guy like him—but even in his fantasy imagination he couldn’t seem to delude himself into thinking a girl like Cass would go for a guy like him. Regardless, he swiped on her anyway, just in the off chance she would swipe on Ray. 

He put his phone away for the night and went to sleep early. He had to work in the morning, unlike  his  roommates  who  could  spend  their  day  in  the  gym  and  at  the  bar,  working  on  their bodies and racking up the points for another week of Fuckeries. 

CHAPTER III

Every morning, Ray woke up in the same way: three alarm cycles and plenty of groaning. He hated getting up for work, knowing that he would be spending an entire day standing behind a counter,  putting  up  with  insufferable  people.  His  body  would  refuse  to  acknowledge  that  the weekend  was  over,  so  he  would  usually  grab  his  phone,  turn  up  the  brightness,  and  stare  at  it until his brain flicked on. 

That morning, when he stared at his phone’s screen, he noticed a new notification: ‘You have a  match!’  He  groggily  swiped  on  the  notification,  to  see  if  it  was  just  a  mistake,  and  then  his heart flew up and began to throb against his ribcage. He’d matched with Cass. 

He  sat  up  quickly,  suddenly  awake.  He  navigated  over  to  the  conversation  window,  which was still blank. She was waiting for him to make the first move. He sat in his bed for the next fifteen minutes, trying desperately to think of something witty to say. Someone once told him to always open with a joke on Tinder, but he couldn’t think of a good opening joke. He was never much of a jokester anyway. So just went with a simple, “Hey, how are you?” 

And then he found himself staring at the screen with wide eyes, waiting for a response. He knew  that  response  probably  wouldn’t  come  in  the  morning.  She  was  probably  asleep—she probably didn’t work the same miserable hours as Ray, seeing as she was young and beautiful. 

Beautiful people never work miserable slave-wage hours. 

He was shocked when that glowing ellipses actually appeared on his screen: she was typing a message. He bit down on his tongue and tried not to get his hopes up. He knew that, more likely than  not,  she  was  about  to  tell  him  the  same  thing  beautiful  women  always  told  him:  ‘Sorry,  I didn’t mean to match with you!’ But to his surprise, she said, “I’m doing really well! How are you doing?” 

He  spent  another  fifteen  minutes  trying  to  come  up  with  a  response.  Finally,  he  came  up with, “I’m good. Had a good weekend and now I’m already looking forward to next weekend.” 

He realized how lame it sounded after he pressed send. And then he realized he was running late for work. So he slipped his phone into his pocket, quickly got dressed and brushed his teeth, and then  he  took  off  for  the  bus  stop.  He  barely  made  the  bus,  which  was  crammed  shoulder-to-shoulder  with  people.  He  managed  to  squeeze  between  two  large  men,  which  was  where  he remained for the next thirty minutes, until he was at the small downtown framing shop where he worked.  It  wasn’t  until  he  was  settled  into  his  place  behind  the  counter  that  he  pulled  out  his phone and saw that Cass had replied. 

“What kind of music do you like? You strike me as a Floyd kind of guy,” she wrote. 

And this time, Ray wrote back quickly. “I love Pink Floyd. You’re talking about Pink Floyd, right? I saw Roger Waters a few years ago. I spent every dollar I had for tickets. Though I prefer David Gilmour. I wish David Gilmour would come to town.” He pressed send and then realized he  wasn’t  asking  her  anything  about  herself.  So  he  quickly  hammered  out  a  follow-up.  “What kind of music do you like?” 

“I like Pink Floyd too. I also like REO Speedwagon. Don’t make fun of me!” 

“Make fun of you? I love REO Speedwagon. Tune a Fish was one of the first albums I ever bought. I have to listen to it with headphones or my roommates make fun of me.” 

Before he knew it, it was lunchtime. In their message stream was over four dozen messages and  close  to  a  thousand  words.  And  after  every  few  messages,  Ray  would  find  himself  on  her profile,  staring  at  her  pictures,  trying  to  reassure  himself  that  she  was  a  real  person.  Though  a nagging in the back of his mind kept suggesting that she was a fake account, trying to steal his credit card information or something—or maybe it was one of his roommates pulling some prank on him. Maybe they all made the account together and they’d just been waiting for Ray to match with  her—no,  no,  that  would  be  too  much  work.  Mason  and  the  guys  didn’t  have  that  kind  of patience  for  a  gag.  And  credit  card  scams  don’t  have  this  much  patience  either—and  they certainly didn’t have this much in common with Ray. 

“Add me on Facebook,” Cass finally said, giving him her full name: Cassie Mae Stevens. 

Ray quickly added her on Facebook and then continued his conversation there. It was around 3:00  PM  when  Ray  realized  he  was  going  against  the  advice  that  Mason  had  given  him  when they first moved in together. “If you really want a girl to like you, don’t message her much. Just message  her,  like,  once  every  two  days,”  he  had  said.  “And  never  message  her  right  after  she messages you. Wait at least three hours, and keep your message short. You want her to feel like you don’t need her. That’s what drives women crazy.” But Ray couldn’t fathom the idea of not messaging  Cass—if  she  was  willing  to  chat  with  him  all  daylong,  why  would  he  pass  up  that opportunity? 

Ray  was  on  the  bus  home  when  Cass  messaged  him,  “Want  to  meet  up  for  a  coffee  or something?” Ray smiled. Not only did he land a date with a beautiful woman, he officially had a point for the week of Fuckeries. There was a good chance that he wouldn’t have to buy beer for everyone for the twenty-first week in a row (or was it the twenty-second week in a row?). 

“Sure! I just need to shower and then I’m free. Where do you want to meet?” he asked. 

She sent him the address of a place across town, in a seemingly random faraway suburb. But Ray wasn’t about to question her choice. He wasn’t going to turn down a date with the hottest girl  that  had  ever  talked  to  him—assuming  she  was  even  real.  Assuming  she  wasn’t  just  his buddies trying to pull a prank on him, or some girl trying to collect the credit card information of desperate men like Ray. 

CHAPTER IV

Ray felt like an idiot when he walked up to that café almost an hour early for his date. He was always early for his dates, always worried that if he was even a few minutes late, he would offend his date and lose his opportunity. He definitely didn’t want to lose his opportunity with Cass, assuming she was real. 

When  he  walked  in,  he  was  shocked  to  see  her  sitting  by  the  window,  already  sipping  a coffee. She looked at him and smiled and his heart began to throb and stutter. He walked over slowly, watching her closely, looking around to make sure his roommates weren’t all sitting in the café, waiting to prank him somehow. But the place was empty and quiet, and Cass was truly real. “Hey,” she said. She had a nice voice, with a bit of rasp, but not too much. “You came.” 

“I  did,”  Ray  said,  nodding  his  head.  His  body  suddenly  felt  cold.  He  tried  to  remember  if he’d ever talked to a woman as beautiful as Cass before, but he couldn’t think of any examples—

not even a casual conversation. “Did you think I wouldn’t?” he asked. 

“I don’t know what I thought,” she said. Strangely, her cheeks were red as if she was shy or embarrassed. But what did she have to be shy or embarrassed about? Surely, with her looks, she should have been nothing but confident. “Have a seat. Or do you want to get a coffee first? They make a really nice London Fog here.” 

“Okay, I’ll get that,” Ray said, turning towards the counter. “I’ll be right back.” He felt like a rusty robot while he walked, his joints stiff and his heart pounding loudly as if against a sheet of tin. He walked up to the counter, ordered a London Fog even though he had no idea what that was, and then he walked over to the little waiting area. He looked back at Cass and saw that she was  smiling  at  him.  He  returned  the  smile  and  then  looked  away.  He  couldn’t  figure  out  what was  happening.  There  must  have  been  some  kind  of  catch.  Beautiful  women  were  never interested in Ray. 

“One London Fog,” said the barista. 

“Thanks,’ Ray said, taking the drink. He was almost too afraid to go back to Cass, to sit with her and talk in person. He was worried he would be too shy to talk as openly as he had been on the Tinder app. He was worried that he would just end up sitting with an awkward smile on his face until Cass realized what a big mistake she was making. But he had to try. If he played his cards right, maybe he could feel her amazing lips against his—and maybe he could get an extra point for the week. 

He settled in across from the beautiful blonde. “So—do you like coffee?” he asked. 

She giggled. She had a cute giggle. “I like coffee,” she said. “Though it sometimes makes me jittery—” 

“—Me too,” he said. And then he realized he’s just cut her off before she was finished saying whatever it was she had to say. “Sorry—go on.” 

She giggled again. “That was it,” she said. “So what are you doing on Tinder?” 

“What am I doing on Tinder? I, uh—I guess the same thing as everyone else.” 

“Trying to get laid?” she asked with a laugh. 

And then he felt his face turn dark red. “No—Just trying to meet people. I’m not just trying to get laid, I swear to God.” 

She laughed. “I’m just kidding. Calm down.” She smiled, melting Ray’s heart just a little bit. 

There was a long silence, and then Ray just couldn’t take it any longer. “I’m sorry, but what do  you  see  in  me?  Do  you  actually  want  to  be  out  with  me,  or  was  I  just  convenient?”  He  bit down on his tongue, regretting every single word that just came out from his mouth. “I mean, not that  I  think  that  you  think  that—I  just  can’t  figure  it  out.  A  girl  like  you—you  have  so  much going  for  you—and  then  there’s  me.  Look  at  me.  I  mean—I  like  me.  I’m  perfectly  fine  with myself. But I just don’t understand why a girl like you…” He cut himself off as he realized he was  talking  in  circles,  and  Cass  wasn’t  even  paying  full  attention.  She  was  laughing  with  red cheeks, as if she thought the strange outburst was cute. 

“Just relax,” she said. “Try not to think so much about it. Try your drink—you’ll like it.” 

So he sipped his drink and he did like it, though he still didn’t know what it was. “I’m sorry,” 

he  said.  “It’s  just  that—you’re  very  pretty,  and  I’ll  admit  it:  I  don’t  go  on  a  lot  of  dates  with pretty girls.” 

“Do you go on a lot of dates with ugly girls?” She let another one of those little giggles slip. 

“And I didn’t realize we were on a date. Is that what this is?” 

“I’m sorry—I just meant meet up—I don’t meet up with a lot of pretty girls. And no, I don’t meet up with ugly girls either, I just—” 

“I’m just kidding around. Tell me more about that Roger Waters show you went to. I wanted to go but I didn’t have enough money.” 

So Ray went on and told Cass all about the show. Then they talked more about music, then about movies, and then they just started talking about life. Ray discovered that Cass was working on her pre-law. She was hoping to become an environmental lawyer, even though she knew they didn’t make a lot of money, even after so many years in school. Then the conversation became even more personal as Cass began to tell Ray about how she hadn’t spoken to her family in a few years. “Why not?” Ray asked. 

Cass  laughed.  “I’m  sure  you  can  guess,”  she  said,  looking  down  at  the  table.  Ray  couldn’t guess, though he didn’t want to push that topic any further. It was clearly a sore spot, and Ray wanted to keep their little date upbeat—if it was even a date. He wanted to keep that smile on her face.  He  wanted  her  to  remember  laughing  and  having  fun  once  the  date  was  over—he  didn’t want her to remember getting depressed and upset. 

“We should do this again sometime,” Ray said with hopefulness pounding in his chest. 

“I’d love that,” she said with a big smile. And that smile looked genuine. It didn’t look like it was filled with pity or derangement or desperation. She really liked Ray. Maybe, for once, Ray was catching a break. “What about next week?” she said. 

“How’s  about  Friday?”  Ray  said.  He  couldn’t  wait  a  week—if  he  waited  a  week,  then  he would lose another week of Fuckeries. He needed to fast track his new relationship with Cass so that he could have a shot at beating Mason for the first time in his life. It would be nice to have someone else buy the booze. It would be nice to have someone else clean Ray’s bed sheets and

underwear. All he needed was one little break—and Cass was quite possibly that break. 

“Friday  could  work.  Let  me  check  my  work  schedule  and  then  I’ll  get  back  to  you.”  She stood up and grabbed her purse. “I should be going,” she said. 

He sprung to his feet and reached out his hand. “It was great meeting you.” 

She looked down at his hand and snickered. Then she took a step forward and hugged him. 

He felt her soft breasts pressing against his chest, and he caught a strong whiff of her amazing perfume. She really was too beautiful for him. There really must have been some sort of catch. 

CHAPTER V

To Ray’s shock, Cass was free on Friday and she was willing to meet up again, despite Ray’s awkward outbursts during their coffee date. Not only was she willing to meet up, but they spent the whole week texting back and forth. Days went by quickly as Ray sat behind that art-framing counter,  waiting  for  customers.  By  the  end  of  the  week,  his  neck  was  sore  from  constantly staring down at the screen of his phone. But it didn’t matter—it was all worth it. A little crick in the neck was absolutely worth a potential relationship with a beautiful woman, and the potential winning of Fuckeries. 

He made sure to pick up a good case of beer before they met up at the pier, not too far from where Ray met with Veronica. The date plan was the same: casually chat with Cass while getting her drunker and drunker. Hopefully, she would end up putting out, and hopefully she wouldn’t notice Ray sneakily pulling out his phone to get the proof he needed for victory. 

Once  again,  Ray  was  early,  and  once  again,  Cass  was  early  too.  The  sun  was  still  setting when they hugged on that pier. “Nice to see you,” she said. 

“Nice to see you too,” Ray said. His voice cracked slightly and his heart stuttered. He found himself just as nervous as he was during the last date, even though they’d spent the entire week talking and now they were much more familiar with one another. “I brought beer—I hope that’s okay. Do you like beer?” 

She looked at the beer and nodded her head slowly. “I can drink it,” she said. 

“Sorry—what should I have gotten instead, for future reference?” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “Beer is fine.” 

Something seemed off with her. She wasn’t acting as bubbly and she wasn’t giggling. They started chatting, but Ray couldn’t help but notice that she had something on her mind, something teasing her conscious. “Everything okay?” Ray asked when he noticed her gaze turning inward while h talked. 

“Huh?  With  me?”  She  asked.  She  forced  a  smile.  “Yeah,  everything’s  fine.  Everything’s great. This beer is good.” She took a long sip from her beer. 

“Why  don’t  you  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  don’t  know  about  you?”  Ray  asked.  He  got  the question from a website that afternoon: ‘Ten questions to ask your date to keep the conversation going’. 

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. What do you want to know?” 

“Anything,” Ray said. “What’s the first thing that comes to mind?” 

“Well, I guess you don’t know that I really like sushi,” she said with a big smile. 

“You told me that yesterday,” Ray said. “Give me something juicier than sushi.” 

“Juicy?” she asked. 

“You  know—something  exciting.  Something  other  people  maybe  don’t  know  about  you. 

Something you maybe don’t want me to know until our, like, tenth date.” 

Her face started turning red, as if she had something very juicy. 

“C’mon—out with it,” Ray said, laughing. The beer was helping him relax. He found himself inching closer and closer to Cass, getting closer and closer to the smell of that amazing perfume. 

“Why don’t you tell me something,” she said. “So I know how juicy to go with my answer.” 

And then Ray found himself frozen and nervous. Would he tell her the truth, or would he just give  her  some  lame  answer?  He  took  a  deep  breath.  Only  one  secret  came  to  his  mind:  his virginity. He was embarrassed by it, being twenty-two and all, but he could think of nothing else. 

And  he  didn’t  necessarily  want  to  start  the  relationship  off  with  a  lie,  if  it  even  was  a relationship.  He  opened  his  mouth  but  couldn’t  push  the  words  out.  Then  he  remembered  the game of Fuckeries—maybe he could tell her about that. Fuckeries was a secret, and maybe if she knew  about  it,  she  would  help  him  win.  Maybe  it  would  be  a  good  way  into  her  panties—or maybe it would be a complete turn off; that was more likely. If he made the mistake of telling her that he was just trying to score points in a stupid sex game, she would probably dump the rest of her beer on his head before storming off embarrassed and angry. “I’m a virgin,” he said, feeling like it was the better of the two options. He regretted saying it as soon as the words were off of his tongue. He felt his face turning dark red. 

Her  eyes  lit  up,  and  it  looked  like  she  was  fighting  back  the  urge  to  smile.  Now  he  was regretting the admission even more. “Really?” she said. 

“I don’t know,” Ray said, trying to backtrack. “Maybe. Maybe I’m lying.” 

“Well are you lying, or is it the truth? Because I’m not telling you anything unless I know for sure.” 

Ray  bit  down  hard  on  his  tongue.  He  felt  like  such  an  idiot.  “It’s  true,”  he  said  as  his  gut turned and groaned. He forced a smile and could feel all of his blood rushing into his cheeks. 

“Well, I think that’s nice. It’s refreshing,” she said, taking a long sip from her can of beer. 

But she still had that smirk on her face. Ray tried his best to pretend like he couldn’t see it. 

He  took  a  sip  from  his  own  beer.  “So  what’s  your  secret?  What  can  you  tell  me  that  will compete with what I told you?” He looked over at her and saw that she was looking down at the ground, silent once again, still afraid to spit out whatever embarrassing fact she was hiding. 

“I’m a virgin too,” she said. 

“No you aren’t,” Ray said. And then he saw that she wasn’t laughing. “Are you really?” 

“I am. Why don’t you believe me?” 

Ray shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. You’re so pretty. I mean look at me—it makes sense that I’m a virgin. But you? You can have it whenever you want, you know what I mean?” 

“Can I?” she asked, grinning again. It was nice to see that little smile return to her face. 

“Believe  me—you  can,”  Ray  said.  And  then  he  looked  away  awkwardly,  realizing  how creepy he just sounded. He prayed that Cass wouldn’t find his comment as creepy as he found it. 

The  night  became  silent.  Ray  looked  out  at  the  water,  which  now  looked  black  as  the  sun  had disappeared completely beneath the horizon. 

“It’s pretty—even when you can’t see anything,” Cass said. 

Ray nodded his head. She was right, even though it seemed like an oxymoron. “It really is pretty,” he said. 

And then suddenly, her hand was in his. He wasn’t sure if he had grabbed it or if she had put it there. But it didn’t matter. It felt nice. Her hand was soft and warm and comforting. He tried to think  of  the  last  time  he  held  a  girl’s  hand.  It  had  been  years,  not  since  high  school,  or  maybe even junior high school. It was such a simple pleasure. 

He looked over and saw that she was looking into his eyes. Did she want a kiss? He leaned forward slightly and saw that her eyes were beginning to close. She was ready for the kiss. But he didn’t have his camera out. How was he going to prove it without a picture? He thought about grabbing it, but he didn’t want to kill the mood. He was going to have to get another picture later. 

He leaned in all the way and kissed her on the lips. Her lips were soft and they seemed to melt against  his  like  warm  butter.  Her  tongue  slipped  into  his  mouth  and  explored  around  until  it found his tongue. And then his hands slipped around her soft, precious body. 

He was kissing a beautiful woman, and she wasn’t even drunk. She was only on her second beer—or  was  it  her  first?  And  she  didn’t  smell  like  booze  when  he  met  with  her.  She  wasn’t swaying or slurring her words. Had Ray ever kissed a sober girl before? If he had, she certainly wasn’t as beautiful as the girl he was kissing now. He put a hand on her thigh. She put her hand on top of his, as if to stop it from travelling any further upwards. “I wasn’t trying to touch you between the legs,” he said suddenly, breaking away from the kiss. “I just put my hand there—I don’t even know why.” 

“Just  relax,”  she  said,  and  then  she  laughed  and  then  leaned  forward  again,  continuing  the kiss.  It  was  nice,  and  it  went  on  for  the  next  thirty  minutes:  casually  kissing,  locking  tongues. 

Their bodies were pressed close together, and at one point she even let him squeeze her tit. It was soft and squishy and the first tit he ever squeezed in his life. 

“My place isn’t far from here,” he said. 

“Don’t you have a bunch of roommates?” she asked. 

“Yeah, but they’re all out at parties. I guarantee you that the house is empty.” 

She hesitated, but then she went along. Ray was going to get some action. He was going to lose his virginity. He just had to think of a way to document the milestone event. He carried the case of beer in one hand and he held Cass’s hand with the other. He dropped the beer by the front door as soon as they were home, and then they kept kissing. On their way towards Ray’s room, Ray tripped over a pair of shoes. He looked down and recognized Mason’s sneakers. 

“What is it?” Cass asked. 

“Nothing,” Ray said. Then he looked towards the kitchen and saw the cold medication that had  been  left  on  the  counter.  Mason  must  have  stayed  home  with  a  cold.  At  first,  Ray  was worried. Then, he was thrilled. If he could make Cass have a loud orgasm, then he wouldn’t even need a picture! Mason could vouch for him—or maybe Mason would lie and say that he heard nothing. 

They went to Ray’s room and continued their progressing romp. Ray got Cass’s top off and then he unclipped her bra with shaking hands. Her tits were perfect. He squeezed them, eliciting

a moan from Cass’s soft lips. He realized his legs were trembling and probably close to giving out on him. So he lowered Cass down on his bed and then he climbed on top of her. He looked into  her  eyes  and  tried  to  figure  out  what  she  saw  in  him.  Why  wasn’t  she  rejecting  him  like every  other  beautiful  woman?  Why  was  she  letting  him  crawl  all  over  her  and  kiss  her  perfect lips? Did she have some serious self-confidence issues, or was Ray not as bad of a catch as he thought he was? 

He  heard  a  creak  and  looked  over  across  the  room.  He  could  see  the  shadows  of  two  feet standing  on  the  other  side  of  his  closed  door.  Was  Mason  listening  in?  Was  he  about  to  try  to ruin Ray’s night, or was he going to let Ray go on? 

“What’s wrong?” Cass asked. 

“Nothing. I just can’t believe how beautiful you are,” he said with a smile. 

Her face turned red and they continued to kiss. With each passing minute, another piece of clothing hit the floor. Finally, Ray was in nothing but his boxers and Cass was in nothing but her panties.  She  looked  down  and  saw  his  big  erection  trying  to  push  out  from  its  cotton  prison. 

“You’re hard,” she said. 

“I’ve pretty much been hard since we kissed on the pier,” Ray said, and then he realized how creepy that sounded. But she just laughed. 

“Can I touch it?” she asked. 

“Go for it,” he said, leaning back. Her fingers curled around his cock slowly. She didn’t go under the boxers—she was apparently saving that for later, letting the moment play out slowly with lots of anticipation. She got a firm grip and then she started to pull upwards. 

“I can’t wait to get inside your pussy,” he said with a hot-faced grin. His heart was pounding. 

Then she froze. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked. 

She looked into his eyes, and she looked worried, as if she just discovered something terrible

—as if she just realized Ray’s dick was about to fall off, or that he had some sort of cancerous growth on his body. “Well? What is it?” he asked. 

“I  have  to  tell  you  something.  I  thought  you  knew—but  now  I’m  starting  to  think  that  you don’t know.” 

“What? What is it?” he asked, his heart pounding even faster. He couldn’t think of anything that would have put him off. She figured that she was about to tell him that she was lying about being a virgin, or that she was younger than she said she was originally. 

“I  wasn’t  born  like  this,”  she  said.  “I—I’m  transgender.  I  thought  you  knew.”  Ray’s  ears started to buzz and his gut turned ferociously. “It says on my Facebook page. I assumed you read it.” 

Ray  didn’t  read  the  information  on  her  Facebook  page.  He  was  too  enamoured  by  her pictures. It couldn’t have been true. She must have been fucking with him. “I—I don’t believe you,” he said, forcing out an awkward laugh. 

“It’s  true,”  she  said,  pulling  down  her  panties  slightly,  revealing  the  base  of  her  shaft.  She covered herself up quickly. “I’m so sorry. I thought you knew.” 

And then he heard a door slam down the hall. “I’m not sucking your dick, you creep! You can go to hell!” A woman stormed from Mason’s bedroom down to the front door, and then she slammed  that  door  too.  For  once  in  Mason’s  life,  he’d  been  rejected.  And  maybe  that  was  his only prospect for the week. Maybe for once, Ray was going to beat Mason in Fuckeries—if he could go through with fucking Cass, despite her biological downstairs mix-up. 

He managed to force a surprisingly genuine smile, and then he said, “I don’t care.” His voice was quiet as he was praying Mason wouldn’t overhear any part of the conversation. Surely the points wouldn’t count if Mason found out she were biologically male. 

His heart was pounding harder than ever before. 

“Really?” Cass said with apprehensive eyes. 

Ray tried to swallow the thick lump in his throat, but it wouldn’t go down. “Really,” he said. 

He tried to force that smile again, showing lots of teeth. “I still like you.” A cold chill ran down his  spine.  He  was  going  to  go  through  with  it,  just  so  he  could  collect  those  sweet  Fuckeries points. 

CHAPTER VI

He climbed back on top of her and looked down into her eyes. Now, he could spot that slight bulge on the centre of her throat, and her shoulders did look a little bit broader than the average woman’s.  And  that  slight  rasp  in  her  voice  suddenly  didn’t  seem  so  sexy.  But  he  managed  to hold that smile anyway. “You really don’t care?” she asked again, as if his face was filled with reluctance. 

“I  really  don’t,”  he  said.  And  then  he  leaned  forward,  closed  his  eyes,  and  pressed  his  lips against  hers.  His  heart  skipped  a  beat.  He  was  kissing  the  lips  of  a  man.  It  didn’t  matter  how many hormone pills she swallowed in her lifetime, or many surgeries she had—those lips were still the lips she was born with, and she was born a man. 

Ray  tried  not  to  think  about  it  but  he  could  think  of  nothing  else.  At  least  she  was  a  good kisser.  At  least  those  lips  were  soft  and  warm  and  comfortable  against  his—but  in  a  way,  that only made them more repulsive. He didn’t want to enjoy that kiss. He didn’t want to think that he could enjoy making out with a man. But he had to string her along if he was going to get those much-needed points. So he gently opened his mouth and accepted her tongue inside. He tried not to gag at the thought of that tongue belonging to a man—even a super-feminine man. His tongue was stiff as it touched hers. Now, in his head, he was counting down the seconds until this was all over. 

He reluctantly put his hands on her naked body. At least her tits felt like tits. The implants were good—or maybe they weren’t implants at all. He squeezed them and found sweet refuge in her perky nipples. Though that thought still crossed his mind: those nipples belonged to a man. 

She reached down and slipped her fingers under the waistband of his boxer shorts. Then, her fingers curled around his shaft. She started to massage and stroke. It felt good and horrible at the same  time.  Ray  kept  his  eyes  closed.  He  tried  to  imagine  a  woman,  even  though  there  was  a perfectly convincing woman in front of him. Her hands felt small and fragile like a woman’s, but that wasn’t enough. It didn’t matter how small or soft or fragile or manicured those fingers were

—he knew the truth. 

“You’re big,” she said gently into his ear. And then Ray wondered how big she was. He only saw  the  base  of  her  shaft  and  the  bulge  in  her  panties.  What  if  she  was  bigger  than  him?  And what exactly was she expecting him to do? If she sucked his dick, was she expecting him to suck hers?  And  if  she  let  him  into  her  tight  asshole,  was  she  hoping  to  get  into  his?  He  tried  once again  to  push  those  thoughts  away,  focussing  his  attention  on  the  pulsing  euphoria  growing between  his  thighs.  He  took  a  deep  breath.  His  hands  started  drifting  down  her  body,  but  he wasn’t sure how far to let them drift. 

But he had to admit: her skin was soft—softer than a man’s skin should be. And the moan that escaped her plump lips as she squeezed his erection sounded feminine—no man should be able to produce that sound. Maybe she was hardly a man to begin with, even before the surgeries and  the  hormone  pills.  Maybe  even  before  her  transition  she  had  been  full  of  estrogen.  Maybe she was one of those rare people who was born with both sex organs, and they just called her a boy for the sake of logistics… Or maybe Ray was just being optimistic. 

She started to sink down beneath him. He held himself up on his elbows and knees, watching her  go  low.  He  watched  as  she  pulled  down  his  boxers,  revealing  his  throbbing  erection.  He hated how hard he was—harder than he’d ever been in his life. But it wasn’t fair: she knew how to massage his shaft. Her hands felt too good. 

She gently licked the length of his shaft and then she plunged his cock into her mouth. She closed her eyes and moaned gently as she bobbed her head up and down, pleasuring his whole length. “Shit,” her muttered. And again, he hated how good it felt. 

And then it dawned on him that he was about to lose his virginity to a biological male. Was it worth it?  They  say that  you  never forget  your  first  time. Did  Ray  want to  remember  fucking  a man for the rest of his life? And when his future wife asks him: ‘What was your first time like?’

Was he prepared to lie to her? For the rest of his life he would have to live a lie: telling all of his serious  partners  that  he’d  never  had  sex  with  a  man  before.  It  would  be  a  dirty  secret,  always lingering in the back of his mind. And would Cass’s face always be there in the back of his mind, teasing him? 

He  looked  down  and  watched  as  she  impressively  sucked  his  swollen  length  while  on  her back. She was smiling, enjoying every second of it. She was losing her virginity too—unless she was lying. What if she told all of her partners the same thing? What if she’d slept with dozens of guys?  What  if  she’d  slept  with  traditionally  gay  men?  What  if  she  had  a  disease?  Ray  tried  to push those thoughts out from his mind. 

He looked over at his closet mirror. He could see her lower half. He could see that bulge in her  panties:  her  erection  trying  to  push  out  from  between  her  thighs.  She  did  a  good  job  of holding  it  back  with  her  legs,  but  it  was  still  obviously  there.  Could  she  keep  it  hidden  for  the rest of the romp? Was she really not expecting anything from Ray? 

Her eyes were closed while she was sucking. And Ray realized it was the perfect opportunity to get the proof he needed for Mason and the other guys. His phone was on his nightstand, just within arm’s reach. He made the move slowly, reaching out, gently pinching his phone between his thumb and pointer finger. He slipped it towards himself, using his thumb to hold down the

‘lower volume’ button, so that it wouldn’t make a noise when he snapped that necessary photo. 

He didn’t look at his screen while he pulled open his camera—he did it by memory, swiping up  and  then  tapping  on  that  bottom  left  corner,  where  he  knew  the  camera  icon  was.  Then  he gently tilted the phone down, pointing the lens at the beautiful blonde sucking his cock, and he snapped  a  photo.  And  the  camera  made  a  snapping  shutter  sound,  making  Ray’s  heart  skip  a beat.  He  must  not  have  held  the  lower  volume  button  down  for  long  enough—or  maybe  he missed. He became tense, with a lump as thick as a dinner roll lodged in his throat. He waited for Cass  to  look  up  with  a  face  of  disgust,  but  she  wasn’t  moving.  She  was  still  sucking  as  if  she hadn’t heard a thing. Maybe one of her little slurps overlapped the noise. Maybe she just thought it  was  the  floor  creaking.  Beads  of  cold  swear  trickled  down  the  back  of  Ray’s  neck,  and  he knew that he’d dodged a bullet. 

He put his phone back down on the nightstand with a long, careful reach. And then he nestled his hands behind his head, so he could relax and enjoy Cass’s blowjob. It was only thirty seconds later when that swirling euphoria started to become overwhelming, making his legs tremble and his body squirm. “Wait,” he said. She looked up at him with big eyes, without taking his cock out from her mouth. “If you aren’t careful, you’re going to make me come.” 

She  giggled  and  then  slipped  his  cock  out,  letting  his  bulbous  tip  rest  on  her  chin.  “I  don’t mind if you come,” she said. 

“Well don’t you want to—you know?” 

She gently bit her bottom lip. “You want to fuck me in the ass?” she asked with a strangely shy voice. 

Ray shrugged his shoulders. He didn’t want to fuck her in the ass because he knew that ass was no different than his ass. He knew that it would be hairy if it weren’t for the hormone pills she took. He knew that there was a ball sack just a couple of inches away from where he would be  sticking  his  cock.  But  he  also  knew  that  anal  was  worth  some  extra  points  for  the  weekly game of Fuckeries. 

Cass crawled out from underneath Ray. She rolled onto her stomach and then she carefully tugged  her  panties  down  over  her  butt,  so  they  were  resting  on  her  thighs.  She  made  another move  with  her  hands  between  her  legs,  repositioning  her  male  parts  so  that  they  were  out  of sight: a little courtesy for Ray, which he appreciated. But he still knew that cock and ball sack were hiding there. 

He cautiously mounted her, planting his knees firmly on the mattress. He looked down at her soft ass, which was perky and smooth and soft and a little big jiggly. He carefully grabbed both of  her  cheeks  and  pulled  them  apart,  exposing  her  puckering  hole.  His  cock  was  already lubricated  with  Cass’s  spit,  so  he  was  already  ready  for  entry,  but  he  hesitated,  not  sure  if  he really  wanted  to  go  through  with  it.  Was  it  worth  some  free  beer  and  a  week  of  not  having  to wash dishes or do the laundry? Was it worth sacrificing his virginity? Her hole constricted and then opened again, as if she was inviting him in. 

He  looked  up  her  body.  At  least  she  didn’t  look  like  a  man—especially  from  behind.  She took care of herself. There wasn’t a single body hair to be seen, and her hair was soft and cared for. And even her face was cute—she had a lot going for her. So how bad could it be? Would the lifelong memory really be so haunting? 

He grabbed his cock and pushed it down between her plump butt cheeks. He nestled his tip up against her tight hole and then he paused. He could still turn back. He didn’t have to fuck the pretty biological man that was lying on his bed. 

He looked over and made sure his phone was within reach, and it was. Then he looked back at that puckering asshole. He took a deep breath and he pushed his cock down. It wasn’t as easy to penetrate as he thought it would be, but after ten seconds of squishing his cock downwards, it pushed through. She gasped and her hole tightened around his tip. He froze, realizing he was no longer a virgin. He was officially having sex for the first time—and he was ticking anal sex off the bucket list while he was at it. 

“Oh God,” she groaned, squirming slightly. He used both of his hands to hold her firmly in place.  He  gently  pushed  in  further,  feeling  his  cock  slipping  deeper  and  deeper  into  her  body. 

Her  tight  anal  walls  clenched  his  rod  for  a  moment  and  then  they  relaxed.  He  watched  as  his cock disappeared between those plump cheeks. 

“Does it hurt?” he asked. 

“A  bit,”  she  said.  “But  it’s  okay.  I  can  handle  it.”  Her  voice  was  strained  and  focussed.  It sounded painful, but he kept going anyway, determined to get his whole shaft inside of her—and

determined to get the act over with. He sunk deeper and deeper and deeper as she groaned louder and  louder  and  louder.  Finally,  Ray’s  pelvis  was  pressed  against  her  soft  tush.  He  waited  a moment for her body to relax before pulling back so he could do it all over again. This time he went faster—just a little bit, still being careful not to hurt her anymore than she already was. 

Her fingernails dug into the bed sheets and she scrunched them hard. She had her face firmly planted  into  the  pillow,  and  Ray  realized  this  was  probably  going  to  be  his  best  chance.  So  he reached  carefully  for  his  phone.  This  time,  he  opened  up  his  camera  and  set  it  to  video.  He framed up her penetrated ass and he pressed record. Then he held his phone as steady as possible as  he  slowly  pushed  his  cock  deep  and  carefully  pulled  it  out.  He  used  his  free  hand  to  reach down and spread her cheeks, in case there was any confusion as to which hole he was fucking. 

“Oh God, your cock feels so good inside of my little asshole,” she moaned. He was happy to get that line on his video. He kept recording his oblivious subject. Finally, he was going to win Fuckeries. No one would beat him. He had anal sex on camera, which had only been achieved once  in  Fuckeries  history,  by  Mason  of  course.  Maybe  it  would  be  Mason  buying  the  beer. 

Maybe  it  would  be  Mason  cleaning  the  dishes  and  washing  Ray’s  undies.  How  sweet  would redemption taste? 

Cass looked back suddenly. Ray tossed his phone aside as quickly as he could, and by some miracle, Cass didn’t notice. “Your cock feels so good in my ass,” she said again with a big grin on her face. “Fuck my little asshole. I want to feel your cum inside of me.” 

He came down harder, his body suddenly pulsing with warm euphoria. He knew he wouldn’t last long in that tight hole. No man could possibly last long in that tiny hole—not even the most seasoned porn stars. It just felt too good, even when he was thrusting slowly, trying to make the moment last. 

“Fuck me harder,” she said. So he held her tight and started to pound down harder. “Harder,” 

she said again, so he came down even harder and faster. He closed his eyes and bit down on his tongue in an attempt to suppress his orgasm. He knew it wouldn’t be long, but he also knew he’d only been inside of her for about two minutes. He didn’t want to prematurely ejaculate during his first time. 

“Shit,” he muttered under his breath. He tried to think of something to delay his orgasm, but nothing came to mind—until he remembered that Cass was actually a biological male. That little fact  had  slipped  away  from  him  for  a  couple  of  minutes.  But  now,  as  he  thought  about  it,  it wasn’t helping to hold back his cumshot. He was still approaching his finale at a mile a minute. 

But he had an idea. 

He reached a hand underneath Cass’s pelvis and her slipped his fingers around her erection, hoping it would take him out of the moment, so he could last longer. He felt Cass’s body tense up as if she wasn’t expecting the grab. And then he felt her relax. “Stroke me,” she said. 

So he started stroking her. And it worked for a moment, taking him out of his horny sex daze, slapping him back into reality. But once he started stroking, that horniness came back. He kind of liked the way her cock felt, throbbing in his hand. He liked how hard she was—it was nice to know  that  he  was  the  one  who  made  her  that  hard.  And  he  liked  how  she  was  suddenly squirming and moaning, as if she was about to come. If she came first, then he didn’t have to be embarrassed about ejaculating too quickly. 

So  he  tightened  his  grip  and  started  pumping  fast.  “Oh  God.  Oh  fuck.  Shit!”  Cass  said, 

planting her face into his pillow. Ray reached up to massage her tip, but it was already enough. 

She exploded warm cum into his hand and onto his bed sheets. “Fuck! Oh God!” she cried. He let  a  few  blasts  pool  up  in  the  palm  of  his  hand,  and  then  he  smeared  her  warm  goo  down  the length of her shaft. She looked over her shoulder at him and smiled—and that smile was all he needed. 

His cock twitched and his body shuddered, and then he started to fill her tight hole with his hot substance. He dug his nails into her skin, but she didn’t mind. He came down hard, shoving his entire shaft into her body. She screamed, but she liked it. He didn’t pull out until every last drop was deposited inside of her, and then he watched as her gaping hole slowly pushed out his creampie. It billowed out in globs and disappeared between her thighs, to roll down her swollen ball sack. 

Ray stumbled back, onto his feet. His head was spinning. Reality slapped him hard: he just lost  his  virginity  to  a  biological  male.  He  just  came  in  a  matter  of  minutes  inside  of  a  boy’s asshole.  And  worse:  he  just  jerked  a  tranny  off,  and  that  cum  was  currently  all  over  his  bed sheets. And was it worth it? Was a single week of pride worth that dirty secret he would now be carrying around with him for the rest of his life? 

“So can I sleep over?” she asked. 

Ray hesitated. He tried to think of a way to kick her out, but he didn’t want to be rude. He bit down on his tongue and just tried to say ‘no’, even without a good reason, but he just couldn’t bring himself to do it. “Sure,” he said, forcing a smile. 

Cass  smiled.  She  stood  up  and  kissed  him  on  the  cheek.  And  then  she  reached  down  and pulled  up  her  panties,  but  Ray  had  already  seen  everything  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye:  her slumped cock with a drop of cum hanging off of her tip. He’d jerked that dick off. He still had her cum smeared on the palm of his hand. “I just need to take a quick shower. You don’t mind, do you?” he asked. 

“Mind if I shower with you?” she said with her cute smile. And again, Ray didn’t have the heart to say no. 

It was awkward, standing in the shower with her, trying to keep his gaze up and away from her dangling cock. She was big—not quite as big as he was, but bigger than any woman should be. When she bent over to scrub her legs, he caved to the urge to take a peek at that cock, just to make  sure  it  was  really  real  and  not  just  some  kind  of  joke.  But  it  was  real,  and  he  really  had jerked the cum out of it. 

She spun around and looked him in the eyes. She had a bit cute smile. “I can’t believe I’m not a virgin anymore,” she said. 

Ray  forced  a  smile.  “Me  neither,”  he  said.  At  least  her  smile  was  cute.  At  least  she  was beautiful.  Hopefully  that  was  a  piece  of  information  he  would  remember.  Hopefully  that  cock wouldn’t be the only thing that stayed in his mind after the night was through. 

She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. He kissed back after a moment of reluctant hesitation. He didn’t want to hurt her feelings. He knew that this moment was special for her, the way it should have been special for Ray. He could wait until the morning to figure out a way to let her down easy—hopefully without breaking her heart. 

He  didn’t  get  a  lot  of  sleep  that  night,  constantly  replaying  that  terrible  moment  when  he

realized  he  was  about  to  have  intercourse  with  a  man.  Cass,  on  the  other  hand,  slept  like  a newborn baby. After cozying up against Ray’s body, she was asleep within minutes, her naked bum nestled against his naked pelvis. He tried to not enjoy it, but he couldn’t help but succumb to  the  soft,  warm  comfort  of  her  perky  ass  a  few  times  throughout  the  night.  But  that  comfort would only last a couple of minutes before he remembered reality. And then he would have to will his erection away, which kept finding itself nestled between her plump butt cheeks. The last thing  he  wanted  was  to  wake  her  up  with  her  boner  and  make  her  think  he  wanted  a  second round. If he fucked her again, then he knew there would really be something terribly wrong with him. Once was more than enough. He had the points he needed—now he just had to figure out a way to clean up the mess. 

CHAPTER VII

Before Cass left in the morning, she said, “When do you want to meet up again?” 

Ray forced the biggest smile he could and said, “Soon. I’m pretty busy this week, but I’ll let you know as soon as I’m free.” But he had no intentions of reaching out to her ever again. His plan, unless he came up with some perfect split-up message to send to her, was to cut off contact and hope that she never came around the house. It was unfortunate that she knew where he lived. 

It was easy enough to ghost her on Facebook and ignore her messages on Tinder, but if she came to the house, ignoring her wouldn’t be so easy. 

So when she was walking away from his house, he hoped it would be the last time he ever saw her. Though as soon as she was gone, he felt an empty feeling, as if something was suddenly missing.  It  was  too  bad  that  she  wasn’t  really  a  woman.  It  was  too  bad  that  she  didn’t  have  a pussy or the ability to have a child. It was too bad that the first beautiful woman to be attracted to Ray wasn’t a woman at all. 

He knew he would probably never get with a girl as pretty as Cass ever again. In a way, he knew it was downhill from here—but at least the next girl would be a real girl. 

He still had a day before the awards ceremony for the week of Fuckeries, so he still had time to rack up some points. That night, there was a big party just down the street. Ray thought about going,  maybe  just  to  kiss  a  girl  to  add  another  point  to  his  tally,  to  ensure  his  victory,  but  he decided to stay home when he saw that Mason wasn’t going out. He was still sick with his cold, which had worsened throughout the day. Ray was fairly confident that he had the week won, for once in his life. 

When he went to sleep that night, that strange empty feeling returned. His bed felt cold and he kind of missed the feeling of Cass’s warm bum pressed up against his pelvis. She may have technically been a man, but she sure felt like a woman. And she smelled like a woman too—she smelled  better  than  all  of  the  girls  Ray  had  ever  kissed.  But  what  difference  did  that  make? 

Anyone  could  go  out  and  buy  some  fancy  perfume  and  women’s  deodorant.  Hell,  even  Ray could go out and spray himself with perfume if he wanted to—it didn’t magically turn him into a woman.  Getting  breast  implants  and  an  Adam’s  apple  reduction  also  wouldn’t  turn  him  into  a woman—and neither would some pills designed to alter which hormones came out from which organs. It was all just a disguise. Cass was just a man in disguise, and no matter how Ray tried to rationalize it, he knew that was the truth. 

It was the next morning, shortly before the Fuckeries awards ceremony, when Cass sent Ray a  Facebook  message.  “How  was  your  Saturday?  End  up  doing  anything  fun?”  she  asked.  Ray made a point of leaving the message marked as unread. He clicked the little X in the corner of the chat window and decided he could live with the red dot in the corner of his browser screen, reminding  him  that  he  was  ghosting  the  most  beautiful  woman  he’d  ever  kissed,  and  the  only woman he’d ever fucked. 

Though  while  he  waited  for  Mason,  Aaron,  and  Paul,  he  couldn’t  help  but  consider  the possibility of replying to her. Maybe he could just find a way to wean her off gradually. Maybe

he  could  chat  with  her  a  bit—less  and  less  everyday,  until  she  lost  interest  and  moved  on  to another  guy.  Maybe  he  could  cut  her  off  without  hurting  her.  Hell,  maybe  they  could  even  be friends. He looked at that message again, but decided to leave it alone. He figured it was best to stick  to  his  original  plan:  cut  her  off  cold  turkey.  That  empty  feeling  inside  of  him  would  go away eventually. 

Paul came downstairs looking tired, and then Aaron came down with a big pair of sunglasses on. “What’s with the shades?” Paul asked. Aaron lifted them up, revealing a big black eye. 

“I was fucking a girl from behind and then she looked back and saw that I was filming her. 

She turned around and socked me in the face. Bitch hit hard too. I had to go to the doctor and everything.” 

Paul laughed, and then Aaron couldn’t help but laugh with him. But Ray couldn’t figure out what they both thought was so funny. That poor girl, obliviously being filmed for some stupid juvenile  game.  Aaron’s  date  probably  thought  that  there  was  a  connection  between  Aaron  and her. She definitely didn’t know she was being used, with no regards for her feelings whatsoever. 

“Well at least you got some proof. I tried to open up my camera while this chick was sucking my  cock,  and  then  she  immediately  stopped—left  me  with  blue  balls.  I  got  a  picture  of  her storming  out  the  room  with  her  saliva  hanging  off  my  dick,  but  I  have  a  feeling  Mason  won’t count  it.”  He  laughed,  as  if  he’d  said  some  sort  of  joke—and  Aaron  laughed  with  him.  And maybe the joke just flew over Ray’s head. Was that all this game was? Taking advantage of girls for some imaginary points? 

The guys looked at Ray, as if they were waiting for his story. Ray forced a smile—his story wasn’t so much different than theirs. He wasn’t any better than Aaron with his black eye or Paul with his blue balls. He’d used a woman in an attempt to win Fuckeries. The only difference was that  Ray  wasn’t  laughing.  Though  maybe  he  should  have  been.  Maybe  laughing  would  have made the harsh reality easier to handle. 

Mason came down before Ray had to go into any details. “Let’s get this over with,” Mason said with a grunt as he sat down on the couch and pulled out his phone. He quickly pulled up a picture of him getting his cock sucked. “I fucked a girl too, but my phone was dead so I couldn’t get a picture.” 

Ray looked closely at the photo. When was it taken? The girl from the other night stormed out, refusing to suck his dick, and he’d been home sick since then. So was the photo from earlier in the week? The floor in the picture was definitely his bedroom floor, but Ray didn’t remember any girls coming by—unless she came by while he was at work. 

But it didn’t matter. Ray had him beat for once. But he wasn’t ready to prove it just yet. 

Aaron  showed  the  picture  of  the  girl  sucking  his  cock.  “I  guess  we  tie  this  week,”  he  said with a laugh. “I would have gotten more had I been a little bit more careful—but what can you do?” 

Then Paul shook his head. “I got nothing this week. I guess I’m tied for the lose.” He looked over  at  Ray  while  shrugging  his  shoulders.  And  why  would  he  assume  that  Ray  had  nothing? 

Ray had kissed a handful of girls before—just the last week, Ray had proof that he kissed a girl. 

So was it really so hard to believe that he could have kissed a girl for a second week in a row. 

He  pulled  out  his  phone  with  a  big  grin  on  his  face.  He  opened  up  that  video,  of  his  cock

buried deep in Cass’s asshole. And then he hesitated. He knew it was enough to win—he didn’t even  have  to  show  the  picture  of  her  sucking  his  cock.  But  did  he  want  to  show  that  video  to these cavemen? Was it really worth a week of no dishes and no laundry, and some free beer? 

He bit down on his tongue and flipped his screen around, pressing play for his roommates to see.  He  felt  his  cheeks  turning  red  while  the  guys  ogled  his  video.  “No  way,”  said  Mason.  “I don’t believe it. That girl’s actually hot. There’s no way you got with an actually hot girl.” 

“Well, I did,” Ray said. 

“How do we know that isn’t some video you downloaded off of a porno site?” Aaron asked. 

Ray looked at the video and then back at the guys. “It’s clearly my bedroom,” he said. 

The guys watched the rest of the video with apprehensive looks on their faces. Then, after a long  moment  of  silence,  Mason  said,  “Well  shit.  I  guess  Ray  wins  this  week.  Paul—you’re buying the beer and doing Ray’s chores.” He looked at Ray with a half-grin, as if he really didn’t believe the video was real, as if Ray was pulling some sort of prank. 

Ray did enjoy the moment Paul took off to buy beer for the guys. He even enjoyed making a big  list  of  chores  he  needed  done:  dishes,  laundry,  bed  sheets,  vacuuming,  mopping,  dusting, toilet  cleaning,  and  so  on.  And  for  the  first  couple  of  days  it  was  fun,  bossing  him  around, watching him drag his feet through the house as he completed one tedious task at a time. But the novelty quickly wore off, and it wasn’t long before Ray started to worry that he was just making Paul  angrier  and  more  determined  to  win  the  next  week  so  he  could  boss  Ray  around  twice  as badly. 

It was Wednesday when Cass sent another message. “Everything okay?” she asked simply. 

Ray ignored the message, though it wasn’t easy to do so. There had been a few times that he’d thought about reaching out to her. And there were a few times he thought that maybe he could get  over  her  downstairs  mix-up.  Maybe  he  could  be  with  a  girl  like  her,  despite  her  cock.  She was  beautiful  and  soft  and  warm  and  they  had  everything  in  common.  But  sooner  or  later,  his friends and family would learn her secret—it was inevitable. Secrets that big don’t stay secrets forever. And what would his family think about the fact he was involved with a biological male? 

What  would  Mason  think?  Mason  would  probably  die  of  laughter.  Maybe  it  was  just  better  to leave that message unread. Maybe it was just best to leave Cass alone. 

So he didn’t answer the message. And Cass got the message loud and clear. She didn’t send another message. Ray got exactly what he wanted: a tick in the Fuckeries win column, and Cass off of his back. 

Though the satisfaction was short-lived. Sunday came up quickly, and Ray had nothing for the  awards  ceremony.  He  found  himself  marching  right  back  across  that  street  to  that  liquor store, ready to spend another forty bucks on beer he wouldn’t even get to drink. “Lose again?” 

the store clerk asked. 

Ray didn’t answer. He went straight to the wall of beer and he got what he needed. 

“Was  it  at  least  close?”  the  store  clerk  asked.  “It  wasn’t  you  last  week—so  things  must  be looking up, right? Did you watch that video I told you to watch?” And Ray continued to ignore the man. He paid the bill and then he hauled the beer over to the house. And now he was ready to start his chores. 

And  when  he  went  to  bed  that  night,  that  empty  feeling  was  still  teasing  away  at  him.  He missed  the  warm  comfort  of  Cass’s  body.  He  missed  the  sex  too—but  he  wasn’t  proud  of  that fact.  He  kept  telling  himself  that  the  sex  would  have  been  better  if  Cass  was  actually  a  girl.  It probably  felt  better  in  the  pussy—though  Ray  could  only  speculate;  his  only  experience  was inside of Cass’s butthole. 

CHAPTER VIII

After two straight days of swiping on Tinder, Ray found a match. She was cute enough, with freckles and bangs cut into her brunette hair. She was a big fan of music, though she seemed to like country more than the kind of music Ray preferred. Still, Ray set up a time and place to meet up, and she agreed—so Ray had one point on the board for the week. 

He went to the bathroom to shave up before his date, but Mason was already in the bathroom, having a long, steamy shower. “Mind if I shave while you do that?” Ray asked. 

“Why? Do you have a date or something?” Mason asked with a snicker. 

“Actually yeah, I do—a hot date, as a matter of fact.” 

He laughed again. “Well that makes two of us. I’m seeing this blonde chick and I’m pretty sure  she’s  looking  for  a  good  fucking.  Don’t  worry,  I  already  jerked  off  before  you  came  in here.” And then he snickered one more time. 

“That’s nice,” Ray said, not fully paying attention. He knew that Mason would try to get him off of his game. But he was determined to stay in a good headspace, so that he could potentially win another week of Fuckeries. 

“Yeah,  man.  You  should  see  this  girl.  You  would  die—way  out  of  your  league.  Hell,  she might even be out of my league, but I don’t think she knows that. I called her this morning and she  got  all  flustered.  God,  shy  girls  are  just  too  easy.  Do  you  want  to  know  the  trick  with  shy girls?” 

Ray quickly finished shaving and then he got out of the bathroom before Mason could go on with  his  silly  rant.  But  Mason  chased  him  down  in  the  hallway,  wrapping  a  towel  around  his dripping  wet  body.  “Hey  man,  what  gives?  Now  that  you’ve  won  a  week,  we  finally  have something in common. Don’t you want to tell me more about your girl?” 

Ray turned around and forced a smile. He hated hearing that he had something in common with Mason, the king of the douchebags. “I’m okay. I’m just going to see where it goes,” he said, straining to keep that smile on his face. 

“Well, at least let me show you this girl. I feel like she would be your type. She’s blonde, just like that girl you fucked in the ass last week.” He grabbed his phone and then flipped it around. 

Ray’s  heart  stopped  momentarily.  He  was  looking  at  a  picture  of  Cass.  Mason  was  going  on  a date with Cass. “We matched on Tinder. I think she might be a bit tough to crack, but I’ll get to her.” He licked his lips, making Ray feel even more uncomfortable. 

At least Ray wasn’t the only one who thought she was a beautiful woman. Though if Mason actually  got  close  to  sleeping  with  her,  he  would  discover  her  secret,  and  then  he  would  mock Ray endlessly. 

But  what  if  Mason  went  through  with  it?  What  if  he  slept  with  her?  What  if  he  filmed  her while  she  wasn’t  looking  and  then  humiliated  her  later  by  showing  the  footage  to  Ray  and  the other guys? Ray couldn’t let that happen to her. She was too sweet for that kind of punishment. 

Or could he let it happen to her? He didn’t own her. He hadn’t even talked to her since she left

the  house.  He  wanted  to  cut  off  contact,  so  he  couldn’t  be  upset  with  what  happened  to  her now…

“Good  for  you,”  Ray  said,  forcing  another  smile.  “I’m  going  to  be  late,  so  I  need  to  get going.” 

Mason  went  into  his  room,  looking  at  Cass’s  picture  while  snickering  and  probably imagining  himself  fucking  her  in  the  pussy  she  didn’t  even  have.  And  Cass  was  all  Ray  could think  about  as  he  made  his  way  down  to  the  pier  where  he  planned  on  meeting  his  freckled brunette  date.  He  arrived  an  hour  early,  but  instead  of  feeling  nervous,  he  felt  worried,  still thinking about Cass, unable to even muster up the mental image of the girl he was due to meet. 

Mason was bound to find out her secret one way or the other—if not that night then in the coming  days.  Like  she  said,  it  was  written  right  on  her  Facebook  page,  in  her  ‘About  me’

section. It was only a matter of time before Mason bothered to take a gander in that direction. 

The brunette showed up five minutes early. She was prettier in real life than in her pictures, though she’d clearly put on a touch of weight since taking those pictures. She had a big smile, though her smile showed off a bit too much gum for Ray’s taste. “Ashley, right?” he said. 

“Hailey,” she said. And then Ray felt like an idiot. During that long time he sat waiting on the pier, he could have at least looked up her name. 

“Sorry about that,” he said. “Hailey—I like that name.” 

“That’s  a  good  start,”  she  said  with  a  giggle.  Her  giggle  wasn’t  nearly  as  cute  as  Cass’s giggle, but at least it actually belonged to a woman. “So what do you want to do tonight?” she asked. 

“I thought we could sit here, have a few drinks, and just talk. It’s a lot cheaper and quieter than going to a bar, and the view is better. You like Coors?” He handed her a can of beer. She looked at it as if she was looking at a can full of poisonous spiders. She cracked it hesitantly and then took a slow seat, a few feet away from Ray. “It’s kind of chilly out,” she said. 

“Do you want my sweater?” 

“Sure,” she said. So Ray took off his sweater and gave it to her. Then they sat in silence for a minute. 

“So you like country music, huh?” he said. 

“Yep,” she said. 

And that silence returned. He tried to think of something else to say—something to spark the conversation. With Cass, he didn’t have to think so much. He would just mention one little thing and it would turn into an endless conversation. “What kind of movies do you like?” 

“I  don’t  really  watch  many  movies.  But  I  like  Disney  movies,”  she  said.  And  that  silence returned  for  another  thirty  seconds.  She  took  a  long  sip  from  the  beer  she  clearly  didn’t  like. 

“What about you? What kind of movies do you like?” 

“I like all sorts of stuff. But I really like Wes Anderson movies.” 

“Who’s that?” 

“Wes Anderson?” 

“Yeah. Who is he?” 

Ray listed his movies, but Hailey had never heard of any of them. So the conversation went silent again. Ray looked down at his watch, thinking two hours had gone by. But they had only been sitting together for fifteen minutes. Why was it so hard to relate to her? Why couldn’t Ray find that spark that was so easy to find with Cass? “What about sports? Do you like sports?” He looked over at Hailey. She looked at him with a blank stare. 

“No,  I  don’t  really  like  sports.  I  don’t  get  the  point.  But  I  like  reality  TV.  Do  you  like  the Real Housewives?” 

And Ray gave her that same blank expression. “I’ve never seen it. Tell me about it.” He was hoping to get her rolling on a speech, so that he could find some little tidbit to cling onto—one little piece of something they had in common. 

“If  you  haven’t  seen  it,  you  wouldn’t  get  it,”  she  said.  And  the  conversation  fell  flat  once again. And Ray realized the date was hopeless. He could probably lie and pretend like he cared about the things she liked. He could probably get her drunk enough that she would be willing to go home with him. But what was the point? So he could use her to win some stupid game? It was painfully obvious that Hailey and Ray weren’t going to work out, so Ray stood up and said, “I think I need to be going. I forgot I had something to do.” 

Hailey looked up at him with a confused look. “That’s it?” she said. 

“Sorry,” Ray said. And then he took off. He needed to act quickly. He needed to stop Mason from  finding  out  about  Cass’s  secret.  He  needed  to  save  himself  from  the  humiliation,  and  he needed to save her from Mason’s tyranny. 

CHAPTER IX

Mason wasn’t home, but Paul was, so Ray ran to Paul. “Where’s Mason?” he asked without saying hello. 

“Mason? I don’t know. He’s out on a date.” 

“Where?” Ray asked. 

“I don’t know. Why are you being a weirdo?” 

But  Ray  didn’t  have  time  to  explain.  He  knew  that  Mason  worked  quickly.  He  knew  that Mason usually had two or three dates set up in a single night and he liked to play the numbers game. Ray had seen many cellphone videos of Ray fucking girls in restaurant and bar bathrooms, and he didn’t want Cass to be one of those girls. 

So he pulled out his phone and dialled Mason’s number. But Mason didn’t pick up. “Where are you?” he sent in a text message. Then he paced around the house, waiting for Mason to reply. 

He tried to think of Mason’s go-to spots for taking girls on dates. 

Paul  emerged  in  the  doorway.  “Seriously,  man,  why  are  you  acting  like  such  a  spaz  right now?” He was snickering. 

Ray didn’t know what to tell him. He thought for a moment and then he said, “Mason is out with a girl I know, and I don’t want him to sleep with her.” 

Paul just laughed. “Good luck with that,” he said, rolling his eyes. And Ray knew it was true: Mason had a tremendous batting average, sleeping with nearly every girl he went out with. Ray knew that Mason was handsome and fit and well known around town. He knew that girls all over town wanted to sleep with him. What if Cass was no different? 

And what if he was offended when he found out about Cass’s secret? What if he hurt her? 

What if he beat her up and told her never to tell anyone about the date? Mason could have a wild temper, and Ray didn’t know the extent of that temper. 

He  tried  calling  Mason  again.  This  time  Mason’s  phone  didn’t  even  ring—it  just  went straight  to  voicemail,  as  if  Mason  had  blocked  Ray’s  number.  Ray  could  feel  a  cold  sweat forming on the back of his neck. 

So Ray left the house, going to the closest bar to find the cruel womanizer and the woman who  had  everything  to  lose.  It  was  a  three  block  run,  and  it  didn’t  take  Ray  more  than  two minutes.  He  stormed  into  the  place,  past  the  hostess,  and  then  he  started  looking  around.  His heart  was  pounding,  though  he  wasn’t  sure  why.  “Sir,  can  I  help  you?”  the  nervous  hostess asked. She probably thought he was a psychopath looking to shoot a place up. 

He looked at each table carefully, ignoring the woman who was trying to do her job. But Ray and  Cass  weren’t  there,  so  he  continued  onto  the  next  joint,  feeling  increasingly  nervous.  And why  was  he  nervous?  Was  he  worried  that  Mason  would  find  out  that  he  slept  with  a transgender? Or was he actually worried about Cass? Did he really think that Mason would do something to her? He probably wouldn’t do anything—he would either cut her off and pretend

like  she  never  happened,  hoping  no  one  found  out  that  he  ever  thought  she  was  pretty,  or  he would sleep with her just for the sake of winning Fuckeries, just like Ray did. 

And  was  that  the  only  reason  Ray  slept  with  her?  To  win  some  stupid  game  invented  by some stupid jock? 

They weren’t at the next place either, so he continued onto the next, and then the next. By the time he reached the fifth bar, his clothes were damp with sweat and his hair was slicked onto his forehead. But Mason and Cass weren’t there either. 

And then Ray’s phone buzzed in his pocket. He pulled it out while many of the bar patrons were staring at him. It was from Paul: “They just got back,” he wrote. So Ray started running. He was twenty blocks away from home, but he didn’t stop for a breath of air. He just kept running, hoping to get home before Mason got her down to her panties. He was starting to slow down, his legs becoming full of exhaustion, and then he saw the house materializing in the distance. So he started into a full sprint. 

He pushed open the door and looked around frantically. The house was quiet, save for music coming  from  upstairs.  Ray  ran  up  the  stairs  and  went  straight  to  Mason’s  bedroom.  He  didn’t knock before opening the door. 

Cass and Mason both turned and looked at him with wide eyes. They were sitting on the edge of Mason’s bed, still clothed. “Stop!” Ray managed to say before exhaustion forced him to catch his breath. 

“What the hell is your problem?” asked Mason. 

“Ray?” Cass said. 

“Oh, that’s right—you two know each other. Cass was just telling me when we pulled up to the house.” He turned to Cass with a big grin. “You said you knew one of my roommates, you didn’t say which one.” Then, waving a hand behind Cass’s back, Mason motioned Ray to get the hell out. But Ray didn’t budge. 

“Don’t sleep with him. He’s a monster.” 

Mason laughed nervously. “What are you talking about? Aren’t you breaking the rules here, Ray?”  He  raised  his  eyebrows  high.  It  was  against  the  rules  of  Fuckeries  to  interfere  with  the other participants. 

“I don’t care. You can’t have her. He’s just using you, Cass. Don’t let him use you.” 

Cass’s lips parted but she said nothing. “I’m so sorry about this,” Mason said. “He’s just an idiot. Go on, Ray. Get out of here.” 

“No—I’m  staying.  He  doesn’t  actually  like  you.  He  just  wants  to  win  Fuckeries—it’s  a stupid game we play where we get points for sleeping with girls.” 

“I don’t know what he’s talking about,” Mason said. 

“Yes you do, you liar.” 

“So when I was with you, was that just for this game?” Cass asked. Her face was white. 

“No—I mean, yes, it was, but I didn’t want it to be like that. I’m done with the stupid game. 

I’m done playing it. I hate it and I’ve always hated it.” 

“You  just  hate  it  because  you  always  lose.”  Mason  turned  to  Cass.  “But  seriously,  babe. 

That’s not what this is about. I really like you. I really think we have a connection.” 

“Bullshit,  you  do!”  Ray  snapped.  “What’s  her  favourite  band?  And  her  favourite  colour? 

Where did she go to high school? And her favourite food?” 

“You’re nuts,” Mason said. “Now get out of my room. Don’t you have some dishes you need to be cleaning or something?” 

Ray’s  heart  was  pounding.  He  couldn’t  leave  that  room.  He  couldn’t  let  Cass  be  another victim of Fuckeries. He couldn’t let Mason ruin her the way he ruined so many girls before her. 

“Cass, come with me. We’ll go get sushi.” 

“You never messaged me back,” she said with a broken voice. 

“I know, and that was a big, big mistake. I thought about it and I want to be with you. I don’t care about your whole… you know…” 

“Her whole what?” Mason asked. 

And Cass was silent. “I don’t know if I believe you. You’re probably just trying to stop him from getting points in your stupid game. That’s all this is, isn’t it?” She stood up. Her face was red now and it looked like she was about to cry. 

“Cass—I’m serious. I don’t care about the game and I don’t care about what you used to be. I want to be with you. Give me a chance. Please.” 

Cass walked to the door but Ray blocked her path. “Move,” she said. Ray hesitated. He knew it wasn’t right to close her in that room, but he didn’t want to lose his chance. 

“I like you,” he said. 

“And I liked you. Now move,” she said. 

Ray  stepped  aside  and  Cass  skirted  past.  She  made  it  a  few  feet  and  then  she  stopped  and looked back. “You weren’t even really a virgin, were you?” she said. 

And then Ray’s heart skipped a beat. He couldn’t admit his virginity in front of Mason, but if he lied, then he would lose Cass. He had to pick one. “I was a virgin. You were my first.” 

She remained still, unsure of whether to believe him or not. Then Ray heard Mason laughing behind him. “You’re a virgin?” he said. But Ray just ignored him. 

“Give me another chance,” Ray said to Cass. 

And then, for a brief second, Cass cracked a smile. Maybe she believed him just enough that she would be willing to give him that little chance. Maybe she wouldn’t walk out that door and leave him wondering what could have been. “You really don’t care that I used to be a man?” she asked. 

Ray’s heart skipped a beat and then fluttered around in his chest. Now Mason was silent, not sure  whether  to  be  outraged,  embarrassed,  or  hysterical.  “What  the  fuck  did  you  just  say?”  he said, but Cass just ignored him. 

“I don’t care at all,” Ray said. He didn’t have to force the big smile that was now on his face. 

He watched as Cass’s eyes began to glow, and then he opened up his arms and she jumped into them, wrapped herself around him with the biggest hug she could make. “Well maybe I can give

you another chance,” she said. “But if I send you a message, you have to answer it.” 

“Deal,” he said. And then he kissed her, and this time there were no reservations. He didn’t feel  like  he  was  doing  something  wrong  and  he  couldn’t  feel  any  confused  fluttering  in  the depths of his gut. Everything about her seemed right. So what if she had a cock? So what if she grew up as a boy? It made no difference: she was a woman now, and that’s all that mattered. 

And from that day on, Ray won every single game of Fuckeries, because there were no rules against  fucking  the  same  girl  every  week.  Ray  was  getting  anal  almost  every  day,  more  than quadrupling  Mason’s  best  ever  score  on  a  weekly  basis.  It  was  only  a  month  before  the  guys decided  to  kick  Ray  out  of  the  game,  but  he  didn’t  care  because  he  was  moving  out,  finding  a place with Cass: something cute and quaint where they could be happy together, far away from the judgement and snickering of football jocks—somewhere Ray could explore his lover’s body without worrying someone was listening at the door. 

With Cass, Ray was happy, and everything made perfect sense. 

THE END
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