

Of Goals and Goalies

A Transgender Soccer Story by T.F. Wright

© 2022. This is a work of fiction.


Chapter One

What is a soccer field? It’s not just a sports arena. Not just a place where a couple dozen people gather to play a game.

It’s a proving ground. A way of separating the wheat from the chaff. Winners aren’t just athletes. They are idols. Heroes. Men want to be them, and women want to be with them. And I knew I was born to be a winner.

At least, that’s what I thought right before I tried out for the team. And, as it turns out… I was mostly right. But that would be getting ahead of things.

~

“Okay, that’s it, you’ve had your shots,” said the coach, a big, mountain of a man.

“Six! I hit six out of ten,” I said giddily. The goalie was good, but I’d still done much better than I expected.

“Yeah, pretty good. Rudie, was it?” the coach asked.

“Ryan, sir…”

“Well, Brian, we got a real bumper crop this year. I already got 11 who did seven or better. Sorry. Try again next season,” he said, and walked off.

He and the goalie walked off the field together. I could hear them laughing about something, but I couldn’t hear about what.

I stood there, in the field, shaking. Just like that, it was all over. I was nothing. Pathetic. A loser.

It didn’t feel possible, like some bizarre nightmare. I started running up and down the field, kicking the ball blindly as I went, hoping to wake myself up.

The women’s coach, along with one of the female players, slowly walked onto the field, presumably preparing for their tryouts next. I figured it would be disrespectful to take the field from them, so finally, I stopped and kicked the ball over to the women’s coach.

“Woah, you’re pretty fast!” said the pint-sized women’s coach in a squeaky voice, looking me up and down. “Don’t let this one get away, Carli, we need her on the team for sure!” she added to the girl on her right.

“What?” I asked, my voice cracking a little in surprise. “No, I’m not, I’m… I’m…” I sputtered. I didn’t think it would be possible to be more humiliated than I was a second ago, but here I was. “I’m a boy!” I finally spat out.

“Oh, oh, really?” said the coach, chuckling a little. Why did coaches want to laugh at me so much today. “Sorry about that. You’re just, you know…” she said, her voice slowly trailing off.

“You run so gracefully, we were just confused at a distance,” offered the player standing to her side, a tall, big-boned girl with piercing blue eyes and beautifully braided hair. It seemed like kind of a lame cop-out, but, hey, a compliment was a compliment, especially coming from a pretty girl.

“I’m Carli, next to meet you,” she said, offering her hand. She had such a booming, commanding voice, that I knew immediately she had to be the team captain.

“Ryan,” I said, accepting the handshake. Damn! Her grip was like an iron vice. I swear I could feel my knuckles popping. I bit my tongue, trying not to wince and appear even more girly than I already apparently did.

“Oof, did I squeeze too hard?” Carli asked, evidently reading the discomfort on my face. “Sorry about that,” she added, finally dropping my hand and then playfully ruffling my hair. The gesture felt strange - both demeaning and endearing at the same time, in ways I couldn’t quite put into words.

“Carli, you’re going to send someone to the hospital one day with that handshake of yours!” the coach scolded her.

“Oh, dear. You don’t need that, do you?” Carli asked, grabbing my hand again with a look of concern.

“No, no, I’m fine…” I said, trying to pull away. But once again, her iron grip wouldn’t let me.

“A little redness and swelling, but you seem okay. Your hands and wrists do look really delicate. I’m mad jealous! A little hangnail, though. When did you have your last manicure?” she asked.

“I… I’ve never had one,” I said, my voice cracking again. Why did I feel so nervous all of the sudden?

“Never? Really? My treat, then,” said Carli, her eyes flashing a little.

“Tryouts first!” reminded the coach.

“Oh, right!” said Carli. “Don’t go anywhere, cutie pie,” she said, giving me a playful slap on the back, and then ran out onto the field.


Chapter Two

And so I sat my butt down on the cold, hard bleacher and watched Carli play the goalie as each of the girls tried to make shots. With a blazing speed that seemed nearly impossible for her size, Carli managed to block shot after shot, diving, jumping, and lurching from one side to another with ease. Her brown braids fluttered in the air as she did so. On the rare occasion when the ball did make it past her, she let out a frustrated, unladylike little grunt.

Most of the girls didn’t manage to get a single shot past her. Only ten girls managed to get a shot or two through, and all of them were apparently on the team.

“This is the one I was telling you about,” said Carli, as she walked over to where I was seated, her hands behind the backs of two of the new team members, a twiggy looking blonde and a husky black girl with tightly curled cornrows.“Meet Peggy and Angelique,” Carli added.

“Um, hi, I’m Ryan,” I said meekly, not really sure what there was about me to tell. We all waved at each other awkwardly for a moment.

“Well, I’m a mess. I gotta hit the showers before our little date,” Carli said. My heart fluttered a little at her calling it that, especially in front of other girls.

“But, I wonder…” she said, pausing a little. “How many do you think you could get past me?”

“Oh, I don’t know if I could hit any,” I demurred, suddenly wary of that idea.

“Come on,” Peggy said. “We, like, all had to do it.”

“Yeah, but that’s different,” I protested, but Angelique was already grabbing my arm and dragging me out towards the field.

Carli took her place as goalie, and I nervously weighed my options. It felt like kind of a no-win situation. If I succeeded, I made her look bad. And I was a boy beating a girl. But if I lost, I looked like some kind of sissy. Especially after what happened earlier, I didn’t want that.

I ran up to the ball slowly, aiming towards the right corner. But as I kicked, I suddenly shifted my foot the other way and kicked towards the left corner.

Carli realized what I was doing about a half second too late, taking a massive leap in the air in the correct direction, but grasping nothing but air.

Angelique and Peggy both applauded.

“Very clever,” Angelique said.

“Really nice arc on that shot. Anyone ever told you how graceful you are?” Peggy asked.

“Well, actually, um… yes,” I mumbled.

When Carli got to her feet, I expected her to be red with rage, but instead, she just had a big, toothy smile.

“You’re tired, you would have caught that at the start of the day,” I said, trying to comfort her.

“You’re right. I would have,” she said, her grin growing wider as she wiped a bit of sweat mixed with dirt from her brow. “Okay, time for us to hit the showers. You should probably come too,” she said, nodding at me.

By the time we got to the locker rooms, though, the boys was already locked. Apparently that team had finished and went home for the day.

“Damn,” I said, shaking the door in futility.

“No big deal,” Carli said with a little shrug. “The women’s is still open.”

“What!?” I said, jumping a little. “You’re asking me to… to…”

“There are these like, individual shower stalls, so it’s not like you’d be seeing us naked,” Peggy said, and Carli gave a hearty laugh of approval.

“Even if you did, so what? Everyone has a body. What’s the big deal?” Carli asked.

“It’s a big deal to a lot of people,” I said, but the noise of Carli pushing open the huge metal door drowned me out.

We filed inside the locker room, which smelled a lot less than I expected it to. Because it was the women’s room? I wasn’t sure. I filed into one of the middle stalls and started to remove my clothes.

Angelique and Peggy opted to share a stall on my right. I could hear some giggling as they undressed. Were they just really close friends, or something more? My imagination seemed full of possibilities today.

But all thoughts about Angelique and Peggy vanished from my mind when Carli picked the stall to my left. The water from her turned on, and soon, I could see the sudsy water filling into the shared drain.

I could imagine the water cascading down her broad shoulders, spraying across her…

I could feel myself becoming aroused, which felt gross and bizarre at the same time. Almost like I was having some kind of out of body experience. Like I was watching myself instead of being myself. The feeling got more intense as I cleaned my body. Everywhere my hands went felt like touching some stranger. Why?

Maybe I felt guilty for thinking about her that way. She’d been nothing but nice to me, which meant so much, especially on a day when I’d felt lower than low. And here I was, repaying her with all of these… these… pervy thoughts.

I turned away from that side of the shower and towards Angelique and Peggy. I heard a smooching sound. There was no way to pretend it wasn’t a kiss. My arousal certainly wasn’t going away, but it was tinged with… something else. Jealousy? Was I jealous because I was single and they had found love?

I finally finished. I was nearly about to open the stall and walk out naked, before remembering I had a towel and change of clothes in my bag. When I exited the stall, the other girls were waiting for me. Peggy had her spindly little arm wrapped around Angelique’s neck.

Carli looked me up and down with a strange expression. Like a jockey examining a horse, maybe.

“You’re a little shorter than I first thought. Guess the shoes made a big difference,” she said at last. It was true. With mine off and hers on, I was barely up to Carli’s well-defined jaw. Carli was, I realized, an impossible contradiction. She was a beautiful woman, but somehow, she was also more of a man than I’d ever been.

“Ready for your manicure?” she asked me, as if to underline my thoughts.

“Sure,” I said sheepishly. I would have agreed to get locked in a dungeon together, if only it meant spending more time with her.


Chapter Three

“You don’t have a car, do you?” Carli asked, as we walked into the parking lot. Her big voice echoed a little off of the building's walls, as if to amplify my shame.

“No, I take the bus…” I began, a little annoyed that she’d correctly guessed my situation. Just one more ‘beta’ trait she’d managed to pick up on.

“Oh, that’s great!” she exclaimed.

“Wait, what is that great?” I asked, feeling confused.

“It means I can take you in mine,” she said, winking. We arrived at her car, and she jumped out in front of me for a moment, opening up the passenger door for me.

“Um… thank you?” I squeaked out. But when she reached for my seat belt, I had to draw the line.

“I can do that myself! I’m not a little kid!” I said, trying to grab it out of her hands. A little power struggle ensued, and Carli had no trouble batting my arm aside. I accidentally grazed my hand against her large chest in the process.

“It was an accident! I promise!” I said, pulling my hand away.

Carli just smiled, then finished pulling on my belt. She inadvertently managed to pull the thing too hard, and my breath was taken away just a little from the tightness of the belt. Is this what Victorian women felt like with those corsets, I wondered?

Carli drove us to a little Asian nail place a couple of miles away from campus. There were a couple of closer ones, she explained, but this was “the good one.”

On the way over, we listened to some ear splitting heavy metal.

“Michael Burry likes this one,” she shouted over the cacophony. “Did you see ‘The Big Short?”

“No?” I shouted back.

“Oh, we got so many movies to watch,” she said.

~

“Do… do a lot of guys get manicures?” I asked nervously, as we pulled into the parking lot.

“Not a lot. But who cares what most men do. Right?” Carli asked with a wink.

It was hard to disagree with that.

We sat down at two little tables, and I was instructed to place my forearms on these two little padded benches. It felt nice, but also odd at the same time. I felt as though I was an imposter in my own skin, for reasons I couldn't really put words to.

“So, Ryan, why did you want to be a soccer player?” Carli asked.

“Um, I dunno,” I mumbled, distracted by my discomfort. The nail lady started picking at my hand with some kind of sponge.

“Sure you do,” she said, giving me a playful nudge with her knee. It caused the bench we were sitting on to actually move a little bit.

“I just… I always dreamed of being a winner,” I said, remembering my thoughts from earlier. “Winners get… you know. They get celebrated. Appreciated.”

There was a long pause. The only noise was the nail lady rubbing a little sanding stick against my cuticles.

“I don’t really feel like that very often,” I admitted. More awkward silence.

“Tell you what. I want to help you accomplish your dream. I’ll help you train for the next season’s tryouts,” Carli offered.

“That’s… that’s very generous of you, but…” I hedged.

“Look, you only get one life to live. I mean, unless you believe in reincarnation or whatever. But I think this is it,” she said, suddenly sounding serious. “Better make the most of it, yeah?”

“Yeah…” I said, exhaling a little. “Thanks.”

“Pick a color,” said the nail lady in front of me.

“What?” I said. “A color for what?”

“For the nail polish, silly,” said Carli.

“Nail polish?” I said. “I don’t need…”

“You might not NEED it, but it’s still fun, right?” Carli said as she flashed her own nails, which were done with a bright orange. “You need your own color, though. Pink. Or maybe purple?”

“I don’t know…” I hedged again. “Aren’t those kind of girly colors?”

“Well, how about we do each nail a different color? Then you can be a rainbow,” she suggested. I gulped. Somehow that seemed even more extreme.

“Purple’s fine, I guess,” I said.

“So pretty!” Carli cooed, as the nail lady selected the jar of polish. The nail polish felt kind of cold, and I shivered. There was an initial moment of panic. Part of my mind was screaming ‘what are you doing!?’ I felt as though the whole world was ready to laugh at me, and I closed my eyes.

But when I opened my eyes a few moments later, all I saw was my same old hands, with some purple polish on them. Being scared suddenly felt so silly and foreign to me. Even though I’d felt terrified a second ago, I couldn’t even imagine feeling that way again.

And Carli was right. It was pretty.


Chapter Four

Practicing with the girl’s team was different from the boys in a million ways. When I played in high school, there was a constant focus on drills and discipline, with the coach barking orders at the group and mercilessly mocking whichever one of us couldn’t keep up. When there was down time, the players would discuss performance, upcoming games, or sometimes soccer matches we’d seen on TV. Occasionally, there’d be a lewd discussion of women’s bodies. Although I certainly was attracted to women, the tone of these conversations felt so foreign to me.

All of my male teammates were buddies, but nobody was really a friend. We had to work together, sure, but there was only room for a couple of star players. Given the chance, we’d do anything to try to outshine each other. Meaning that our own team members were often more of an enemy than the actual opposing team.

But playing with the girls was different. No yelling. No hazing. No swallowed tears.

Perhaps the biggest difference was the groups that seemed to form wherever we went. Groups of 2-4 always seemed to crop up, chatting about anything and everything other than sports. My group always included Carli, and often Peggy and Angelique.

“Can’t we just stay with your family again? Your parents are hella chill,” said Angelique.

“But I want to meet your family eventually,” said Peggy.

“No! My Dad would shit a brick,” Angelique protested. “Did you know my Dad actually gave me a talk before I left for school, telling me not to trust white boys?”

“Well you’re not dating a white boy, are you?” Peggy said, squeezing her hand.

“He’s not going to be happy about that, either,” Angelique grumbled.

“So, you’re just going to stay in the closet forever? That’s your plan?” Peggy asked.

Angelique just pouted at her, then sprinted ahead to another group of girls up ahead.

“Oh, come on, you’re on my side, right?” Peggy asked us.

“You opened the door, but she has to walk through it,” Carli replied cryptically.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Peggy asked indignantly.

“I think it means that she’s got to go at her own pace. You know, whatever makes her comfortable,” I explained. “Personally, I think if your parents are supportive, spending the holidays with them again is a great idea.”

“I don’t want to date someone who’s ashamed of me,” Peggy replied, blowing hair out of her face.

“Is she ashamed of you? Or is she just scared of the consequences? I mean, what if her parents cut her off?” I asked. “Does she have the money to keep going here if that happens?”

“I… I hadn’t thought about that,” Peggy admitted sheepishly. “Thanks, Ryan. You’re the best.”

She gave me a playful kiss on the ear, and then ran ahead to catch up to Angelique. A few moments later, they were holding hands again.

“You’re even better at this than me,” Carli said, giving me a pat on the back, which was strong enough to make me stumble a little.

“I dunno about that…” I demurred, my cheeks burning.

“Come on, you’re a natural! I only wish I had some troubles. I’d love to pour my heart out to you!” she said.

My cheeks certainly weren’t getting any cooler.

“Come see me before you get changed for practice tomorrow. I have a little something for you,” she added.

~

Carli was waiting for me outside of the girl’s locker room the next day. She had a bag in her hand, and when I approached, she pulled out a soccer uniform. I could tell it wasn’t hers - it was too small.

“Surprise!” she announced, her toothy grin wider than I’d ever seen.

“...what’s this?” I asked, still not putting it together.

“It’s yours,” she said. “I mean. I mean to make some adjustments so it would fit. Not as many as you might think, but… anyway, didn’t seem right for you to keep joining us in your regular workout clothes,” she explained.

I froze for a moment, holding the thing in my hand. Truth be told, it didn’t look that strange. I mean, it wasn’t a skirt or anything, just short shorts. Still…

“But I’m not really a team member, I’m just practicing. The whole team is in the same sorority, right?”

“Lambda Epsilon Zeta, right,” said Carli. “Okay, okay, I think I understand what you’re saying,” she said, after a thoughtful moment.

I breathed a big sigh of relief. She’d obviously put a lot of thought into this, and I didn’t want her to feel disappointed.

“What you’re saying is, you’d only feel comfortable wearing it if you also joined the team and the sorority too?”

“What!?” I asked, jumping back a little. “No, no, that’s not what I meant at all!”

Carli was unfazed, merely giving a little shrug with her mighty shoulders. “Would you do it, though?”

“Would I what? Join the team and the… the…” I could scarcely get my mouth to form the word ‘sorority.’ “Does the rest of the team know about this?” I asked. At this, Carli tilted her head back and laughed.

“Of course they know! Coach’s idea. You’re cute, funny, sensitive, wise. Not to mention a great soccer player. Everyone loves hanging out with you,” she said, ruffling my hair. “I mean, you just saved everyone’s favorite couple, didn’t you?”

“Yeah, but I can’t just…” I started, waving my hands a little in the air helplessly as I tried to think of what to say.

“What, don’t you want to live with me?” Carli asked.

I hadn’t thought about it that way. Of course I wanted that.

“Yeah, but…” I began, feeling the fear overpower me again.

“Think it over. I’m opening the door,” she said, handing me the uniform, and then opening the door to the girl’s locker room, and walking inside.

Her words from earlier echoed in my mind. She opened the door. It was up to me to walk through it.

I looked down at the uniform in my hands - my delicate little hands, the ones Carli had once nearly crushed in her iron grip. The ones that she’d had painted a couple of weeks ago - paint that was, by now, starting to chip and wear away. If I walked away right now, I realized, in a short time they’d go back to how they were before, like none of this had ever happened.

I thought about how happy I’d been lately. No amount of fear could be worse than erasing all of that.

I held my head up high, and walked through the door.


Chapter Five

“Hey, Mom,” I said into my phone, as Carli drove us to my new home.

“Oh, hi, Ryan, I was just thinking about you! How’d that soccer tryout thing go?”

“I… I didn’t make the team. But I’m practicing every day for next season’s tryouts,” I explained, through gritted teeth.

“Well, that’s good that the team’s letting you practice with them,” said Mom.

“No, no, I’m actually practicing with the, um… the girl’s team,” I explained. This was going from bad to worse very quickly.

“Oh, my son, the lady’s man!” Mom said. Carli couldn’t suppress a little chuckle. “What’s that I hear? Doesn’t sound like your laugh. Do you have one of your little girlfriends with you right now?”

“No, no, it’s not like that,” I said, my cheeks burning. “Look ,the reason why I’m calling is I’m actually going to move on campus for housing, so I just wanted you to know the financial aid form you’re going to get will look different.”

“Oh, on campus! Excellent. Where on campus?” Mom asked. I froze.

Carli motioned to herself, asking permission to take over. I nodded at her.

“With me,” Carli said. “At our sorority house, actually.”

“Oh, oh really!” Mom said, sounding more pleased than surprised.

“I know it’s a bit unusual, but…” I hedged.

“I’m just glad you are making new friends,” Mom said.

~

“Well, that went way better than expected,” I said, breathing a sigh of relief as we pulled into the parking lot.

“Your mom sounds pretty cool,” Carli said. “When do I get to meet her?”

“I… I don’t know,” I said, suddenly feeling nervous again.

“You really agonize over decisions, don’t you?” Carli asked.

“...is it that obvious?” I asked.

“It’s not a bad thing. Just trying to think of a way to help,” she said.

~

“Hey! You sleeping?” Carli asked. Damn, even her whispers were loud.

We were in the dark, in our little dorm room. I was on the top bunk, Carli was on the bottom.

“...not anymore. Something on your mind?” I asked.

“The Schrodinger's Cat thought experiment,” Carli explained. “Ever heard of it?”

“You’re the physics major. I’m in…”

“Imagine there’s a box with a cat in it, connected to a device that measures the location of an electron. If it’s in one exact spot at a certain moment, then the cat dies. If it’s in another spot, the cat’s fine.”

“Seems like kinda an unethical experiment…” I said. 
 

“It’s a thought experiment,” Carli explained. “Anyway, physics says that you can’t ever know with certainty where an electron actually is. So what happens to the cat?”

“Um… I dunno,” I said.

“Exactly! It’s meant to challenge the traditional model of deterministic… okay, okay. Let me skip ahead a bit.”

I heard the bed creak a little, and then I heard the sound of Carli climbing the ladder.

“I think I figured out a way to help you with some of your decision stuff,” she said. She brought out a little orange bottle from her pocket. It rattled a little.

“This bottle could be estrogen pills. Or it could be regular vitamins. You have no idea which!” she said, handing it to me. “So you can take them without having to worry.”

“But…” I protested. The analogy didn’t really make sense at all. Carli was always so expressive, but in the dim light, I could barely make out her face. It made communicating about difficult topics a lot more… intimidating.

“If you aren’t interested, don’t take ‘em,” she said. “Won’t change a thing between us. I just… wanted you to have the option. If you wanted it.”

“What about, like, my medical history?” I asked.

“Vitamins are good for you,” she said. “You don’t need a medical history for that.”

“I meant… you know, if they turn out to be…”

“You had to take a physical to try out for the boy’s team. The coach looked at your chart. You’re fine,” said Carli. She’d talked to the coach about this?

“If you don’t like how you feel, you can always stop taking them, too. Just sleep on it,” she said. The bedframe wiggled a little as she crawled forward onto my mattress. She gave my hand a little squeeze, tossed the pills on the bed, and then made her way down the ladder again.

I held the little bottle close to me for a moment while I weighed my options. Carli said nothing would change if I didn’t take them, so did I really need to? Then I thought about something else Carli said earlier. That we only had one life to live. If that was true, didn’t I owe it to myself to make the most of it?

~

I woke up late after sleeping late - big surprise, given that I was up all night thinking - and so I had to eat breakfast alone in the big sorority house kitchen.

I had the little orange bottle next to me on the table, almost as a stand-in for Carli’s presence. I thought about what she’d said. I did tend to over-analyze my decisions. I’d only ended up here after a series of agonizing moments of mental torture.

Was Carli right? Would it be easier to make a decision without knowing for certain what I was doing?

Last night, I’d debated taking them, and then debating why I’d even want to take them. What was wrong with me that I’d even consider such a thing?

But, right now, I decided, I just wanted to take my vitamins.

I opened the pill bottle and dumped one of the things into my palm. It was small and blue. Before I lost my nerve, I quickly gulped it down with a glass of orange juice. It was so small I couldn’t even feel it go down.


Chapter Six

“Heads up!” Carli shouted, a little too late. An errant soccer ball hit me in the chest, and I fell to the ground in agony.

“Sorries! Didn’t think I threw it that hard,” said Carli, as she pulled me to my feet. I wouldn’t have thought so either, but it really hurt like hell.

Carli took a little whiff of me as I stood up. “Wow, you smell great! Your smell has really improved since, you know… you started taking your vitamins.”

“Is it that noticeable?” I asked, giving myself a cautious sniff. Nothing.

“Oh yeah, it is,” Carli added with a wink.

Maybe it was just her imagination, I thought. Or maybe it was just her being nice.

A few minutes later, in the shower, though, I saw something that wasn’t just imaginary. I could tell my chest was a little swollen, and my nipples were a little engorged. I gave one a tiny poke, seeing the small little globule of fat behind it shimmy just a little.

Was anything else different? I noticed I had to shave my face a little less frequently. And my skin overall was smoother. And “morning wood” wasn’t a thing anymore. Even when I did get an erection, my penis seemed imperceptibly smaller.

That didn’t really seem to bother me - which seemed strange. What guy is okay with his dick shrinking?

Still, that strange feeling I’d had since the beginning of the year - that I was just watching myself from the outside - seemed to be fading away. This was my body now.

~

“Hey, wanna go to the mall? They got this new mascara line that I think would look great on you,” Carli suggested. “I mean, not that you need it. Your natural lashes are so gorgeous!”

“Sure,” I said with a shrug.

When we arrived, Carli, per her usual, jumped out in front of me to open the door to the mall. When the door opened on its own, she gave a little pout, which made me giggle as I walked past her.

“Jokes on you, I got to enjoy your girly little walk,” Carli said.

“Wait, is my walk really that…” I began.

“If you don’t know how to take a compliment, just accept it and say thank you,” she suggested.

“...thank you,” I said, blushing.

“Oh, here it is!” she said, walking up to the little stand. “Transform: by Nanako,” she read. “Oh, wait, it’s $80?”

“Is that a lot?” I asked.

“Yeah, for mascara!” said Carli.

“You can try it, if you’d like,” a saleslady asked. “I can apply some for you.”

“Oh, nice!” said Carli. “But, not for me, thanks. For my friend here,” she said, jerking her thumb in my direction.

“You want me to…” I began, but then swallowed. Just accept it, I reminded myself. I sat in the little chair while the lady explained the differences between the types of applicators.

“Can you believe it’s almost Christmas?” she asked. “Time really flies, huh?”

“Yeah…” I agreed, as the lady worked on my lashes.

“So, what are you doing for Christmas break?” Carli asked me.

“I’m, um…” I hedged. “I don’t know.”

“Are you worried about your Mom?” Carli asked. “Look, you don’t have to tell her everything that’s going on if you’re not ready.”

“But she’s my Mom! She’s bound to notice something is different about me…”

“She seemed super chill when you said you joined a sorority, remember?” Carli asked.

“She said that because she thought I was a lady’s man,” I said, exhaling a little. This conversation suddenly felt too personal to have in front of a stranger, but I was too timid to say I wanted to talk about it later.

“Well… if that’s what she wants, I can come home with you,” Carli offered. “Chat you up. Take the pressure off of some of those awkward moments.”

“Maybe…” I hedged.

“Wow, you’re gorgeous!” Carli gushed, as the sales lady finished. She pulled up a mirror for me to check.

It was one thing to get a big compliment from Carli, or one of the other girls on the team. Those came frequently enough. It was another thing to really see myself in the mirror, and agree. I really did look… gorgeous.

Looking in the mirror had always felt like a nuisance before. I’d even developed a routine where I’d brush my teeth facing away from the sink to avoid glazing at… whoever that was in the mirror. But, now, for the first time, I really felt like I was seeing… me.

I started crying, which made my mascara run. Destroying something so beautiful only served to make me cry even harder.

“We’ll take it,” Carli said, flashing her credit card.

“You bought me the expensive mascara?” I asked. “That’s so… sweet,” I said, before crying again. “Sorry, I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

“Don’t worry, just cry all you want,” Carli said, grabbing me with her burly arms, and slowly rocking me. I never felt so peaceful.

“Oh, no, I messed up your shirt,” I said, looking at the mascara stains left on her shoulder.

“Let me meet your Mom, and we’ll call it even, okay?” Carli asked.


Chapter Seven

“Oh, honey, you look great!” Mom said, as she ran up to me at the bottom of the airport escalator. “Your skin looks so clear! Are you using a new medication or something?”

“Well, erm…” I mumbled, but fortunately, her focus quickly turned to the person right behind me.

“Oh, what a lovely surprise!” she said. “You brought your not-so-little girlfriend,” she added, as she had to lean up to give Carli a hug.

I knew Carli was ready to roll with it, but it didn’t feel right to lie about my relationship with her.

“Carli is my best friend,” I clarified.

“My mistake! Sorry. Hope that doesn’t make things too awkward!” she said.

“It’s fine. People think we’re a couple all the time, so we’re used to it,” said Carli with a little wink. Was she just saying that, or did people really assume we were a couple? Which people? Why hadn’t she told me about it?

“Well, anyway, you’ve got to tell me what shade of nail polish you’re wearing!” Mom gushed to me. “I wanna try it!”

“I don’t remember, actually…” I said, resisting the urge to stuff my hands in my pockets.

“Magic Magenta,” Carli piped up.

A look of understanding seemed to pass across my mom’s face.

“You must be the one who’s been helping with soccer practice?” Mom asked, and Carli nodded. “And suggesting the rest? The sorority and everything?” Carli nodded again.

I glanced from Mom to Carli, expecting to see some kind of fireworks.

“Well, Keep it up! I sleep so much better knowing someone is taking care of my baby,” Mom said at last.

I started blushing. Carli just squeezed my red cheeks and laughed.

~

“Told you your Mom was chill,” said Carli, who was lying in a sleeping bag at the foot of my bed.

“Yeah, I guess so. But I haven’t told her about, you know…” I said, still nervous about vocalizing it.

“Why not?” she asked. “What are you waiting for?”

Honestly, the fact that mom was so ‘chill,’ almost made it scarier. If she was a terrible parent who I didn’t want a relationship with anyway, I could just admit to whatever I wanted and to hell with what she said. But since she was so nice, I really didn’t want to risk disappointing her. Even if I knew there was a 99% chance she’d be supportive, that 1% was still terrifying.

Of course, I wasn’t in the right frame of mind to give words to my swirling worries.

“One thing at a time. Is that okay?” I asked, in a high-pitched whine.

“Of course it is,” Carli said, getting up and squeezing my hand.

~

“I got you a little something,” said Carli the next morning, tossing me a tight-looking sports bra. “Yesterday you were wearing a jacket. I figured if you wanted to wear a T-shirt today, well, you can wear this under it and your Mom might notice you a little less.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Wait - how’d you know I’d chicken out?”

“I didn’t. I got you a padded bra, too, but things took a different turn, and you really wanted to show off,” Carli said, holding up the lacey thing.

“What!?” I asked.

“Hey, I’ll support you no matter what. Just like the bras, right?” Carli said, laughing a little.


Chapter Eight

Within a couple of months, I had to wear that sports bra everywhere, and it no longer did an adequate job of making me look flat. Especially when I was running around the field, I could feel the friction between the material and my breasts.

“Hey! Hey! I was wide open!” Brady complained, when I failed to pass to her.

“Sorry,” I said. “My hair was flopping in my eyes again. Maybe it’s time for a haircut?”

“Nonsense,” said Carli, having caught up to us. “I just need to give you a braid. Like me!”

I took a seat on the bleachers and Carli took a seat behind me. I could feel the heat from her legs as she scooched a little closer. Feeling her hands comb through my hair was heavenly.

“This is looking great. Really showing off those beautiful lobes,” she said, poking at my ear a little. “Ever think about getting these pierced?”

“You don’t even have pierced ears!” I scoffed.

“Oh, so just because we've got braids, now we have to be twinsies on everything?” Carli asked. “If I agree to get mine pierced too, will you do it?”

“No,” I said, waving her off. “I mean yes! Yes I’ll do it. I mean… you don’t have to get yours done too if you don’t want to.”

“Good,” she said, pulling out her phone. “Let’s see if that mall place has an appointment for today…”

She pulled up the number, but then paused before hitting the dial, looking contemplative. I knew based on past experience that she was about to suggest something big.

“What name do you want me to ask them to put down? I mean, I could do Ryan, or… or…” she began.

“Or what? Do I have another name?” I asked with a little laugh.

“Not yet. Do you want one?” Carli asked. “Picking out your own name? Sounds pretty awesome to me.”

“I wouldn’t even know where to begin with something like that,” I demurred.

“Well, that’s where I come in! I already got a list of some prime candidates right here. Rosa, Rita, Rory - I’m assuming you want to stick with R names for now, but if not, let me know - Roz, Rachel…”

“I don’t know if I can just pick from a list. Like ordering from a menu,” I said.

Carli rose to her feet, and chewed on her lower lip for a moment. “Thinking, thinking… okay! What about this…”

“What about what?” I asked.

She picked up her water bottle, then shook it in the air. “Coffee? Coffee for Rochelle?”

“What are you doing?” I asked, feeling more confused than ever.

“Doesn’t ring a bell?” she asked. “Okay, different name, different strategy…” she said. A soccer ball suddenly rolled into view. She grabbed it, then hurled it over her head in my direction.

“Hey, Ruth, heads up!” she said, but I didn’t react in time to avoid being smacked in the face.

Carli rushed over to me.

“Oh, my God, I’m so sorry! You’re bleeding a little bit, too!” she said, rushing over to me and dabbing my face with a little washcloth.

“Rina, can I get you an ice pack?”

“No, I’m fine,” I said.

“You’re fine?” Carli repeated. “Rina, you're fine?”

I hadn’t even noticed it the first time. It just… sounded like my name.

“Rina. What does it mean?” I asked.

“It’s Hebrew. It means… joy,” she said.

Joy. How fitting.

Chapter Nine

Time can fly by when you’re having the time of your life. The months flew by, and before long, it was nearly the end of the school year.

Carli and I were eating together at the dinner table - or, more precisely, Carli was finishing up what was on my plate. I’d gotten full a while ago.

The laptop we’d been using to stream suddenly went to a black screen, which was clear enough to see our reflections in. With my long braided hair, makeup, softer facial features, and a tank top that showed off my new curves, I really did look like… well…

“Feeling good about the last game of the season?” I asked.

“Not really. We’ll be down one of our star players,” Carli mumbled though a mouthful of food.

“Who? Did something happen to Peggy or Angelique?” I asked.

“Of course not! It’s you!” she said, hitting the table a little.. “You’ve just been practicing with us. You haven’t actually played a game!”

“Well, that’s because… you know…” I began, turning away a little.

“What?” Carli asked. “Spell it out for me.”

“It’s the girl’s team, and I’m not… a girl,” I said.

“You’re not?” Carli asked me. “News to me, Rina. How would you like to identify?”

I paused for a moment. It felt like such a simple question. Why was it so hard to answer?

“I mean… I… I want to be a girl,” I admitted. “But…”

“But what?” Carli said. “That’s all there is to it. You want it, you got it.”

“I don’t know…” I began. “I don’t want to impose myself on anybody.”

“Rina, everyone loves you! The other players. The coach. Me. Your mom. You’re the only one who’s worried!”

She was right, of course. She was always right. Why was it so hard for me to admit it?

“Do you want to play?” Carli asked.

“Of course I do,” I replied.

“Then as team captain, I’m officially putting you in the lineup. You’re playing,” she said. “Okay?”

“...okay,” I said, letting out a huge sigh. Then, a dark thought entered my mind.

“Why do you waste your time with a coward like me?” I asked her.

“What are you talking about now?” she asked.

“I mean, you’re so confident in yourself. You never have to second guess yourself. And yet, you still put up with all my whining and indecisiveness…” I began.

“Hey, hey, hey, none of that talk,” she said, schooching over and then scooping me up in her arms. “You’re the bravest girl I’ve ever met.”

“No I’m not. I’m scared, all the time,” I said through sniffles.

“Bravery is being scared as hell but saddling up anyway,” she said. “A famous person said that once. I forget who.”

~

I ended up shooting the game winning goal. Just like I’d always dreamed of doing. The team hoisted me up on their shoulders in victory.

When they put me down, Carli gave me a cautious peck on the lips. I felt my courage surge like never before, so I wrapped my arms around her neck, pulled her down, and gave her a real kiss. My world spun like crazy. I swear I could actually see stars!

When our lips parted, the team cheered my name again.

“I knew you were special from the day I saw you,” said the coach, giving my shoulder a firm squeeze.

“I got one more surprise for you,” Carli said, motioning to the bleachers. My mom was making her way down the steps. How had she even known I was playing? Carli, I thought…

Mom gave me a huge hug, nearly tipping me over in the process.

“I’m the luckiest Mom in the world for having you as a daughter, Rina,” she said. I started tearing up again.

THE END

Further Reading

If you enjoyed “Of Goals and Goalies,” consider reading other fun gender-based stories  by T.F. Wright.

The Friend Zone: Jonathan is devasted when the woman of his dreams, Marcy, turns him down and places him in the dreaded "friend zone." But Jonathan is in for a surprise when Marcy says she wants to be best friends - literally! She transforms Jonathan into a gorgeous chubby chick, just like her, and the two become best friends, forming a bond even more intimate than an actual romance. This is a heartwarming and funny magical gender transformation story with a "male to bbw" transformation.

Mer-Made: Peter's just an ordinary insurance salesman, but his life takes an extraordinary turn when he meets Serena, a wealthy exotic fish collector who transforms him into a woman, and then into her pet mermaid! Peter's always wondered what it would be like to be a mermaid, but just how far will the changes go? This is a steamy, erotic lesbian/gender change mermaid-themed transformation story, and includes macro and micro transformations.

Nathan to Nanako: Changed into a Cheerleader: Nathan's an awkward, gentle giant: a big, shy, oaf of a man who crushes hard on the head cheerleader at his school, Daniella. Nathan tries out for the football team to impress her, but even though he doesn't make the cut, he manages to get invited to one of Daniella's famous parties. Little does he suspect that it's a party for two, and Daniella is bent on satisfying her gender-bending, exotic tastes...
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