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    THE OTHER TEAM 
 
    When Martin doesn’t make the cut at try-outs for the third year in a row, he figures it’s time to hang up the skates and move on from his failed hockey career. That is, until he gets a crazy idea that might just land him his dream job playing professional hockey—an idea that involves raiding his sister’s closet and getting dolled up for the upcoming women’s team try-out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I didn’t make the cut. After a gruelling two-week long try-out, my name didn’t end up on that little list in the hallway, that list that everyone was now gathered around to look at. There was a combination of excited cheering and disappointed sighing in that crowd. I didn’t contribute to either sound. I was completely silent as the group of hockey players dispersed with either smiles or frowns on their faces. I’d sighed before, many times, but now I was just getting used to it. It was starting to set in: I wasn’t cut out to be a professional hockey player. 
 
    It was my lifelong dream: to travel around with the team, play in front of crowds (I would have even taken small crowds), have my statistics tracked on a website with a little picture of my face. I wanted to win a trophy that wasn’t just some stock piece from the bargain bin down at the trophy store. But I’d failed the try-outs three years straight now, and soon, I was going to be too old to try-out.  
 
    I saw Coach Brown leaving his office down the hall. I thought about going up to him and asking why I didn’t make it. I was a great shooter—I had one of the best wrist-shots of the lot. I could skate way faster than any of the other guys. But I didn’t go up to the coach to ask why I didn’t make the cut, because I knew exactly why I didn’t make the cut; he’d told me the same thing the last two times I’d failed: “You’re just too small,” he said. “You’re trying out for a contact league, Martin. These guy throw big hits.” It didn’t help that I suffered from terrible performance anxiety. Coach Brown never got to see my great shot or my impressive speed because I always froze up the moment my skates touched the ice and his eyes were on me. 
 
    I was 5’5”, and one-hundred and twenty-five pounds. The coach was right, I was probably too small, but I was agile and sure I would have no problem dodging all of the hits that were thrown at me. There were a few small guys in the NHL, so why couldn’t I at least make the KSHL—the Kansas State Hockey League? Why did I have to be stuck playing shinny in Topeka?  
 
    For years, I would measure my height weekly, hoping that I was just a late-bloomer, and my growth-spurt would happen any day. But I was eighteen now, and that growth-spurt just wasn’t happening. I just had to come to face the reality: I was too small, and I would always be too small.  
 
    Coach Brown made a quick moment of awkward eye-contact with me and then he kept on heading towards wherever he was headed—probably somewhere he wouldn’t have to face all of the rejects who were wondering why they didn’t make the cut. It was fairly obvious what the coach was looking for, just by looking at the list of guys who had made it: big, heavy guys who could throw their weight around. Coach Brown wasn’t looking to assemble a team of quick, skilled players. He knew that KSHL games were won with strength and grit. I knew it, too. I’d gone and watched a fair share of KSHL matches—almost all of the Topeka Warriors games.  
 
    I thought about moving down to another town, one where the qualifications were easier and the competition wasn’t quite as stiff. But what was the point? The Topeka Warriors won the Kansas Cup pretty much every year, and it was the only KSHL team that AHL scouts came to watch. Sure, on the other teams I would get to travel and play in front of decent-sized crowds, but that would be the end of my hockey career—so was it really worth it?  
 
    What else was I doing with my hockey career? Failing try-outs for the hundredth time in Topeka? At least if I swallowed my pride and went for an easier team, I would get to play on teams like The Wichita Thunder or The Shawnee Leopards. Was that better than nothing? I wasn’t sure… 
 
    I took a seat on the bench across from the listed players, placing my hockey bag and stick down on floor, between my feet. I zoned out. I didn’t want to go home, because I knew what was waiting for me: an incredibly awkward confrontation with my parents. The year before, they were so sure I was making the team, they threw a surprise party for me, complete with a banner that read ‘CONGRATULATIONS!’. It was horribly embarrassing when I announced that I didn’t make the cut, and the party became terribly silent. Hopefully my parents had learned their lesson, and there wasn’t a similar party awaiting me, but even just their, “Well? Did you make it?” was hard enough to face.  
 
    I could hear the muffled cheering of the selected players ringing from one of the change rooms, down the hall. The lobby was now completely empty, save for myself sitting alone on the bench; everyone else had left the building, started towards home. There was a very faint high-pitched whining sound coming from the bathroom; it was either a fan in need of repairs or someone was crying in a stall. I wasn’t interested in finding out, so I just pretended like it was a fan. 
 
    Under the list of selected players was a note: ‘For those of you who didn’t make the cut, we hope to see you back next year!’ I’d never heard anyone say, ‘Fourth time’s a charm’ before. My dad said, “Don’t worry, Marty—third time’s a charm!” to me before I left that morning.  
 
    The arena’s entrance door opened and a girl about my age walked in, carrying a big hockey bag that seemed to be too heavy for her, and a stick that appeared to be too small, even for her small-stature. She looked around with a confused look on her face, spinning in a slow circle as she scanned the various posters and signs on the walls. Finally, her eyes met mine. “Excuse me, I think I might be lost,” she said. 
 
    “What are you looking for?” I asked. 
 
    “Is this the Southwood Arena?”  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “Oh,” she said, and then she continued on down the hall, awkwardly looking around, looking terribly out of place.  
 
    Coach Brown emerged from the room he’d receded into, now heading back towards his office. The lost girl stopped him. “Excuse me, do you work here?” she asked. 
 
    “I do, how can I help you?”  
 
    “I think I’m a bit late, but the try-outs for the girls’ team start today, right? I missed my bus, and the next bus was late…”  
 
    “You aren’t late, you’re exceptionally early. Try-outs start tomorrow, darling,” Coach Brown said. 
 
    The girl was silent for a moment and then she laughed. “I must have gotten my dates mixed up. Alright then, I’ll be back tomorrow. Bye!” She turned around and headed back for the door, her big hockey bag looking even heavier, throwing her slightly off balance as she lugged it towards her bus stop. As she reached the door, she placed the bag down to give her shoulders a rest. She took a deep breath. I felt bad for the girl. By the looks of it, she’d been lugging the bag around for the better part of the day. “Can I carry your bag for you?” I said. 
 
    She looked at me with conflicted eyes, like she wanted to be polite and insist on doing it herself, but she also desperately wanted to have a rest from carrying around her heavy bag. 
 
    “Just to your bus stop?” I said, lifting the bag up. It was surprisingly light. I nearly threw it into the air by mistake when I picked it up, expecting something much, much heavier. 
 
    “Thank you so much,” she said to me as we started towards her bus stop, which was just a few blocks away. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Marty Jacobs, and yours?”  
 
    “Karen Smith,” she said. “Nice to meet you.” It took me a moment to realize where I’d heard her name before. She was the first-line centre for the women’s Topeka Warriors team. Her name was printed above the cubby next to the one I usually used in the change room. Team members got their own cubbies, and the rest of us—the people who just came in for drop-in games and stick-and-puck sessions—got the leftovers.  
 
    I felt suddenly envious of Karen, but it took me a minute to figure out exactly why. She didn’t know how lucky she was, being short, thin, and still being able to make the team—not just make the team, but make the first line. The girls didn’t win the Kansas Cup the year before, but they made the final round, and lost in game five, so they were pretty close. Karen, a girl who could barely carry her own hockey bag, was living my dream. 
 
    “Thanks again for this,” she said as I placed her bag down at the bus stop. 
 
    “It’s my pleasure,” I said, and then I turned to leave, headed back in the other direction to retrieve my own bag from where I’d left it in the arena lobby. 
 
    On my way back, a funny thought occurred to me: what was stopping me from trying out for the girls’ team? You always hear stories about guys identifying as girls so they can compete in and dominate girls’ sports. Just the day before, I’d read a headline about a man in New Zealand who had set a whole bunch of weightlifting records, who called himself a woman. They showed his picture, and he was no woman: bald, no tits, a clear bulge where his cock was stuffed in his tight shorts. At least have the effort to put on a wig and get a padded bra… 
 
    I laughed, and then I thought about it more seriously. What was stopping me from trying out for the girls’ team? It’s not like they ask for any identification, and there isn’t any blood test you have to pass. Of course, I don’t think I’d be as lucky as the New Zealand weightlifter if I walked in as my usual self and wrote my name down on the signup form, but with a wig, a padded bra, and a little bit of makeup, no one was going to say anything. I didn’t even have to be a pretty woman—I just had to look like I could be a woman. Besides, half the girls on the hockey team weren’t exactly any guy’s first choice—most of them were fairly butch. Sure, some of them were petite and cute, like Karen, but the girls who were put on defence—they were far from being girly girls.  
 
    I laughed at the notion again, but as the day went on, it seemed more and more plausible. As I sat on the bus, with my gear sitting heavily on my lap, the idea started to make more sense. It had been many years since my parents had last gone to one of my games. I could tell them I’d made the team, and they would have no idea I would be going out to play with the girls. I would get more points than ever before, and best of all, I would get to be in the girls’ change room, with all of the girls. 
 
    “Well, did you make the team?” my dad asked me as I walked in the door. 
 
    I smiled. “Sure did,” I said. “First practice is tomorrow.” My heart skipped a beat. I was really going to do it—I was really going to try out for the local girls’ hockey team. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Luckily, my sister was out for the night, so I was able to sneak into her bedroom and steal a few things. I made sure to take only things she wouldn’t notice missing—things from the bottom of her closet, lost under piles of clothes that hadn’t been touched in years. Our mom was always telling her to take all of her old clothes to a donation bin, but my sister was always too lazy, and too stubborn, certain that one day she would dig through those mounds of clothes and find something she wanted to wear.  
 
    I found an old bra with thick pads from before my sister’s chest had developed. I could still remember the day she started wearing the thing—my father made fun of her, saying she looked silly with a sudden pair of tits when she had nothing the day before. The bra was designed to make flat-chested girls into C-cup girls, and now it was going to be used to make a flat-chested boy into a C-cup girl. I tried the bra on quickly before stuffing it into my bag of things that I would take back to my own bedroom. It fit surprisingly well, and the fake tits looked surprisingly realistic, though they didn’t feel quite as squishy and soft as real tits—no one would be touching them but me anyway.  
 
    I thought about just wearing my own sweatpants and one of my own old t-shirt to the rink, but I didn’t want to have anyone recognize me. If I really was going to go through with this silly idea, then I needed to be careful it didn’t end in complete humiliation. Even if Coach Brown was the only person there that knew who I was, I still didn’t want to risk it. Unfortunately, my sister didn’t own any sweatpants, but she did own a few pairs of athletic tights. I tried one black pair on. I thought the tights would be suffocating and uncomfortable, but it was actually the opposite: I felt like I was wearing nothing at all, though they looked ridiculous with my boxers all bunched up. I tried straightening out my boxers, but no matter how hard I tried, it wasn’t happening.  
 
    A chill ran down my spine. If I was going to wear the tights (and I didn’t have many other options), then I was going to have to wear a pair of my sister’s panties. I felt stupid holding a pair of black, lacy panties up, and I felt even stupider as I stepped into them, pulling them up my legs and over my crotch. They actually held everything in place quite effectively, even making my package look like a slightly plump camel toe, though they made me realize I was going to have to shave. I never realized how hairy my upper-thighs and crotch-area was until I had a tiny pair of panties on. I grabbed a few pairs of identical undies and stuffed them into my bag.  
 
    I nabbed a few pairs of black socks that had cute lacy decorations at the top, to match the panties (I was going to be stripping down to my undies in the change room, so I needed to be convincing on all fronts). The socks pulled all the way up to my knees, and actually made my legs look pretty good. I never really realized how slender my legs were, and how curvy my butt was. 
 
    Next, I needed to pick out a few tops that I could wear over the next couple of weeks for the try-outs—and beyond, assuming I made the team— 
 
    I stopped digging through the closet as the thought occurred to me: what if I made the team? The season was six months long, with practice four times a week, and two games a week on top of that. Then there was the travelling, days spent on the bus, sharing rooms with the other girls, spending every waking hour with the team. If my plan worked, and I got a spot on the girls’ hockey team, then I was going to be spending the better part of the next six months as a woman. A chill buzzed through my body. Was I crazy? Had I lost my mind? Pulling off being a convincing woman for two weeks is one thing—what about pulling it off for six months, stripping down to my undies in a room full of girls almost every single day?  
 
    It seemed so ludicrous, but I carried on digging through my sister’s closet. Even in all of its insanity, it still seemed like my only option, the only way I would ever get to realize my dream of being on a winning team, travelling around, playing in front of crowds. 
 
    I picked out a few athletic shirts. They were all tight (apparently, my sister didn’t own anything that wasn’t fitted tight to her body), and they all brought attention to the bust of my chest. I tried on a number of different options, hoping to find items that wouldn’t make me look quite so busty, and then I realized that the bust was probably a good thing—it would take attention away from my face, which was, after all, the part of me that was at risk of being recognized. I nabbed a couple of hoodies that looked adequately girly, that I could throw over my athletic shirts in the rink. 
 
    Then, I dug through my sister’s drawers, filling my bag full of her old makeup supplies, things that looked like they hadn’t been touched in some time. I didn’t know what most of it did, but that’s what Google is for. I needed to be careful not to take too much, because regardless of whether or not she used any of it, she would notice if half the drawer was suddenly empty.  
 
    On my way out, I realized that, if my plan worked, I was going to need more than just clothes to wear to the rink every day. What would I wear to team dinners? What would I wear to the awards ceremonies? What would I wear to team meetings? I’d been to a few awards ceremonies before, and the girls that showed up never just wore their training clothes—they usually got dolled up; some of them even looked pretty hot. 
 
    So I returned to my sister’s closet, and I continued digging, trying to find some special occasion outfits. I found one little red dress that I was tempted to try on, so I did. It looked super cute on me, shaping my body perfectly and making my curves look phenomenal. I did a little lap around the room with my eyes glued to my reflection. It was scary how well some of the outfits fit me. I knew I had a small body, but did I have a chick’s body? Friends had told me that before, mockingly, but until that moment that I was staring at myself in the little red dress, I didn’t believe it. Now, I was wondering how I’d never noticed before. 
 
    I went back to the closet and continued to dig, seeing what else I had at my disposal. In a clear plastic slip, I ended up finding a blonde wig. It was labelled ‘country gal costume’, and under it was a little plaid outfit I remembered my sister wearing for Halloween one year. I held the wig up. It looked realistic enough. Still in the red dress, I slipped the wig on my head and I adjusted it accordingly. It was long with loose curls. It took a moment for me to get it look right, but once I had it on nicely, it looked great. I hadn’t even put a speck of makeup on, and I already didn’t recognize myself. I’d never had hair long enough to reach past my eyebrows before, and now my hair was past my nipples. It completely changed the shape of my face, somehow making my features look softer, more feminine.  
 
    I kind of liked the way I looked, though I would have never admitted that to anyone, ever. For once, my petite-stature made sense—for once, it actually complimented my looks. 
 
    I slipped out of the dress and then I slipped into the bathroom, to get a good, close shave, all over my body. Around my parents, I was going to have to wear full-length pants, so I wouldn’t have to try to explain why my legs were perfectly smooth. As for my face, that wasn’t an issue at all. I only had a few little blonde hairs that took months to grow. One quick pass with the razor, and my face was as smooth as a baby’s bottom.  
 
    I’d never shaved my crotch before. Now that it was smooth and hairless, my cock looked huge. I’d heard that shaving down there adds a bit of perceived length, but I never would have guessed it added entire inches! I’d always considered myself to be fairly average, but looking in the mirror now, I would say I was well-above average. 
 
    Before going to bed, I did a makeup test run. Try-outs started at noon, and I had no idea how long it would take me to do my makeup. Ten minutes? Thirty minutes? An hour? Three hours? My sister sometimes spent many hours locked in the bathroom, doing her makeup and her hair. I’d always just assumed she was doing other things, like texting, maybe playing games on her phone, reading trashy magazines, but I quickly learned that she was probably really doing her makeup. It took forever! Just getting the eyeliner on right took a good twenty minutes. Mimicking the little flick at the corner of my eyes that I’d seen girls do before took another ten minutes.  
 
    But it was kind of fun. A quick Google search showed me thousands of different makeup possibilities—so much to try, so much to make me look so different. My favourite was the eye-shadow. It wasn’t easy to get right, but when I finally got it on well, I looked as sexy as hell. Every time I would apply one step, I would have to go back and adjust a previous step. With the eye-shadow on, I realized that my eyeliner wasn’t quite thick enough to show through. Then, with the mascara, I realized I had everything on far too thick, and I was starting to look like a cheap hooker. I washed my face completely a few times, restarting from step-one, making sure I was getting it done right. I didn’t want to walk into those try-outs and have everyone stare at me like I’d stumbled in from the mental institution.  
 
    My first successful run, from clean-face to dolled-up, took me just over an hour. I figured I could be a bit quicker with some practice, and I wasn’t going to get quite so glamorous for the try-outs, but at least I had a time estimate to work with. 
 
    I packed everything—clothes and makeup supplies—into a bag, and I stashed the bag deep into the corner of my closet. It was late when I finally went to bed, and much, much later when I was finally able to fall asleep. It was hard to fall asleep, knowing I was potentially setting myself up for the biggest humiliation of my life. It wasn’t too late to turn back and forget I ever considered the crazy idea… But what else could I do? I wanted to play hockey, and I wanted to be on a better team, in a better league. As far as I was concerned, I had no other choice. 
 
    I was going to do it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Of course I waited for my parents to leave for the day before starting my transformation. I was going to wear the black leggings and a black, long-sleeved athletic shirt. I went online and read some tips on a cross-dressing website (which I wasn’t too proud of finding) about how to get your hair to stay in place all day. With a few hidden bobby pins, I was able to clip my wig to my real hair. I gave it a few good tugs, and it was being held in place excellently. I even tried putting my helmet on and taking it off a few times. It ruffled my hair up, but the wig stayed in place.  
 
    I got my makeup done much faster than anticipated, leaving me plenty of time to sit and feel anxious about the insanity I was about to go through with. I stared at the clock, watching the seconds tick by in super-slow motion. I found myself going in and out of the bathroom constantly, looking at myself in the mirror, finding tiny makeup and hair details that I was able to fix.  
 
    I looked good. I looked really good—maybe too good. I tried combing my hair down, so it wouldn’t look like I’d spent hours perfecting each curl, but the curls kept bouncing back into their natural state. I didn’t want the other girls to think that I was trying to be the prettiest girl at the try-outs. I just wanted to blend in, and draw as little attention to myself as possible. I tried tying my hair back, but that just exposed the seams of the wig. It was looking like I was stuck being a glam-girl. 
 
    I practiced my voice, using my phone’s voice recorder for playback. I didn’t sound half-bad, as long as I kept my voice low. But what would I do when I was on the ice, and I needed to call for the puck? Hockey is a game of communication. I couldn’t just keep my voice low the whole time. I tried doing a few calls, but I was too nervous. My voice kept cracking. On the bright side, it would be a few days before we got into passing drills where I would need to call anything out, so I had a few days left to practice.  
 
    Then, with my gear packed up, I walked to my front door. I grabbed the door handle and then froze. I was about to leave my house as a woman, take the bus across town dressed up as a girl, and try out for a girls’ hockey team while trying to convince everyone that I truly was a genuine female. My heart sunk into my gut. Any sane, reasonable person would have turned back. But at some point, I must have lost my mind. I turned the handle and walked outside, feeling the warm sunlight on my feminine body for the first time.  
 
    Walking to the bus stop in those leggings was a strange sensation. They were so light, I had to look down a number of times to make sure I was in fact wearing pants, and I hadn’t left the house without them. In a nearby window reflection, I watched myself as I walked, adjusting my posture to look appropriately feminine. I never really realized until that moment that girls walk much differently than boys. There’s an elegance to each stride. Women make a point of keeping their backs straight and their posture nice and proper. I had to be incredibly careful not to slouch, like I was used to. 
 
    I watched my butt jiggle slightly with every step in my tight leggings. If I had one quality that I would call my best, female quality, it was my ass. I even had the strange urge to slap my own ass, which I obviously suppressed.  
 
    As I got onto the bus, I swear the bus driver checked me out, taking a quick glance at my chest as I bought my ticket, and then taking a quick glance over his shoulder at my ass as I walked away from him, towards a seat. “Thank you,” I said, using my girl voice for the first time ever. 
 
    “My pleasure,” the bus driver said. It was a small victory, getting on the bus and having no one look at me strangely. One man smiled and nodded at me. As I made eye-contact with another man, his cheeks turned red and he looked away quickly—the way I probably would have if a woman made eye-contact with me on a bus. At the next stop, another guy got on. I made a point of making eye-contact with him as he walked by, curious to see his reaction. He smiled, his cheeks became pink, and he said, “Hi.” 
 
    “Hi,” I said back. 
 
    He went to his seat, and I noticed him looking my way a few more times throughout the bus ride.  
 
    It was strange; I’d never been the one to make eye-contact with anyone before. But now I was doing it with everyone, at first out of curiosity, and then just because I could. I’d always felt so nervous, so worried people would think I was some creep staring awkwardly at them. But now, I wanted to make eye-contact with people. The people who wouldn’t return the eye-contact were the people I thought were strange and awkward. It was completely counter-intuitive. When I left my house that morning, I figured it would have been the opposite: I would have been cowering in the back corner of the bus, trying to avoid every possible interaction with everyone. I didn’t think I would use my voice with anyone until I absolutely had to, but I’d already used it twice, just on the bus ride to the arena.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said to the bus driver as I stepped off, my voice a little bit louder and more confident. I could feel the men on the bus watching me from their windows as I walked towards the arena. It was a strangely nice feeling.  
 
    Maybe six months living a secret life as a woman wouldn’t be so bad, I thought to myself. And then I laughed. What I was doing sounded so absurd. Who in their sane mind would volunteer to live a secret life as a woman, just to play on a hockey team? Was I that desperate to play in a slightly better league? And what if I did get scouted by a talent scout? Would I spend the next five years living as a woman? Some of the higher leagues train twice a day, every day. Was I prepared for that? 
 
    I was nervous walking into the arena, seeing the crowd of girls around the sign-up table. Some of them I recognized, I’d seen around the rink before. A lot of the girls were returning to defend their spots from the previous year, many were there to overthrow them—myself included. I stood at the back of the crowd, slowly making my way to the front of the table. Unlike some of the girls, I wasn’t in any rush to get my name down. There was plenty of space for everyone to try out. It didn’t matter if my name was at the top of the bottom of the list. 
 
    “Your name?” the sign-up girl asked me.  
 
    I froze suddenly. Name? I hadn’t thought of a name. I’d been too preoccupied working on my outfit, my hair, my makeup, and my voice. I never even thought of a name! “Katie,” I said, picking the first name that came to my mind, through the cloud of anxious uncertainty.  
 
    “What’s your last name, Katie?” 
 
    “Henderson,” I said. I don’t know where the name came from, but now, it was my name. If I ended up making the team, then that was going to be my name for the better half of the next year: Katie Henderson. 
 
    “You’ll be on Rink Two this morning. Warm-up is in thirty minutes. Change rooms are just down that way,” she said, pointing me down the hall that led to Rink Two. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, and then I started towards the change room. My heart was racing. I didn’t think my heart could beat any faster, but I quickly learned that I was wrong, the moment I stepped into the change room and saw a dozen girls, standing half-naked as they slipped into their hockey gear. Some of them were still wearing their bras, some were changing out from their bras and putting on more athletic-appropriate gear. I’d seen a few pairs of tits in my life, but never so many at a single time.  
 
    One of the girls turned to me and smiled, pushing her stuff over so I could claim the cubby next to her. She was wearing nothing but her panties. “Hey,” she said. 
 
    I had to work to swallow the lump in my throat. “Hi,” I said. It took a moment before I was able to walk up and claim the empty cubby. She had a nice body, with perfect, perky tits. I did my best not to stare, but it was difficult. She was doing nothing to cover herself up while she dug around through her bag for a sports bra. The room was a tad bit brisk, brisk enough that her nipples were insatiably perky. I couldn’t even imagine how soft those tits were. I wanted to squeeze them firmly, feeling her hard nipples against the palms of my hands.  
 
    “What’s your name?” she asked. 
 
    I had to think for a moment to remember my name. “Katie,” I said. 
 
    “I’m Erin. Nice to meet you. What do you play?” 
 
    “I play right-wing,” I said. 
 
    “I play left.” She smiled, slipping her sports bra over those perfect tits, which was a huge relief. Any longer and I would have sprung a stiffy. It was a miracle my cock was staying down at all. Maybe it was just the nervous stress of the moment. At least that was one positive side-effect… 
 
    I stripped down to my bra, turning away from the other girls as I got my shoulder pads, my elbow pads, and my practice jersey on. I slipped out from my tights slowly, paying close attention to my crotch, making sure my cock hadn’t slipped out from the thin piece of lace that was holding it between my thighs. It hadn’t, but I was still exceptionally careful as I slipped my hockey pants on. Once covered up, I looked around to make sure no one was staring my way, with looks that might suggest they saw more than I wanted them to see. There were no strange looks, or any looks at all aside from a few passive smiles.  
 
    “See you out there,” Erin said to me as she sprung to her feet and headed for the ice.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Practice went about as well as you would expect from a man who’d trained his whole life with aspiring NHL stars, and was now competing against a bunch of girls. For once in my life, I wasn’t the smallest one out on the ice. I wasn’t the tallest, or even the heaviest, but I was slightly taller than most of the girls, and about as heavy. I could skate way faster (I had to tone it down a bit so I wouldn’t draw too much attention to myself) and I could shoot the puck twice as fast as any of the girls on the ice.  
 
    The coach, Coach Douglas, said, “Very impressive,” to me as I skated by him, after easily slipping a shot through the goalie’s five-hole. Some of the other girls began to watch me every time I would go to fire off a shot, trying to figure out how they could imitate my technique, or possibly trying to figure out how the hell I was so much better than them. It felt good, being the best, knowing there was no way I couldn’t make the team. 
 
    But at the same time, it felt somewhat wrong, like I was duping everyone. One of the girls out on the ice was going to be cut because of me. But was that any less fair than having one of the big guys eliminate me, just because I was smaller? Did the girls on the ice have it any less fair than the small men on the ice the weeks before?  
 
    It wasn’t too late to pack it in. There was no one putting a gun to my head and saying I had to return for the rest of the try-outs. And even if I stuck around for the whole thing, there was no reason I couldn’t decline a spot if I had a change of heart last minute. It was just nice to be noticed, to hear the coach clapping for me after I sunk a puck deep behind the goalie—the same shot I’d easily made on the ice with the boys, to which I received no applause.  
 
    And to make things even more enticing, the girls were all so nice to me. They all congratulated me for being skilled. They all asked me for pointers and were humble in accepting my tips. With the men, I was ignored completely, even when I was at the top of my game. No one wanted to be associated with me unless they were told they had to be. An atmosphere like that sucks all of the fun out of the game.  
 
    I came back for the second day of try-outs, and the third. After the first few days, I couldn’t wait to come back. I felt better than I’d ever felt in my life—more confident than I knew I was capable of feeling, and not just with the hockey, but with life in general. I loved the bus rides to the rink: all of the smiles and friendly hellos. I loved the chatter in the change rooms, the compliments on and off the ice.  
 
    At the end of the first week, I went to bed thinking, it’s too bad I’m not really a girl, and this couldn’t just be how things were naturally. Even if I wasn’t as good on the ice as a real, biological woman, I could still appreciate the way people treated me differently, the way I felt out in public. 
 
    The conundrum kept me up at night, especially on days where I could see some of the less-skilled girls working hard, trying to prove to the coach that they were worthy of being on the team, the way I would try so hard to prove my own worthiness to Coach Brown. 
 
    There was one girl in particular, Vanessa, who had a ton of potential, but Coach Douglas just didn’t see it. When we would end our days with a game of shinny, Coach Douglas kept Vanessa on the bench, occasionally sending her out with the fourth line, and only when the other team sent out their weaker players. Vanessa had a good shot, and she was decently quick on her feet, but she couldn’t seem to put the puck past the goalie. I caught up to her one day after training, when she was leaving the arena with a sombre look on her face, knowing that she wasn’t going to make the cut.  
 
    “Hey, it’s Vanessa, right?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, what’s up?” she said. 
 
    “You’re pretty good out there.” 
 
    She forced out a little laugh. “Compared to who?” 
 
    I told her I thought she had a good shot at making the team, but she just shook her head. Her confidence had been squashed by Coach Douglas, who had zero faith in her. Seeing her with her head hanging low hurt close to home. “Can I give you a few pointers, maybe?” I said. 
 
    She was hesitant, but she came with me back to the rink where they were running a free-skate, which was mostly desolate, save for a few guys from the men’s team who came out to work on their shots. We didn’t bother getting into our full gear, just slapping on our helmets and taking to the ice with a few pucks and our sticks.  
 
    I had her show me a few shots, and told her to aim for the corners. She had no problem sniping each corner, only missing a single shot. “Whoa, where was that shot earlier today?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I guess I just get flustered when the pressure’s on,” Vanessa said. She took another shot, which panged off of the crossbar and went in.  
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    “No idea.” 
 
    I gave her a few small tips, not that she needed them. She had a naturally good shot, and she was able to get a surprising amount of force behind each puck. I taught her how to lean into her stick more, to get more bend and more of a snap. I showed her a few little tricks to get under the puck more, to get just a little more lift out of her wrist-shot—but I wasn’t able to give her any advice on her big problem: her performance anxiety. I thought for a while about it, and was surprised I couldn’t think of anything. I’d struggled with the same performance anxiety, and I’d only been able to get over it by pretending to be someone else: a woman. But I couldn’t exactly tell her to dress up as the opposite sex and give that a try. 
 
    As we packed our things up in the change room, she told me that it was her third time trying out for the team. Eighteen girls would be selected for the team. Given the way Coach Douglas looked at Vanessa, I couldn’t imagine she was going to make the cut—even if I stepped down.  
 
    I watched Vanessa walk to her car, and then I spent the rest of the night trying to think of how I could help her. I wasn’t hopeful that I was going to be able to come up with a solution. If I knew the answer to her problems, I would have been able to help myself, seeing as I had the same problem as a man. But as a woman, I didn’t have the problem, so what had changed, aside from the clothes on my body and the makeup on my face? Was it the confidence I suddenly felt whenever I slipped those little panties on? Was it the lack of intimidation thanks to the lack of more skilled players? Or was it the fact I had nothing to lose? I was playing with house money. I could make a huge fool of myself and it didn’t matter because all I had to do was wash off the makeup and any reputation I built, any humiliations I collected, would wash down the drain along with the mascara, the eyeliner, and the eye-shadow. 
 
    I was hoping that Vanessa would just snap her bad streak, that she would show up to the next practice and play as well as she was capable of playing. But she never got the chance. Coach Douglas kept her on the bench for the entirety of the game of shinny, and he paired her with one of the more hopeless girls when we were doing drills, a girl who couldn’t even complete a soft pass from the blue line to the blue line. As long as Coach Douglas failed to give Vanessa any chances, her hopes of making the team were non-existent.  
 
    So after practice, I decided to go to Coach Douglas and try to reason with him, try to convince him that Vanessa was worthy of being not only on the team but on the first or second line, with me.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I had to wait for a good fifteen minutes after practice for Coach Douglas to return to his office. He looked at me curiously as he made his way down the hall. “Katie, what are you still doing here?” he said as he dug into his pocket for his office key. 
 
    “I was hoping to talk to you for a minute or two,” I said. 
 
    He unlocked his door and then motioned for me to enter. His office wasn’t much of an office—more like an old cleaning closet that had been emptied out, with a boring, wooden desk pushed into the corner. “Have a seat,” he said, pulling an old, plastic chair out from the corner of the room to face his desk. He took a seat behind the desk, in a slightly nicer chair, but still not something I would want to sit in for more than a few minutes for my back’s sake. 
 
    He looked down at his desk and started to sort through a mound of papers, possibly just trying to look busy for the sake of looking busy. I noticed him carefully peeking over the top of one sheet of paper, checking out the bust of my chest, before looking back down at his sheet.  
 
    “I want to talk to you about Vanessa,” I said, and then he listened as I told him about her potential, about how good her shot was when he wasn’t paying attention. “If you just give her a few shifts on one of the top lines, I’m sure you’ll see what I mean,” I said.  
 
    “I appreciate your compassion, Katie, but Vanessa has been struggling to keep up with the fourth line. Sometimes, at this level, you need to make tough decisions for the sake of the team. I’d love to be nice and give everyone a shot on the first line, but there just isn’t enough time. My job is to make the best possible team—that’s what I’m being paid to do. I hope you can understand.” 
 
    “I understand, Coach, but if you seriously want to make the best possible team, you need to give Vanessa a shot. I think she will surprise you.” 
 
    He stared at me curiously for a moment in silence, and then said, “Are you and Vanessa friends?” 
 
    “No—I mean, we weren’t. We aren’t that close. I just started talking to her the other day.” 
 
    “If you want to help Vanessa out, give her some pointers and show her a few tricks throughout the next year, and then she can show me what she’s worth next year at try-outs. Does that sound fair?” He spoke gently with a smile on his face, almost on the verge of being condescending, as if he had to speak slowly and clearly for me to understand. 
 
    That was one thing I’d noticed with Coach Douglas, and with other guys I’d had encounters with since beginning my feminine journey: they all seemed to talk down to me and other women, as if they didn’t think we were fully capable of grasping every detail of every concept without a little bit of help. This quasi-condescension was always masked by a phony sort of politeness, big smiles, and lots of cutesy names like darling, sweetheart, and honey. “Just do yourself a favour and worry about yourself, darling,” Coach Douglas said to me now. “You’ve got a lot of potential; maybe even captain-of-the-team kind of potential.” 
 
    A familiar wave of conflict washed over me. Being the captain of the team was far beyond my wildest hopes and dreams. I only ever wanted to make the team—but to be the captain? The first girl to hoist the Kansas Cup over her head? But in becoming captain, I was taking that opportunity away from another girl—a real girl—someone who had worked their whole life at the game, who didn’t resort to putting on a disguise to get an easier pass.  
 
    “I think Vanessa could make a great captain, if you gave her a shot,” I said. 
 
    Coach Douglas sighed and let his body slouch into his hard plastic chair. “You don’t give up, do you?” he said. “Look: if I give Vanessa a shot, I have to give everyone a shot. Do you understand? There’s only two days left, and there’s not enough time for that. If Vanessa really wanted a shot, and she is as good as you say she is, then she should have proved it during drills, and during the scrimmages.” 
 
    “But she hardly got any ice time during the scrimmages, and she was put on the fourth line with girls who couldn’t even pass the puck to her.” 
 
    He laughed. “What do I need to do to get you to drop this?” 
 
    “Give Vanessa a few shifts on the first line tomorrow,” I said. 
 
    He sighed again, this time letting his frustration linger for a moment before he looked back up at me. “It’s just not happening, sweetheart. Now, if you want to make the first line, and possibly captain, you need to start respecting me as a coach, which means understanding that I know what’s best for you and this team.” 
 
    “I’ll do anything. Please just give her a shot,” I said. 
 
    “Katie…”  
 
    “I’ll suck your dick,” I said, and then I froze as I heard my own words slip off of my tongue. He became frozen, too, his eyes suddenly wide and locked with mine. My lips parted as I tried to follow up my insane offer with a retraction, but I couldn’t push any words out, past the thick lump in my throat. Did I just offer to suck his dick? What was I thinking? I’d just spent nearly two weeks busting my ass to get a spot on a team, and now I was risking everything with a single, stupid sentence, putting everything on the line for someone I hardly even knew… 
 
    “What did you just say?” he said, his voice suddenly low and quiet.  
 
    “I’ll suck your dick if you let Vanessa play on the first line tomorrow,” I said. 
 
    I watched his eyes drift slowly down to my chest while his brain processed what I’d said. In his eyes, I could tell he was considering the offer. Had a girl who looked as good as I did made the offer to me, I probably would have taken it in a heartbeat. It was impressive he was taking so long to respond. 
 
    “I think you should go home, Katie,” he said, standing up and opening the door for me. “Get some rest. Tomorrow will be a big day.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I felt incredibly embarrassed when I showed up a few minutes late for the second last day of practice, not because I was late, but because I’d offered the coach a blowjob—and I’d gotten turned down. Coach Douglas didn’t look at me as I walked into the morning meeting, while he was mid-speech. He seemed to ignore me all morning, except when he said, “Katie,” every time it was my turn to execute a drill. Even when he said my name, he didn’t bother to make eye-contact. 
 
    We started with a few predictable drills: passing drills, shooting drills, agility drills—nothing we hadn’t done fifteen times already in the last couple of weeks. Every time Vanessa went out, I watched Coach Douglas to see if he was looking, and he never was. It didn’t matter much though, because Vanessa’s performance anxiety got the better of her every time. She kept fanning on shots, botching passes, and tripping during cone exercises. She was having an exceptionally crumby day, probably because she’d already realized she had no hope of making the team. It made my own predicament especially embarrassing, after I’d gone to bat for her just the day before. 
 
    Maybe it was a good thing Coach Douglas wasn’t paying attention… 
 
    And then we got to the scrimmage at the end of the day. Vanessa was placed on my team, and told to sit at the far end of the bench, where the fourth-liners and the alternates sat—the girls who wouldn’t get much ice-time, if any at all. But then Coach Douglas surprised me. As I jumped over the boards to get on the ice for my shift, he called out Vanessa, and held back Kristin, my usual left-winger. I looked back at Coach Douglas and we made eye-contact for just a few seconds. He had a dark look in his eyes, and a sly grin on his face. 
 
    It took me a moment to realize what was happening. I was fairly certain he wasn’t just giving Vanessa a chance; he was cashing in on my offer. A cold chill ran down my spine. Was he really just putting Vanessa out with my shift for a blowjob?  
 
    I shook the thought off. It was more likely he was just giving Vanessa a shot. Maybe he’d gone home and given it a long thought and decided that it was worth entertaining my suggestion—I was the best player in the try-outs, after all, maybe I had some valuable input. 
 
    As soon as the puck landed on my stick, I lobbed it over to Vanessa. She struggled to catch it, her body looking tense. I could see that her eyes were wide, surprised to be on the ice with me. She hadn’t been expecting a shift with the first line—no one expected it. She brought the puck over the blue line, into the offensive zone. She passed it back to our centre, who took the shot and scored. It was a weak pass, but it got the job done—and best of all, it gave Vanessa some confidence.  
 
    A minute later, after the puck was dropped and passed to her, she was able to out-manoeuvre the opposing defensemen to get the puck into the offensive zone once again. She skated around the net, getting the other team out of position, and then she saw right away that I was free in front of an open net. She passed to me and I scored.  
 
    In just a single minute, she had two points on the scoreboard—two more points than she had in the last two weeks. I looked back at Coach Douglas, who still had that sly grin on his face.  
 
    It didn’t seem like he’d noticed that it was Vanessa who had set up both plays that led to goals. He was more focussed on me, his future captain—and possibly his future blowjob. Another cold chill ran down my spine. I pushed the thought away. 
 
    I was surprised again when he sent Vanessa out with my next shift, and then my next shift after that. Kristin’s face was suddenly pale, realizing she’d been bumped from the first line to the second, but rightfully so. Vanessa was much better at handling the puck and finding open lanes for great shots and passes. She made every shift seem so easy. By the end of the first period, we were up 4-0.  
 
    Vanessa stayed on my line for the rest of the game, which we won by a lot, and that grin stayed on Coach Douglas’s face until the time ran out and everyone headed back to the locker rooms. Vanessa had a huge smile on her face for the rest of the afternoon, she was getting congratulated by all of her teammates, and even some of the girls who had played on the other team. For once, it looked like she had the confidence she was missing, the confidence she needed to overcome her performance anxiety.  
 
    “Good job, girl,” I said to her. I forced a smile. I wasn’t sure whether or not Coach Douglas had really seen her performance. Watching him during the game, he didn’t seem too phased, but how could he not have seen her out there? She practically dominated the whole game, keeping possession of the puck for nearly every second she was on the ice. All of the other girls noticed, so how could Coach Douglas have missed it? Maybe his mind was on other things… 
 
    He called me into his office as I made my way towards the arena exit. “Hey Katie, can I talk to you for just a minute?” he said. My heart sank into my gut. I had a horrible feeling I knew exactly what I was about to face. “Close the door behind you,” he said as I stepped in. He was already sitting behind his desk. “You were right about Vanessa—she has a lot of potential. There are some things she could work on, but I think she could make a great addition to this team.” 
 
    “I knew it,” I said, smiling.  
 
    “As for whether she’s first line material, that’s to be determined.” 
 
    “Of course, I said. “You know best.” 
 
    “Now for your end of the bargain,” he said. It felt like ice had suddenly filled my veins. I knew exactly what he was referring to, but I didn’t want to accept it. I’d made a huge mistake when I made that offer the day before. Had he accepted the offer on the spot, I probably would have come to my senses and excused myself from his office. But now it wasn’t so easy—he’d already put up his end of the arrangement: Vanessa had gotten her ice-time on the first line, even more than I’d asked him for. Not only that, but he was willing to give her a shot on the team.  
 
    So how could I refuse to put up my end of the bargain? If I did refuse, would Vanessa be punished? Would we both be punished? It was hard enough to think that I could make a decision that would keep Vanessa from making the team, never mind the thought that the same decision could keep me from the team. 
 
    “Well? What are you waiting for? You were the one who made the offer,” he said. 
 
    I bit down on my tongue, hoping to incite a sudden revelation—some way to satisfy everyone without going down on my knees and sucking off my coach until he came in my mouth. And what if he wanted more than just a blowjob? What if he wanted to squeeze my tits? Or worse, see my tits… What if he wanted sex? That was obviously out of the question. I still had a cock tucked firmly between my legs. 
 
    He was staring into my eyes, unwavering. He was going to get what he wanted—what I’d offered him. It was my own fault. But was it so bad? Sure, I wasn’t exactly looking forward to sucking him off, but in doing so I would be doing Vanessa a tremendous favour. I was giving Vanessa her dream—my own dream. Just thinking about how badly I wanted what I was giving her made me feel strangely okay with sucking Coach Douglas’s cock—which is probably why I offered in the first place. It seemed like such a small gesture for such a wonderful opportunity. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I walked around his desk. I couldn’t look him in the eyes; his penetrating glare was too intimidating. I sunk down to my knees and carefully reached forward for his belt. “That’s it,” he said, letting a deep breath out. I pulled his belt away and then carefully zipped down his fly, exposing the black of his boxer shorts. I hesitated for a moment. I could already see his bulge pushing out, getting harder, already aroused at the mere thought of getting sucked.  
 
    I’d never touched another man’s cock before. Even though I knew exactly what a cock felt like, I felt like I had no idea what to expect—as if I was a female virgin, about to lose her virginity, completely naïve to what was waiting for me behind the thin cotton boxers. I took his pants and boxers by the waistband and began to pull down, slowly revealing the long, thick, throbbing length of his cock. 
 
    His pubic hair was neatly trimmed, possibly that very morning in preparation for his blowjob. His cock and his ball sack were big—much bigger than I’d expected. I was terrified to touch his growing shaft. I could see it throbbing, his veins pulsing and bulging as his foreskin was stretched thin, his cock rising up. “Go ahead, darling,” he said. “Or should I say, captain of the Topeka Warriors.”  
 
    It was certainly a tempting offer: an extra incentive on top of an already good deal, as far as I was concerned. I reached up and slowly circled my fingers around his girth, not quite touching his cock but coming very, very close as my curled fingers hovered around him. There was no sense in delaying the inevitable. I was locked into going through with it—I had to, for myself, and for Vanessa. I closed my grip, making firm contact with his cock. It was warm, much warmer than I’d expected, and the throbbing felt even more intense than it looked. 
 
    I began to stroke the length of his long shaft, running my fingers all the way from the base of his cock to the bulging tip. He seemed to breath in time with my stroking, until I started stroking faster, and then he hardly seemed to be breathing at all. “Just like that,” he said.  
 
    I knew from my own personal experience to keep my grip focussed around the tip of his cock, only occasionally going down for the entirety of his shaft; that was where it felt best, especially along the base of the dick. Within seconds, I had him rock-hard. Instead of throbbing, his cock was now twitching, unable to get any harder as blood continued to rush in.  
 
    “The deal was a blowjob, not a handjob, baby,” he said. 
 
    I took a deep breath and then leaned forward, sinking his long rod through my lips and along my wet tongue towards the back of my mouth. I just needed to get it over with. Besides, it wasn’t so bad. It was actually kind of nice, knowing I was able to get him so aroused, so excited. I’d been with a few girls in my life, but I’d never been able to get them nearly as horny as Coach Douglas was now. I might have made a girl come once before, but there was a good chance she’d been faking it for my feelings’ sake.  
 
    But Coach Douglas wasn’t faking it. His legs were trembling and his cock was throbbing powerfully against my tongue. He was doing his best not to come, holding back and making the moment last as long as he could. His fingers slipped into my hair, making my heart skip a beat. If he got too excited, and grabbed on too firmly, he could easily pull my wig straight off. That wig was the key to making me look like a woman. Letting him see my short, brown hair would be suicide. 
 
    Luckily, my bobby pins kept my wig securely in place while he gently massaged my scalp. I was able to get his cock impressively far down my throat before gagging. He seemed to like it, the deeper his cock sunk. At one point, I was able to press my nose into his soft pubic hair, unable to breathe for just a moment while I deep-throated his throbbing member.  
 
    “Come for me, baby,” I said, looking up into his narrowed eyes. He was taking deep, controlled breaths, trying to make the moment last as long as humanly possible. He had a lot riding on that blowjob, and probably didn’t want to have the makeup of his hockey team decided by a couple minutes of dick-sucking.  
 
    “Turn around and bend over,” he said. 
 
    My heart stuttered. “What?” I said. 
 
    “Turn around and bend over the desk. Let me fuck your pussy.” 
 
    “That’s not a good idea. I—I’m not on birth control,” I said, my heart now racing quickly and pounding ferociously.  
 
    “I’ll pull out. It’s fine.” A slight trembling overtook my body. I couldn’t let him get into my pants for obvious reasons.  
 
    “Your pre-cum,” I said, “you can get pregnant from that.” My bottom lip was quivering. He wanted pussy and he wasn’t going to stop insisting until he got it. What could I do? If I didn’t give it to him, would he call the deal off? Would Vanessa spend the rest of her year playing pickup games on weekends, instead of travelling around and playing in the WKSHL? And what about me? Would I be done with my hockey career, having failed four straight try-outs, including one where I was the favourite to become captain?  
 
    “Bend over, baby, c’mon. It’ll be fun.” 
 
    “I’m a virgin,” I said suddenly, throwing every possible excuse I could at him. 
 
    “I’ll be gentle.” 
 
    I bit my lip. I needed to think of something before I threw away the last two weeks of my life. “Do you want to fuck me in the ass?” I said. 
 
    His eyes lit up, and he didn’t even need to speak to tell me his answer. I’d never seen so much excitement in a man’s eyes, as if he’d randomly stumbled into a fantastic dream, except it was real life. “Bend over,” he said, his eyes still wide and his lips parted. 
 
    I slipped down my tights and I bent over, reaching between my legs before he had a chance to get a good look at the bulge of my ball sack. I gently pulled aside the fabric of my panties that covered my asshole, making sure to keep my ball sack cradled carefully in the palm of my hand. “Fuck me,” I said. 
 
    I’d never been fucked in the ass before—I’d never had so much as a finger in my ass before—but I knew it was going to hurt like hell. Coach Douglas had a big, thick dick. But all I could do was hope it didn’t hurt too much, and hope that it was enough to satisfy his sudden hunger for penetration. With any luck, he wouldn’t want to stick it in my non-existent pussy. With any luck, he would be too pre-occupied with my tight, little asshole to even ask to see my pussy. 
 
    I felt the tip of his bulging member press up against my asshole. It was still wet from being inside of my mouth, and still warm as it continued to throb, already on the verge of climax. He began to push in. I did my best to control my breathing, stopping myself from clenching. I knew that clenching would just delay the inevitable fucking, and it would only make it hurt more. I had to let my asshole stretch out while I bit my tongue to suppress the pain. 
 
    And shit, did it hurt. It didn’t help that he was relentless, sliding his long cock in deep, not just giving me a few inches to start. He was going all the way, pushing until his pelvis was pressed against my soft tush. He let out a deep, elated sigh as I did my best not to squeal out in pain. After a moment of silent elation, he started to thrust in and out of me. 
 
    It was a strange feeling, getting pumped in the ass. It hurt like no one’s business, but I was too focussed on making sure everything stayed in place to really notice. I kept my hand on my ball sack, which he mistook for me rubbing my clit. “Yeah, rub it, baby,” he said at one point, so I pretended to rub my pussy while he plunged my anus deeply.  
 
    Once the pain started to subside (either because I was finally stretched, or because I’d gone numb), I started to get an erection. I made sure to press down on my cock with my wrist, so it wouldn’t spring loose. I bit my tongue and tried to think of other topics, to stop myself from getting aroused, but it was hopeless—my cock had an agenda of its own. It didn’t help that Coach Douglas’s cock was starting to press up against a particular spot, sending warm jolts through my body, making my legs tremble. Is this the feeling gay men are chasing when they do anal? Was this the male G-spot you always hear people talking about? 
 
    My whole body started to tremble. “Oh God,” I muttered, and then I melted down into the desk. The pleasure started to overtake my body. Instead of holding my cock down, I started to stroke it. Even though I knew I was playing with fire, I couldn’t help it. I wanted to come. I wanted to come while getting pumped in the ass. Luckily, Coach Douglas’s eyes were closed and his head was tilted back as he did his best to hold off his orgasm. I did nothing to hold off my own orgasm. I let myself come, filling my panties up with warm jizz.  
 
    “Oh fuck, that feels good,” I said. 
 
    I felt his fingertips dig into my skin, and then I felt his warm load filling my asshole up deep. “Fuck!” he called out, and then he grunted loudly. It was a good thing the walls were made from solid cement, and that everyone had already gone home for the day. 
 
    His load seemed endless: blast after blast after blast of hot cum, deep in my rectum. Who knew such a thing could feel so amazing? Warm pulses flowed through my body, making me tremble and shake all over. I remained a limp puddle on his desk when he finally stepped back, letting his huge creampie flow out from my little hole, down my legs.  
 
    I wasn’t surprised the next day, to see my name at the top of the list in the lobby, with that big C printed next to it. I’d made captain. I also wasn’t surprised to see Vanessa’s name listed as the second left-winger on the team. When she saw her name, she jumped up with joy, tears forming in her eyes.  
 
    But it was the disappointed face of the girl next to me, as she turned and started walking towards the exit, that made me realize I’d made a big mistake. What I was doing wasn’t fair. I’d cheated my way onto the team, and now there was a girl who wouldn’t get to play because of me. I felt like an enormous asshole, and I knew that feeling would only get worse throughout the year. 
 
    I went straight to Coach Douglas’s office and I told him I didn’t want to play with the Topeka Warriors. He looked shocked, but he said nothing to me as I left his office and the arena. I don’t know who ended up getting the captain position instead, and I don’t know who ended up making the team in my absence—hopefully someone deserving.  
 
    As for me, I went to Lawrence, a town about fifteen miles east of Topeka, and I asked if I could try out for the Lawrence Ice Breakers, as myself and not as a woman. They were happy to have me, and they were all impressed by my skill. They weren’t the greatest team in the state, but I was just happy to play as myself—not as a big goon and not as a woman, just as myself. I made the first line after a stellar try-out. Even though I wasn’t in my feminine guise, I was still able to play my best hockey, as if I no longer suffered from that dreadful performance anxiety. I wasn’t entirely sure what had changed, but I knew it had something to do with being Katie for those two weeks.  
 
    We went on to beat the Topeka Warriors in the playoffs. I got to hoist the Kansas Cup over my head while Coach Brown stared at me with a blank, regretful expression. It was the Lawrence Ice Breakers’ first ever Kansas Cup victory.  
 
    And instead of going out to celebrate with the team, I went to celebrate with my new friends over in Topeka, Vanessa and the other girls from the Warriors, as Katie.  
 
    THE END 
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