- Mighty Ducks -

~Brook Dodger~

By Switch and Trinity

Dragaunus was pacing back and forth in his Raptor, trying as usual to get rid of the Mighty Ducks for good. They were the only ones who stood in his path towards world domination. 

"I've got it!" He yelled, slamming his massive fist onto the computer keys. "Seige!"

"Yes, Lord Dragaunus?" Seige said, coming into the room.

"I've come up with the perfect plan to get those meddling mallards!"

"What is it?" Seige asked, impatient. 

Dragaunus paused dramatically.

 "...What if those ducks were human?"

"What do you mean?"Seige was confused.

"I mean, if those ducks were human, do you think those police-er, security, or whatever they're called-do you think they'd let the ex-ducks into the pond? Much less access their little codes without some sort of identification. You see, they don't exactly need any identification--yet!" He laughed. 

"So?" Asked Seige. Dragaunus slapped his forehead.

"Idiot!" He roared. "I'm saying that if I can turn those ducks into humans, which I can, then they can't access their little codes and get into the pond, thus making them unable to fight me! The world is mine!!"

"Oh," Said Seige. "Great. But how are we going to turn those ducks into humans?"

"With my new invention," Dragaunus said, nodding towards a big machine facing two operating tables. "The Transformer." 

Simple name, but the machine itself was definitely not the least bit simple-looking. It was taller than Dragaunus, and just as big around.

"Now," Said Dragaunus, "all we need is a human...Seige! Go outside and grab the first human who walks by!" Laughing, Dragaunus went to go inspect his invention.

@     @     @

Brooklynn Dodger was late. It didn't matter if she ran, which was what she was currently doing, because she was already fifteen minutes behind schedule. Brook, an nineteen year old college freshman, hadn't had much luck in being punctual.

"Ah, cripe's sake," She muttered, her long brown hair whipping at her face as she ran along the sidewalks of Anaheim. Deciding to take a short-cut, she darted into an alley and behind a building. Suddenly she was grabbed from behind. An orange glove was covering her mouth, and she tried to scream. She kicked and flailed, but it didn't do any good.

'Great,'  She thought, 'A fine day this is shaping up to be.'

Suddenly, whoever had grabbed her disappeared, and Brook went with him. Where, she had no idea. Then everything went black...

@     @     @

The ducks were at the comic shop. All nine of them. Nosedive had begged and pleaded for Wildwing to pull over so he could buy some comics. The ducks had just returned from one of their many battles with Dragaunus, and Wildwing was tired. He had recently come down with another bad cold, making his voice all nasally. The others found it extremely funny when he spoke. But Wildwing pulled over anyway, so there they were at the comic shop.

Neo, who was really into the "X-Men", had saved his money for weeks to buy the special platinum edition. Besides that, he had a huge stack of other comics. Switch, on the other hand, liked the "Biker Mice From Mars", however he didn't have any money. So, what did he do? Well, I think you already know the answer to that one.

After they left the shop, Duke turned to Switch. "Thaddeus," He said, "I know you stole those comics."

"What?" Switch looked dumb-founded. "I did not--well, maybe I--don't call me Thaddeus, you make it sound like I'm in trouble."

Duke laughed sadistically, "You are in trouble."

"Haven't we been over the name issue?" Switch continued. "I'm telling you now, Duke Michael-" He smirked- "I'm not gonna tolerate that."

"Really? You're going to pay for that."

"Um...the comics, or what I just said?"

"Both."

The ducks re-entered the Migrator, and Wildwing started the engine.

"What, Duke? You can call me 'Thaddeus', but I can't say your middle name?" Switch was complaining.

"Of course. I have older brother rights, you know."

"Uh-huh. Sure." Switch flopped down in one of the seats. 

"You wait 'til we get home, Thaddeus." Duke put his feet up on another seat. Switch crossed his arms. 

On the way back, Neo spotted his friends in the alley, skateboarding. 

"Hey Wing, can you drop me and Switch off here?" He asked. Wildwing pulled over to let them out.

"Just be back by tonight's game," He said to them between sniffs.

"Okay, Sniffles," Neo said as they jumped out. "Hey, take some tylenol."

"Will do." Wildwing sighed and drove off.

"Hey, Sam! TJ!" Neo yelled as they approached the two. When they got close enough, Sam grabbed Neo's and Switch's wrists with surprising strength.

"Hey! Sam, what the hell?" Neo was surprised. "Wait a minute! Dammit! Tricked again!" They disappeared with Chameleon and his hologram device.

@     @     @

Brook woke up strapped to an operating table with a big machine pointed straight at her head.

'Oh God dammit,' She thought miserably, 'I'm in trouble now. I don't even know what I did this time!' Looking around, she spotted two other tables with two other people strapped to them. They were hooked with tubes from the machines to their arms. They were also unconscious. Wait a minute! They were not only unconscious, they were ducks! Two of the Mighty Ducks, Brook realized, only now was the worst possible time for an autograph. Besides, they didn't look too mighty at the moment. Brook turned her attention back to the machine. Why was it pointed towards her head? So she'd done a couple of bad things in her years, but certainly nothing to kill anyone for.

Suddenly, a huge red lizard with a purple cape strode into the room, screaming, "Chameleon! Seige! Prepare for the transformation! NOW!!!" He looked down at her, his horrible face looming over the table. He began to laugh in an evil way.

"Take a picture, you over-grown zoo creature. God!" Brook spat.

"Ah," His laughter ceased, "A feisty one, I see. Not for long..."

 "Who are you, what do you want with me?" Brook yelled, struggling in her entrapment.

"You'll know my name soon enough." He stepped up to the machine and pulled a lever. "And you will be helping me destroy the Mighty Ducks!"

"No!" Brook squirmed as two jumbo-sized needles were lowered, one sticking itself into each of her fore-arms. She screamed in pain, as she then realized that the needles were taking her blood, her DNA, but for what reason  she did not know. Next she began to feel very strange and very tired. Through her blurred vision, she saw something orange growing from her face, right below her eyes where her nose should be. But it was probably just an illusion...

@     @     @

Two came to the vent opening, as somebody screamed.

"It was probably Neo," Sandra laughed.

"You're cruel." Duke looked at his sister and pulled the cover into the vent. Leaning out to look around, Duke and Sandra heard Dragaunus yell:

"Blast! How could it go wrong!?

"Oops." Duke clamped a hand on Sandra's beak and looked at her.

"Shut up. I'm going down, you coming?" She nodded and he let go. 

He just jumped. She followed. He peered out from behind the huge contraption Dragaunus had built as the lizard in question stepped out.

"We're clear, Kid."

"Right. I'll work on Switch, he's on my side."

"Gotcha." The two stepped out from behind the machine and stopped.

"Not again."

"Where'd she come from?"

"You think I know?" Sandra stepped up to Switch. Carefully, she pulled the needle out of his arm. 

"Find the controls, ya know, how to open these locks."

Sandra looked up. In about three minutes the ducks were free and one stirred.

"What the hell happened?"

Switch sat up and looked at Neo, rubbing the back of his head.

"You two okay?" Sandra dropped a needle, one from the girl. Duke did the same on the other side as they heard a noise.

"Let's get outta here."

"On it, Neo." Duke picked up the girl. "Let's move."

@     @     @

"Well," Tanya began, leaning back on the table, "She's unconscious." 

The whole team, excluding Wildwing who was sick in bed, were in Tanya's lab watching the girl. She lay on the bed, making no sounds or movements.

"Who is she?" Asked Nosedive.

"Not a clue," Sandra answered. "She was at Draggy's when we found her."

"Yeah," Duke said." Obviously Dragaunus had something in mind, but I guess his scheme backfired."

"Well I guess we have another one to deal with now." Mallory sighed. "You know, is it just me or is this starting to get just a little old? I mean, first Sandra, then Switch, now...this." She flung her arms in the air. "I'll be in my room." They watched Mallory leave, then turned back to the situation at hand.

"Guys, look at her clothes," Nosedive said. "She doesn't look like she's from Puckworld."

"How do you know? Look at Neo and Switch," Sandra pointed out. Neo and Switch were currently dressed in Earth clothing.

"She has green eyes," Nosedive said, after he'd lifted an eyelid to check.

"So?" Sandra shrugged. "I got blue eyes."

"You know any other duck with green eyes?"

"You know any other duck with blue eyes?"

Nosedive gave up. It was pointless. "I still don't think she's from Puckworld."

"I'm going to get Wildwing." Neo ran out of the room.

A few minutes later,  he returned, dragging a groggy Wildwing by the arm.

"Who's she?" He mumbled, rubbing his eyes.

"We don't know?" Dive shrugged. 

"What I'd like to know," Wildwing said, turning to Neo and Switch, "Is how you two managed this. You missed the game."

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, it wasn't our fault! Seriously, how was I supposed to know that Sam was really Chameleon and TJ was just a hologram?" Neo protested.

Wildwing sighed. "What'll we do now? I'm to sick to think." He said, and then, without thinking, "Neo, you're in charge." Then he left to go back to bed. 

Neo grinned, cracking his knuckles in a business-like manner. "Heh...heh...heh..."

"No! Wildwing don't!" All the rest of the team besides Neo took off after Wildwing, to try and get him to reconsider.

Neo just stood there. "That's right, you better run."

@     @     @

Slowly, Brook opened her eyes. She was alone, in a strange place much different from where the lizard had put her. Was she still in the lizard's hide out? She wasn't strapped down anymore. And the bed she now rested on actually had a pillow and blankets. That was the first thing she noticed. The second thing she noticed was something long and orange protruding from what used to be her mouth and nose. But wait--she still had a mouth. It was underneath the orange...thing, she could feel it as she poked and prodded. Brook sat up as someone entered the room.

"Hey, you're awake," The duck observed.

"I know you," Brook said, "You're Tanya. I've gone to every game you guys played. Well, except the one this evening. But you guys, like, kick ass."

"Well, I guess," Tanya shrugged modestly. "So what's your name?"

"I'm Brook Dodger," She answered, then looking around, "You got some neat stuff in here."

"Yeah, it's my lab," Tanya told her as she began to fool with her latest weapon.

"So where are we?"

"Under the pond, actually," Tanya answered.

"Cool, I mean I had heard that's where you guys crashed, but I didn't think it was really true. You know people and rumors, right?" Then Brook remembered her appearance. "Hey-um, can you tell me..." She paused. "Well, what am I?"

"You're a duck, you know like us." Tanya looked a bit surprised.

"Wha-what?" Brook jumped out of bed. "Where's a mirror?"

Tanya pointed, and Brook went for it. She looked in it and yelled.

"I'm guessing you didn't look like that when you woke up this morning," Tanya said.

"I sure didn't!" Brook moaned. "Oh, man, this is bad!"

Hearing someone yell, Wildwing rushed to the lab, Nosedive, Duke, and Switch at his heels.

"What happened?"

"Brook more or less discovered herself," Tanya told him.

"Who? Brook?" Wildwing noticed the girl standing beside the mirror on the other side of the room. "She's awake?"

"Yes, and Nosedive was right. She's not from Puckworld. She was human."

"Yes!" Nosedive punched the air. "Score one for the Flashblade!" 

Brook looked up, looking a bit white. "Hi Wildwing, what's up Dive?" She waved.

"Dude," Nosedive whispered loudly, "She knows our names!"

"Guys, I kinda live in Anaheim. Duh," She said, good-naturedly.

"So why do you think Dragaunus wanted you?" Duke asked.

"If that's what you call him, I haven't the faintest. All I know is, I was minding my own business, and-poof!-there I was strapped to some table with a gun-thing pointed at my head. He did mention something about a transformation of some sort."

"Oh!" Tanya cried out.

"What?" Wildwing asked.

"Nothing, I just pinched myself. But I do think that Dragaunus might have taken her because he wanted to turn us into something, maybe humans even. I'm just taking a shot in the dark here, but I would say that's what he had in mind."

"I think she's right," Duke said, "But instead of Switch and Neo becoming human, she became a duck."

"Well that's all fine and good," Brook said, "But where does that leave me?"

"Well," Wildwing sighed. "I'm not sure yet, but until we figure something out you can stay with us. I don't think it would be safe if you just went home. I'll, uh, find you a place to sleep. Any preferences?"

"None." She shook her head.

"Alright then." Wildwing left the room, but the others stayed behind.

"So," Tanya tried for conversation, " How old are you, Brook?"

"Just turned nineteen," She answered.

"Same as Neo, huh?" Nosedive nodded.

"What?"

"Neo, you know him, right? He's your age."

"I know that."   

"You do?" Nosedive raised an eyebrow. "Okay, you hardcore Ducks fan, you...how old am I?"

"That's easy," Brook said. "Twenty."

"She's good." Dive said to Switch. Then he looked back to Brook. "Okay, smart girl, how old is....Switch?"

"Sixteen." 

"Okay, for real this time," Dive said. "How old is-"

"Nosedive, quit asking questions," Duke shook his head. "Why don't you go bother Sandra?"

"Can't find her," Nosedive replied simply.

Duke sighed. "You in college then, Brook?" He asked.

"I was," She answered slowly. "Now I'm not so sure."

"Right," Tanya said. "You may not be able to go back to school just yet. Nobody will recognize you, and to top it all off, Dragaunus will probably be after you too."

Brook fell against the wall and let herself slump to the ground. "This is my life." She sighed. "What am I gonna do?" She was pretty much talking to herself, but Duke answered anyway.

"You like hockey?" He asked.

"Sure," She shrugged. "Doesn't everybody?" Tanya grinned at this as she continued. "I was even on the guys' hockey team in high school. The sport fully rocks."

Duke nodded. "You'll fit in fine with us, then. In fact, I don't think Wing would mind at all if you practiced with us. If you want," He added.

"That would be seriously awesome, Duke--are you serious?"

"He's serious," Switch told her. "Trust me."

"Great!" She grinned. "Ain't such a cruddy day after all."

@     @     @

"...This time for real, I won't cheat," Neo was saying. He and Switch were in their room, Switch lying on the bed and Neo pacing, as usual.

"Yeah right. I got Wing worse than you, that twenty bucks should have been mine," Switch said.

"It wasn't a valid contract," Neo whined.

"Yeah. Just because it had no date on it. I want my money, man," Switch crossed his arms.

"Okay. How 'bout this--we'll do it again, this time we'll double the amount and make it $50." 

"But twenty doubled is only $40, Neo," Switch reminded him.

"Yeah, but Switch," Neo reasoned, "We want it to be an even number!"

Switch sighed and just shook his head. 

"Anyway," Neo continued, "I gotta think of a nickname for her."

"Who?"

"Brook, Switch. Duh!" Neo stopped pacing.

"Neo," Switch groaned, "Everybody on the team does not need a nickname!"

"She isn't on the team, Switch," Said Neo. "And yes, I do."

"She isn't on the team yet, and why?" Switch sat up.

"Because I feel the need, that's why," Neo answered. "And how do you know she'll be on the team?"

Switch began to put his new comics in order. "'Cause she's good. You've seen her play. If Wildwing's as smart as I think he is, he'll put her in." He smirked. "She's almost as fast as you, Neo."

"Nobody is as fast as me, Switch," Neo told him. "You're just saying those things because you like her!" He laughed, and Switch chucked a pillow at him.

"Get real, bonehead. She's not a duck."

"So?" Laughed Neo. "She is now, and you think she's hot don't you?"

"Neo, I am going to kill you. Shut up!" Switch sighed in frustration.

"Yeah?" Neo was choking down his laughter. "Then how come you just had to go and see her yesterday?"

"Neo, shut up. Wildwing went, and Nosedive and my brother. Why shouldn't I?"

"Admit it, Switchy-boy," Neo sang. "You just can't get enough of her!" Neo was laughing so hard he couldn't breath. His face was bright red and tears rolled down both cheeks.

"Drop it, Neo, I'm warning you."

"Sorry!" Gasped Neo as he fought to control himself. "But you two would-make the-the perfect couple!" He screamed, and exploded into more fits of laughter.

"That's it! Today you die, punk!" Switch jumped off the bed and tackled Neo to the floor. Neo hadn't stopped laughing. Switch reached over and took the pillow he'd thrown and shoved it into his best friend's face, laughing.

@     @     @

"Wildwing."

Wildwing looked up, and saw Brook standing over him. He had been sitting on the couch watching re-runs on TV when she'd come up behind him. "Yeah?"

"My dogs."

"D-Dogs?" He was confused.

"Yeah, I have two dogs."

"Dogs?"

"Wildwing, if I'm staying here, my dogs are too. They're still at my apartment, probably wondering where I've been." It was later that evening, after Brook had recieved an official tour of the pond, picked out a bunk, etcetera. The rest of the Mighty Ducks were fooling around up at the ice.

"Um, well..." Wildwing paused. He didn't particularly care for dogs--they were smelly, untrained, slobbery garbage disposals as far as he was concerned. Besides, Tanya was allergic to them. "What kind of dogs?" He finally asked. Maybe a terrier he could deal with...

"They're both labs, one yellow and one chocolate. Trained to perfection, don't worry," Brook explained. "They won't be much trouble."

"I don't know," Wildwing sighed, glancing nervously at his new carpet (already stained thanks to Neo). "Tanya's allergic, and..." He trailed off.

"You can take meds for allergies, Wing. Hell, there's a pill for just about everything these days. Just give them a chance. Please?"

Wildwing sighed again; a sigh of submission. "Okay, we'll try. But they won't ruin my carpet, will they?"

"No, they won't," Brook reassured him. "They're trained, like I said."

"Okay, then."

"Thanks Wing, you fully rock!" Brook smiled. "I'm going to head over to get them right now."

"What?" Nosedive poked his head into the room as Brook left, having heard the last of the conversation. "She's getting a dog? No fair! You wouldn't let me get a pet."

"That's different," Wildwing said. "You wanted a pony."

@     @     @

Later that night, Brook returned carrying a big box of dog accessories and holding two dogs by their leashes. They got off the elevator, and Brook guided them into the living room, where all the ducks were gathered.

"This is Jake," She told them, pointing to a huge yellow lab, "And this is Chase." Chase was the chocolate lab, the smaller of the two. Most of the team was sitting on the couch, watching some TV and talking. No sooner had Brook released the two dogs, Jake had jumped onto the couch and was laying across Nosedive's, Sandra's, and Wildwing's laps, tongue lolling out of his mouth and a dopey dog look on his face. Chase lay by Brook on the floor.

"So," Neo began, looking thoughtful, "I heard you’re into wrestling?”

"Oh, sure," Brook nodded. "Yeah, it fully rocks, man!"

"Cool, Dodge." Neo said. He reached over to pet the large yellow lab when Switch snickered.

"So that's the nickname you come up with?"

"Got a problem, punk?" Neo asked him.

Switch laughed, grabbed a pillow from the sofa, and hurled it across the room at him.

"What is it with the pillows?" Neo asked, throwing it back at him.

"What's it to ya?" Switch sent the pillow towards Neo again. Neo caught it and shot it back.

"You're bad at this," Neo said. "Your aim really sucks!"

Switch shrugged. "Good, bad, I'm the guy with the pillow." With that, he tackled Neo over the back of the couch, and stuffed the pillow into his face.

"You know what, guys?" Nosedive piped up. "We haven't seen much of Phil lately."

"No!" Neo sat up and threw Switch off. "Don't jinx it, don't jinx it!" But it was too late for that. As if on cue, Phil walked off the elevator and into the room.

"Babes! I have got the most brilliant idea..." He began, but was interrupted by his team's groans of frustration. "No, wait, listen to it, you'll love it! I promise, manager's honer?"

"Yeah, right!" Nosedive scoffed, and all three L'Oranges rolled their eyes. The only thing that was ever on Phil's mind was money.

"How'd he ever get to be your manager?" Brook asked; a question all of the ducks had pondered time and again.

"Long story," Duke answered. "Good question, long story." This caused Phil to notice the newcomer.

"Hey, who's she?"

"The name's Brook Dodger," Brook answered. "I can speak for myself, you know."

In the end, the whole team had to sit Phil down and spend an hour just to explain what had happened to Brook and why she was here. He just didn't seem to get it. He finally did get to mention his idea to Wildwing later on, while the two were on their way up to the ice.

"A dog food commercial?" Wildwing just couldn't believe how stupid the whole thing sounded. "Phil, for one thing we're ducks, and besides--I HATE DOGS!" At that moment, a muddy Jake came bounding up to Wildwing and Phil. They were almost to the elevator, and as the dog came running up, Wildwing put his arms out.

"Noooo-oooo-oo!!" He cried. Too late. Jake jumped, planting his two huge,  muddy fore paws on Wildwing's chest, almost knocking him down. Wildwing's clean, white jersey now had two large mud paw prints on it, and his face was wet with slobber.

"You dumb dog, get back here!" Brook called, running up to them. She spotted Wildwing backed against the wall, pinned by Jake. "No, bad dog! Bad dog!" She scolded. "Sorry Wing, it's raining out, he just came in and he got away from me." She walked over, and grabbed her dog by the collar. As she led him away, she muttered, "Why can't you be more like Chase?"

Suddenly Phil's face lit up. "Hey! Hey, you, uh..." He looked to Wildwing for help. "What's her name again?"

"Brook," Wildwing reminded him.

"Right. Brook, wait up!" Phil hurried after her. Taking his chance, Wildwing snuck away. "Your dog! He's perfect for the commercial!" Mallory came walking past them at that moment.

"Just ignore him, Brook," She said. "Phil, leave her alone."

@     @     @

By the end of the week, Brook was used to living duck-style, had a great time practicing with them, and loved having front row seats for the games. Also, Jake was the rising star of the new commercial for canned dog food-the "Mighty Dogs".

It was Friday night of that same week. The ducks had won yet another game, remaining undefeated, and of course all of the younger ducks were spastic as they thundered down in the elevator and down into the living room, the "Party Room" as it was proclaimed by guess who? Neo, who else would bother naming the rooms? Neo, who charged ahead of the pack, took a flying leap and landed face-first on the sofa, knocking a cushion off. Nosedive followed him, jumping over the sofa and accidentally landing on Neo's head. Switch just jumped. plowing through all of them and tumbling over backwards onto the floor, while everyone laughed at him.

A while later, Wildwing came in to supervise, but was nearly blown out of the room by the loud music and the young ducks who were laughing and screaming and singing loudly (Neo was way off-key) to the music. Eventually the party died, and everybody finally got some shut-eye.

@     @     @

Two Weeks Later:

Things had returned to normal, for the Mighty Ducks anyway. Brook was still with them as Tanya had not yet figured out how to return Brook to her normal state.

Brook rolled out of bed that morning, more awake than usual. It was five thirty in the morning, and she couldn't sleep anyhow. Quietly, she made her way down the hall to the living room. Maybe some television would set her straight. But she couldn't find the remote. Suddenly she heard voices coming from the kitchen. Setting down the cushion she was looking under, Brook went to the doorway to investigate:

Neo was standing in the door of the refridgerator, with Switch and Nosedive on either side of him.

"Wildwing's gonna hate you forever, Neo," Nosedive said.

"Dive, Dive, Dive," Neo laughed, shaking his head. "Wildwing already hates me forever. I couldn't possibly do anything to make him hate me even more."

"No, Neo, Wing only can't stand you, he doesn't hate you yet," Switch said.

"Aw, who cares?" Neo pulled something from the fridge.

"Neo, it says 'Do Not Eat', can't you read?"

"Sure," Neo said, and then he was holding a black marker. He uncapped it, and slashed a mark across the can. "Now it says 'Do Eat'. Problem solved. Now I can drink it, and Wing won't throw a fit. Besides, how do you possibly eat a protein shake?"

"You are a very stupid person," Switch informed him. From behind the doorway, Brook just sighed silently and went back to bed.

@     @     @

Later that day, ten ducks went up to the ice to practice. Brook was there because she always practiced with them. Nine hockey players sat on the bench. Brook sat on the entrance door to get onto the ice, swinging her legs, while Wildwing droned on about the game later on. He was awful at giving speeches. Too many  "and ums" and "uhs" and "hmms". And if Brook had a dime for every time Wildwing cleared his throat, she'd own the Mighty Ducks.

With the game only three hours away, the ducks had to perfect their game plan, which Wildwing was now going over.

"And Nosedive--no funny stuff, got me?" Wildwing looked at his younger brother, who mumbled a reply. Wildwing turned to the notorious L'Orange siblings. "And as for you three..."

"We'll behave," Sandra said, a little too quickly and not really serious.

"Yeah," Switch chimed in. "We promise."

"Oh, don't worry, Wing," Duke said as he slung one arm around each of his siblings' shoulders, "I'll keep these two knuckleheads in check."

Switch looked across Duke to Sandra. "He will?"

"No he won't," Sandra answered. "Duke, get your paws off me."

Wing shook his head. "Guys, I need you to promise me you'll behave yourselves."

"Don't we always?"

"Sandra. I'm serious."

"Who said we aren't?" Switch hid a grin. Duke just laughed. Wildwing sighed.

@     @     @

The practice had gone smoothly, as Wildwing had hoped. Now it was game-time. Brook sat on the bench, eating popcorn and downing a two-liter bottle of soda. She watched as the home team--The Mighty Ducks--was introduced one duck at a time. Then the opposing team was led onto the ice. The subs, Dive, Switch, and Sandra (one L'Orange on the ice at a time--Wing's way of making them 'behave') joined Brook on the bench and the game began.

The four benched ducks began picking on their starting team members. Dive leaned over next to Brook.

"Watch Neo," He told her. "Look at the way he swings to the side when he skates, it's a riot!"

"I thought Neo was your best friend."

"He is," Nosedive shrugged, "But I promise you he's picked on me as much as I've picked on him." There was a loud slam! as Grin checked the entire offense of the other team.

Brook winced. "Ouch. He's one strong dude."

"He is," Switch agreed. "Good thing he's on our team."      

"Whoa, guys, did you just see that?"

"No sorry my eyes were closed, what happened?" Nosedive looked up.

Brook stood up. "You didn't see what that guy Huindo just did to Duke?" On the ice, Duke picked himself up. The ref never saw it--a big, huge guy, Jack Huindo on the defensive end had swept Duke's feet out from under him with his hockey stick. He had fallen on his knee, and when he tried to go after Huindo, he couldn't hide the limp. The ref did see Duke limping, and blew the whistle. Wildwing came over to check it out.

"You're letting an injured player compete," He said. "I can't allow this to continue."

"Alright, alright," Wildwing agreed. "Duke, you didn't tell me you were hurt."

"I wasn't." Duke was staring a hole through Huindo.

"He did this?" Wildwing shook his head. "The ref didn't see it, there's nothing he can do."

"Who needs the damn ref!?" Duke lost his temper, and it took both Grin and Wildwing to drag him off the ice.

"Sandra, go in for Duke!" Wildwing called. Duke, swearing under his breath, took a seat on the bench next to Dive, who slowly edged away. Sandra took Duke's place, and the game went on.

"Poor sportsmanship out there, huh Bro?" Switch moved over and sat in the ever-growing space between Duke and Nosedive.

"Just wait 'til I get my hands on him..." Duke muttered. Brook, still standing, finished her popcorn and shot the bag into the nearest garbage can.

"Three-pointer, right there!" She sang, watching it go in.

"Nice shot," Nosedive said. "What sport is that--wait, don't tell me--baseball, right?"

"No, but close," Brook answered. "It's basketball." The buzzer went off as the Mighty Ducks scored a goal. The ducks sitting on the bench (excluding Duke, who was still pissed off) cheered their team on. A few minutes later, the other team scored on the Ducks. The two teams were tied, but the game had only just begun. Tanya had the puck, and was on her way to the goal, when out of nowhere the two defense men popped up in front of her. Neo was open for a pass nearby, and  Tanya sent the puck his way. Neo recieved the puck and started off towards the goal. Suddenly, a guy from the offensive side of the opposing team, Ricky Stone, hit him like a missile, tackling him down to the ice. The ref blew the whistle and called for a time-out.

Neo was up, and very angry to boot. "What the hell are you doing!?" He screamed at Stone, throwing off his helmet. "This isn't football, ya goddamned fruitcake!"

"Who you calling a fruitcake!?" Stone screamed back as he took off his own helmet and chucked it at Neo. It missed, only serving to further piss Neo off. Neo grabbed Stone's jersey collar, hauled back and decked him. The fists were soon flying, but Neo had gained the advantage, and had to be dragged off of the bloody Stone. Both players were disqualified, and as the fight continued outside the ice, both duck and human went for a ride down to the police station.

"How are we gonna get him out?" Nosedive asked Wildwing.

"Later," Wildwing answered. "Let him cool off and think about it for a while. We can't worry about it now, we've still got a game to win. Dive, go on in and take Neo's place."

"You got it, Captain!" Dive laced his skates, saluted, and went out to the ice.

"Man, is that a spot of bad luck or what?" Brook observed.

"It wouldn't be the first time," Wildwing sighed. "Thunderbeak's been hauled off to jail during a game more times than I can count on my fingers." He looked over to the team on the ice. "Well, it looks like the game is about to start again."

"Good luck, Wing."

"Thanks Brook." Wildwing stepped back onto the ice, took his spot at the goal, and the game continued.

"I guess this isn't going as planned, huh?" Brook shook her head.

"Well, I  haven't been in yet, and if worse comes to worse, we've always got you to back us up, Brook," Switch said with a shrug.

"I couldn't, I'm not on the team."

"You practice with us, though."

"Yeah, but don't you have to, like, sign papers or something?"

Switch kind of laughed. "I never did."

"Well," Brook laughed herself, "Let's hope it doesn't come to that. I know I'd probably screw it up somehow, and lose the game."

Switch shook his head. "No, you're really good." He turned to Duke, who had cooled off watching the fight on the ice, "Right, Bro?"

"Sure," Duke nodded. Someone had brought him an ice pack earlier, and now he was finally using it, slowly bringing the swelling down.

"All that aside," Brook continued, "I'm still not a 'true' duck."

She had him there. Switch shrugged. "Hey, it could still happen. I've just noticed how Wing is always watching you play when you practice with us. He looks pretty impressed."

Brook shrugged and turned back to the game. But she couldn't hide the smile. Back on the ice, things were beginning to look up. The ducks were able to score another goal, putting them ahead of the extremely violent opposing team. All of a sudden, Jack Huindo struck again. This time his victim was Mallory.

Mal was doing a pretty good job on defense. Until the Huindo came along. He was going really fast--too fast--headed towards the goal with the puck.

"Uh-oh," Switch mumbled, as he realized what was to come. Brook climbed the glass protecter to see the action better.

Before Mallory had time to react, Huindo crashed into her like a speeding train. She was knocked clean off her feet.

"Hey!" Brook screamed, "You big ugly sorry excuse for a stupid...butt-scratching...nose-picking...slobber-knocking, stinky-cheese-eating...MAMA'S BOY!!   Yeah, and you smell like an elephant's butt!!"

The ref blew the whistle, again, and Huindo was penalized for five minutes. For Mallory, however, the story ended much differently. She was definitely not in good shape, and was slowly led off the ice by Wildwing and the ref.

"...Yeah, you're equivilant to the biggest bucket of penguin piss I've ever seen!..." Brook continued, still screaming at the top of her lungs over the glass. Wildwing helped Mallory to the bench. She sat next to Duke.

"Switch, go in for Mallory. Wait!" Wing changed his mind, and called Tanya in. "No, Tanya, you take Mal's place. Switch, you take Tanya's place. And Brook..."

Brook stopped her hollering, and turned to look at Wildwing. "Yeah?"

Wing motioned for her to get off the glass.

"Right." She jumped off. "Can I still yell at him, though?"

"Scream your lungs out, for all I care." Wildwing smiled, almost laughed.

"Go get 'em, Switcheroo!" Brook yelled as the three went back to take their places. Switch just shook his head. Sometimes Brook acted just like Neo.

The game continued. The ducks scored again, pulling them ahead by two. Brook ran out of insults and finally ceased her yelling. She flopped onto the bench next to Mallory.

"You okay, Mal?"

"Nothing broken," She answered. Mallory was toughing it out, as usual.

"That's good." They fell silent and watched the game. Something had happened that Wildwing had tried to avoid--two L'Oranges were on the ice at the same time. But as of now, Switch and Sandra seemed to be working great together. In fact, they had scored the last goal by working together. Now, confident in the fact that they were ahead, the two were teasing an opposing team member with the puck, batting it back and forth, never letting him get to it. From the Mighty Ducks' goal, Wildwing slapped his forehead. Those pesky L'Orange siblings, always playing games! Atleast they never screwed up. You could always count on a L'Orange to get things done. 

Soon another goal was scored. The ducks were ahead by three. But not for long. When Switch and Sandra went back for another goal, the offense was ready. They formed a line, preventing either duck from getting through. Another player, the substite named Steve Collinz was able to grab the puck and score. That brought them up one point. Four to two; the Ducks were still winning. But the opposing team scored one more goal before disaster struck again. 

Nosedive was doing his best to try and stop the offense, but two players, Brian Caine and Troy Eastman, managed to get close to the goal. In a desperate attempt to stop them from scoring, Nosedive skated directly in front of them. He braced himself to check them both. He never got the chance. Brian Caine, the larger of the two, passed the puck to Eastman, and deliberately swung his hockey stick at Nosedive, smashing him in the lung area. Nosedive was doubled over coughing, and he began to spit up blood.

Just before the whistle blew and Brook started yelling again, Wildwing came over as Sandra, quickly and with quite a bit of power, stabbed Caine in the ribs with her own hockey stick. Nobody saw who did it. All the ref saw was Dive coughing blood and Caine moaning in pain, clutching his side.

"Alright, who's responsible for this?"

"He hit Dive with the stick." Tanya pointed at Caine.

"So what's his  problem?" The ref jerked his thumb in Caine's direction.

Wildwing stepped forward. "I--I jabbed him with my stick," He said.

"Wildwing-" Sandra began.

The ref shook his head. There  were five minutes left in the game. "Well then, team captain, I guess you're out of the game."

Wildwing motioned for his team to huddle.

"Wing, why'd you take the fault?" Sandra was confused. "I would've sat out."

"No, I have an idea," Wildwing said. "I need you and Switch, Sandra. You two seem to be working really well together; today, anyway. C'mon to the bench, Baby Brother." He led Dive to the bench, and the others followed.

"Duke."

He looked up. "Wing."

"Look, I know you've got a hurt knee, but can you tend goal alright?"

"I dunno..." Duke paused. "I haven't played goalie much, but I guess I'll be okay."

"Good. Brook."

She, too, looked up. "Wing."

"You're going in for Nosedive. There's an extra jersey somewhere in the box under the bench. The equipment's there too."

"Awesome!" As she got up, she caught Switch's 'I-told-you-so' look. Laughing to herself, she laced the skates up nice and tight. She was ready for this. "We got a plan or something?" She asked as she slipped the jersey on over her shirt and the pads. She noticed it was numbered '61'. 

"Not really," Wildwing answered. "Just back up the L'Orange brats, and do what you can. You can do it, I've been watching you practice and you're really good."

Again, she caught Switch's 'I-told-you-so' look.

"Thanks, Wing," She grinned. "Okay, I'm ready."

"Let's go." Duke hobbled onto the ice, wearing the goalie pads, and took Wildwing's place at the goal. The others went to their positions, and the game continued. Duke wasn't nearly as good a goalie as Wildwing, but he held his own. Grin and Tanya defended, while Switch, Sandra, and Brook did their best on offense. But with two minutes to go, Eastman scored on Duke, which brought the game to a tie. The Mighty Ducks called a time-out, and huddled.

"Alright guys, this is it," Tanya told them. "We need one more goal." She looked to their offensive side.

"Let's do it guys--er, girls," Switch told Sandra and Brook. "We are in the house  and we are gonna rock the party, we're on fire, we be raisin' the roof, y'all!..."

Sandra gave him a weird look. "You feeling okay, Thaddeus?"

"Ya heard!" 

"Oh brother." Sandra rolled her eyes.

"Guys, I got an idea."

"What is it, Brook?" Tanya asked.

@     @     @

A minute later, the Ducks returned to their positions, a plan having been formed. The game resumed. Sandra, Brook, and Switch fought for control of the puck, and when they got it they knew exactly what to do.

Switch and Sandra continued their back-and-forth routine, which had helped them before. Only this time, Brook stayed one step ahead of the two. Just when the three were close enough to the goal, both of the other team's offense and defense, Huindo, Caine, Eastman, Collinz, and Ventura, attacked the L'Oranges and completely ignored Brook. That was what she had been counting on--their biggest mistake.

Twenty seconds left.

Sandra shot the puck to Switch.

Seventeen seconds left.

Switch fumbled the puck around, making like he was going to try for a goal.

Thirteen seconds left.

Switch passed the puck back to Sandra, who immediately shot it ahead to Brook.

Eight seconds left.

Brook expertly circled the goal. With one second to spare, she sent a slap-shot whizzing into the net.

The buzzer sounded. The Mighty Ducks had won the oddest, most violent game they'd ever played. Every Duck filed onto the ice, slapping eachother high-fours and gathering in a group hug. Wildwing was ecstatic.

"Guys, you did it! We did it, we all did it! Way to go, alright! You guys are the greatest! That was an awesome play!"

"It was Brook's idea," Switch nodded in her direction.

"...Awesome, that was really awesome, I am so stoked!" Brook was yelling. "That fully rocked the house, dudes! Wildwing, you rule, man!" She couldn't hide her enthusium. Wildwing turned to the others, a questioning look in his eyes. They all nodded in agreement.

"Brook, Wildwing began, "You'll want to keep that jersey. You'll need it for the next game."

"Whoa! No way, you mean it?" Brook stared at him in shock.

"Absolutely. I'd be honored if you'd play on the team," Wildwing smiled. "What do you say?"

"I totally say yes, Wing!" Brook burst into a wide smile. "This is so cool, Wildwing you fully rock!" She laughed, as she couldn't believe she was really on the Mighty Ducks' team. Once again, she caught Switch's 'I-told-you-so' look.

"What'd I tell ya?" He said, trying not to laugh. "I so called that."

"Okay, you really did," Brook agreed. "I just didn't want to get my hopes up, you know? Because I am still sort of human, even if I don't look it on the outside," She added.

"Well," Nosedive turned to the others. "What do you say we go bail the Thundered One out of jail, huh?"

"Think he's learned his lesson?" Wildwing asked.

"It wasn't his fault to begin with," Switch pointed out.

Wildwing didn't bother arguing. "Okay," He agreed. "Let's go see if Cleghorn is feeling reasonable today."

End of Part One.

