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    The Penalty Princess 
 
      
 
    Only twelve seconds left in the third period... 
 
    Glickman passes the puck to McMurray at center ice... 
 
    There goes Berg! Streaking all alone down the left side. McMurray finds him... 
 
    Wrist shot Berg...Goal! The Flying Dutchman has given the Arrowstock Pilots the Cup! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Arrowstock is hockey and hockey is the Pilots.  At least that's what the sign outside of the Arrowstock Civic Center says.  The Canadian tiny town has barely more than seven thousand people, but they have no trouble finding 1,300 to pack the house for Junior A hockey.  In fact, the attendance can sore past two thousand for an important game. 
 
    You see, boys in Arrowstock begin lacing up their hockey skates before they can even tie their own shoelaces.  It's the type of town that prides itself on winning, even counts on winning championships. Their best players routinely star in the National Hockey League.  Nobody on the Pilots seemed more likely to further enhance the town's reputation than Danny "The Flying Dutchman" Berg.   
 
    Berg was an amazing skater who could change direction on the ice with an effortless fluidity that beguiled defenders and delighted the hometown fans. His volatile temperament was the only chink in his armor.   
 
    The fans loved to compare Berg to great players of the past like Bobby Clarke and Theron Fleury, but as an electric scorer, Berg would hurt any team because he'd likely finish in the top twelve in penalty minutes. He was barely five-foot-six and played without fear. While that courage thrilled the fans, his eagerness to drop his gloves to fight aggravated coaches.   
 
    Any coach lucky enough to have superstar Berg on his team couldn't help but shudder when they saw him skating off due to another penalty for yet another opposition power play.  Not even the Great Gretzky could score from in the penalty box, and playing short-handed put added pressure on the goaltender, leading to close, heartbreaking losses. 
 
    Berg's arrival brought excitement to the Pilots when he joined the team the previous year, and though they only finished third in the Maritime Junior A North Division, they were playing a high scoring hockey.  The Pilots were as exciting a team as anybody could remember.  
 
    The fans enjoyed the action while it lasted, aware that Berg would be gone after this season either to a higher level club or to a college scholarship in the states.  However,  thanks to the attendance generated by his exciting play, the tiny community could afford to build a new arena. Everyone called the Arrowstock Civic Center The House that Berg Built.  With seating for 1,300 spectators, a well-maintained ice surface, locker rooms with all the amenities, the players on the Pilots felt like pros as they suited up.   
 
    The only problem was that getting the arena built meant making promises.  Your midget hockey team wants to use the ice? Sure.  You want to use the arena for a concert? No problem. You want to let figure skaters use the ice too?  Well that could be an issue. 
 
    So many people were using the arena that ice time became a real premium.  Hockey practice was exactly an hour and you didn't dare be late.  Coach Addams took a very dim view of players who didn't take full advantage of every second of ice time by showing up even a few minutes late. 
 
    It was just after four on a typically frigid Tuesday afternoon in March.  The Pilots had finished a hard practice, and the figure skaters were starting to take the ice.  Coach Addams and Coach Henshaw had left the arena already, but the players were skating in a sloppy pick up hockey game, and checking out the figure skaters who were beginning to warm up as they waited for their coaches to arrive. 
 
    Of all the figure skaters, Kristi Connelly was by far the most talented.  An unusually tall woman for the sport, she had long arms and legs, which gave her great lines when jumping or spinning.  The judges seemed to love everything the lovely blonde did on the ice, and she was a favorite to win in both singles and pairs at the Maritime Championships in less than a month.  There was a lot of talk that she would be the favorite to represent Canada in the 2020 Olympic Games. 
 
    Kristi was skating backwards building up speed for a jump when she found herself smacking right into the back of Anson McMurray, the captain of the Pilots and a fine leftwing.   
 
    "Hey watch where you're going?" demanded Kristi. 
 
    "I was," replied Anson. "You're the one skating where she's not looking." 
 
    "This is supposed to be our ice time," complained Kristi. 
 
    "We're not using the whole ice," rejoined Anson. "When your coaches get here we'll clear out." 
 
    "You'll clear out now," barked Kristi. 
 
    "Is there a problem?" asked Danny Berg, his voice dripping with arrogance. 
 
    "Yeah, you helmet heads are supposed to be off the ice," complained Kristi. 
 
    "We'll be off once we finish our game," insisted Danny. 
 
    "There's nothing you can do about it, so you might as well just accept it," suggested Anson. 
 
    With that pronouncement, the clash was over and the boys went back to their game, while Kristi complained about it to some of her figure skating friends. 
 
    "They honestly think they own this place," said Kristi to her best friend Michelle. Michelle Ritter was a talented skater as well as the sister of Kristi's pairs partner Matt. Where Kristi had gracefulness and elegance even at a young age, Michelle was all fire and energy.  She was cute in the way that certain girls are in high school romantic comedies before the head cheerleader gives them a makeover and they become head turners.  
 
    "I know," agreed Michelle. "They're not even that good," 
 
    "Danny Berg is going to be a first round pick of some NHL team some day," said Matt. "Just give them their space.  They'll be out of here soon enough." 
 
    "No point getting upset, I guess," shrugged Kristi going back to warming up. 
 
    Matt breathed a sigh of relief.  Being Arrowstock's top male figure skater in a world full of hockey players wasn't easy.  He'd been bullied for his choice of sport before, though with his good looks, he never had trouble getting the attention of the girls in his class. 
 
      
 
    "Hey, you want to see something funny?" asked Danny.  All the hockey players froze as Danny lined up a puck and took a mighty slap shot.  The black rubber missile sped into the other end of the ice at nearly one hundred miles per hour, barely missing hitting Matt in the head by three inches before crashing into the glass. 
 
    "What the Hell?!" Yelled Kristi. 
 
    "Oops," replied Danny with faux sincerity. "It was an accident. I'm just glad nobody was hurt." 
 
    "If that was an accident, all your immature jackass teammates wouldn't have been laughing," complained Michelle. 
 
    "Let it go," pleaded Matt. 
 
    "No, I'm sick of this shit," fumed Kristi.  She began to skate over to the hockey players with the kind of grit and determination that few people possessed, certainly not the sort of thing people expected from an ice queen who made everything she did seem so effortless.  Unfortunately, Danny Berg was equally determined and he wasn't about to back down either.  As she skated right into the middle of the game, the players stopped. 
 
    "Well hello Princess," mocked Danny. "Can we be of any service?" 
 
    "Knock the crap off Danny," spat Kristi. "You could have hurt my friend and I'm not putting up with your shit anymore." 
 
    "What are you going to do about it?" asked Danny rhetorically. 
 
    "I'll tell you what," said Kristi grabbing Whitey Hogan's stick, "If I can score on the great Danny Berg you call it a day, and you're out of practice as soon as your coaches leave from now on." 
 
    Her proposed wager was greeted with laughter from all the Pilot players.  They'd seen girls play hockey before and even seen then play with boys, but no girl would have a chance against Danny. 
 
    "And if I win?" asked Danny. 
 
    "We'll find somewhere else to practice," said Kristi. 
 
    "How about a blowjob?" suggested Danny. 
 
    "How about you stick with your teammates.  Isn't that why you hockey players all lose your teeth?" teased Kristi 
 
    "No can do," said Danny, "I don't play with girls." 
 
    "Cause you're a chicken shit coward?" asked Kristi 
 
    "Come on Danny, put her in her place so we can get back to the game," begged Anson. 
 
    "Alright, you're on," said Danny. "Empty net, you can have the puck first at center ice. We'll play to two goals." 
 
    "Fine," said Kristi taking the puck from Anson and skating to the face off circle.   
 
    The first goal she scored wasn't entirely a fluke, but Kristi was lucky that Danny didn't consider her much of a threat.  She deked left, and when he reacted, she unleashed a wrist shot that skid slowly along the ice and into the empty net.  The hockey players let out a collective groan, which drew the attention of the figure skaters. 
 
    "That was too slow," declared Anson. 
 
    "A goal's a goal," said Kristi. 
 
    "I'll give it to her," conceded Danny still not terribly afraid of losing. "She still needs another and I'll be ready this time." 
 
    Danny's speed was incredible.  He turned on the jets and skated to her right before Kristi could even react.  He placed the puck in the net with ease, eliciting cheers from the other Pilots. 
 
    "It's still tied," called out Matt suddenly emboldened. 
 
    Both Kristi and Danny failed to score the next time they had the puck.  Kristi got checked into the boards and didn't even get a shot off, while Danny's laser of a slap shot hit the post.  With the score still knotted Kristi took the puck and using her remarkable grace and agility managed to get Danny completely turned around on a fake.   
 
    She didn't want to shoot from so close to center ice and risk missing, so she took off like a dart for the empty net.  Danny did the only thing he could do and used his stick to trip her from behind.  Kristi landed hard and skidded right into the net.  The figure skaters were grateful that the arena's hockey nets were attached by magnets or she could have been seriously hurt. 
 
    What happened next will long be remembered by those in Arrowstock.  Blinded by rage, Kristi got to her feet, ignoring the steady trickle of blood from her forehead and grabbed Danny.  Kristi was no Tiger Williams or Bob Probert, but she knew a thing or two about fighting.  Her three older brothers had taught her how to throw a punch.   
 
    She'd also seen enough hockey fights to realize the value of grabbing Danny's hockey sweater.  She grabbed the heavy garment from the waist band, and pulled it up over his head, pinning his arms to his side.  As he tried to break loose, she ripped off his helmet, and unleashed flurry of punches to his face.  Soon he was on the ground and the other Pilots had to pull her off of him. 
 
    The Pilot players were stunned.  Their leader was down and he had been beaten bloody by a figure skater.  Anson helped him to his feet, but he could see that his feet were way too unsteady to skate.  The figure skaters retreated to the safety of the late arriving coaches and even Kristi was seemingly on such an adrenaline high that she could barely focus. 
 
    "Are you alright?" asked Michelle. 
 
    "I'll be fine," said Kristi catching her breath. "What an asshole." 
 
    It wasn't until five minutes later when Kristi attempted to do her first jump and her knee gave out under her that she knew there was a problem. The timing for an injury couldn't be worse.  The Maritime Championships were coming up and she needed to compete.  Not only would she have to miss a chance to medal individually, but she and Matt were favored to win gold in the pairs.   
 
    The MRI results revealed that Kristi had a collateral ligament tear.  This was actually good news because it could be treated with rest and physical therapy, but it also meant that she would miss the championships.  Her teammates were crushed.  Michelle would step forward valiantly, but she was no Kristi and the team's hope for winning anything seemed quite remote. 
 
      
 
    The next day, Matt and Michelle were in Kristi's room watching television while she elevated her leg. 
 
    "My dad knows Berg's coach," said Michelle. "I think we can get the coach to suspend him for the season for this." 
 
    "Would they really do that?  It's not like the injury happened in a real game," asked Kristi. 
 
    "I think they would.  The coach has a daughter and he won't put up with cheap shots." 
 
    "That'd be great," exclaimed Kristi. 
 
    "That'd be awful," corrected Matt. 
 
    "How do you figure?" asked Michelle. "You know Kristi's injury ruins your chances in the pairs as well." 
 
    "This should be Danny's last season playing for Arrowstock.  If he's off the team, he won't get to show his stuff for college recruiters or upper level clubs.  It could destroy his future," complained Matt. 
 
    "Boo hoo," mocked Michelle. "He should have thought of that before he took Kristi out.  Actions of have consequences even for athletes." 
 
    "I know he can be a jerk," said Matt. 
 
    "That's an understatement," agreed Michelle. 
 
    "He can be a jerk, but he was always decent to me," said Matt. "I know he did a crappy thing, but I don't want to see his future ruined for it.  It just compounds the tragedy." 
 
    "He never picked on you?" asked Kristi. 
 
    "No, not really.  We started figure skating together so maybe that's why," suggested Matt. 
 
    "Wait!" exclaimed Michelle. "Danny frickin' Berg was a figure skater?" 
 
    "Not for long, but he was really good at it.  I mean really good, even better than me," admitted Matt. 
 
    "Wow, I never would have thought it," said Kristi. 
 
    "Great, so he can figure skate.  It doesn't change the fact that our team just lost our best figure skater," pouted Michelle. 
 
    "It's a shame Danny can't take my place," joked Kristi. 
 
    "I bet he'd be good enough," agreed Matt laughing at the thought. 
 
    "Why couldn't he?" said Michelle interrupting the jocularity.  
 
    "He's the wrong gender for one," sighed Matt. 
 
    "It's not like they drug test, you know," said Michelle. "He's a little guy, I bet with his hair styled and some makeup, nobody would know." 
 
    "That would be something," agreed Kristi, "but you'd never get him to do it.  Do you know how much teasing he'd get from the other players? We'd never get him to agree to it." 
 
    "It would be something," said Michelle 
 
    "He's not going to do it and this isn't some movie.  I need a female figureskater to take my place for individuals and pairs--not a hockey player," groaned Kristi. 
 
    "We know that," assured Matt. "We'll find somebody to replace you temporarily, but you need to focus on getting back on the ice yourself." 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was six in the morning when the Pilots finished their Saturday morning skate around.  The time was ridiculously early, but the team was able to hold a two hour practice on fresh ice by using the arena first thing in the morning.  It was still dark out and the wind was bone chillingly cold.  
 
    Danny lived only four blocks from the arena so, like most days, he was walking home after practice.  As he turned down Buffet Street, he saw two dark figures lurking by an old elm tree.  They were bundled up in thick parkas against the bitter wind, with only their eyes peeking out of their gray hoodies.  As he turned down the street, they approached him. 
 
    "Hey Danny," called out Michelle. "We need to speak to you." 
 
    "Huh? Isn't it kind of early for you to be up?" asked Danny. 
 
    "Like skaters keep normal hours.  We all need to get the rink when we can, right?" 
 
    "If this is about Kristi, it wasn't my fault.  That's why figure skaters shouldn't play hockey," sighed Danny. "I'm tired of hearing about it." 
 
    "Just wait until my dad talks to you," said Regina Addams stepping forward.  Her father was Danny's coach, and though Danny was in demand as a hockey player right now, it still was important to stay on your coach's good side.   
 
    Also, Danny always had a crush on Regina.  She had bright red shoulder length hair and green eyes that seemed to dance in the artificial light of the hockey arena.  She was also one of the very few girls in the town who wasn't at all impressed with Danny Blake hockey star and that both vexed and fascinated him. 
 
    "Hi Regina," waved Danny. "If Kristi is one of your friends I'm sorry.  It's just girls shouldn't play contact sports with guys.  I mean you get that right? I never see you trying to play hockey with us." 
 
    "That's cause my dad won't let me," groaned Regina. 
 
    "She'd skate circles around you, just like Kristi did," added Michelle. 
 
    "Well girls, I need to go," declared Danny. "I'll see you around." 
 
    "Wait Danny, there's a reason we wanted to see you this morning," admitted Michelle. 
 
    "Here it comes." Danny rolled his eyes and crossed his arms over his down jacket. 
 
    "Don't forget my father is still your coach," said Regina. 
 
    "That doesn't mean you own me.  What do you two want?" 
 
    "You know," sighed Michelle. "He's never going to do it voluntarily.  It doesn't matter how we ask him." 
 
    "I think you're right," agreed Regina. "I guess we do it the hard way." 
 
    "What the Hell is the hard way," demanded Danny. 
 
    "The hard way involves getting you kicked out of the league for gambling if you don't do what we want," explained Michelle. 
 
    "I never bet on a hockey game in my life.  You're full of shit." 
 
    "Well then maybe the commissioner will see it your way. There's more than enough evidence to convict you," asserted Regina. 
 
    "Come on with us if you don't believe it.  The evidence is over at Regina's.  A concerned fan sent it to your coach. Lucky for you, Regina intercepted the mail before her dad could see it.  Now we're going to use it for our advantage," explained Michelle. 
 
    "But I didn't bet on any hockey," complained Danny as he got into the passenger seat of Michelle's Ford Escape.    
 
      
 
    Danny wasn't at all surprised that Coach Addams wasn't home, but he was surprised that Mrs. Addams was out of town.  By the time Regina led him up to her room, he was growing very impatient. "This had better not be some stupid prank." 
 
    "Oh I assure you there's nothing stupid about this," assured Michelle. 
 
    "So where's the evidence?" demanded Danny. 
 
    "Relax," said Regina. "I didn't exactly want to leave it where my dad could find it." 
 
    "That was smart," deadpanned Michelle. 
 
    "So where is it?" asked Danny insistently. 
 
    "Get on the bed and reach between the bed and the wall.  You'll find a brown envelope with everything in it," directed Regina. 
 
    Now Regina didn't have a really girlish room.  The big pictures of hockey stars of today and yesterday had a lot to do with that. Her bed though was very girlish, however. It was a four poster twin that she'd been sleeping in for a decade. She had it flush against the wall from the time before her older sister got a room of her own.  Danny really had to reach far down trying to retrieve the envelope. "I can't feel it," he complained. 
 
    "Now you know how we feel," teased Michelle. 
 
    "Very funny," grunted Danny. 
 
    "Keep trying," assured Regina. "It's down there." 
 
    "It's not down ---," started Danny, but the two girls were on him before he could react.  With his right arm pinned against the wall, he had no leverage and had to fight off two very athletic girls with only one hand while lying on his stomach.  Armed with hockey tape, the girls had no trouble binding Danny's ankles together and taping his free arm behind his back.   
 
    With Danny now helpless, Regina pulled on his right arm assuring him that resisting them was futile.  She soon had his right arm back on top of the bed, and Michelle was taping it to the left one. 
 
    "You guys are fucking dead," spat Danny. "This is kidnapping." 
 
    "You have no idea how much trouble you're in," said Regina in a resonating and commanding voice he had never heard from her before. "My dad will kick you off the team if he finds out what you did to Kristi." 
 
    "I'm the best player he's got," said Danny. "He drops me, I'll sign elsewhere." 
 
    "Nobody is going to want you," sighed Michelle. "You seriously and deliberately injured one of our country's best hopes at an Olympic medal in figure skating. You're going to be Ray Rice crossed with Tonya Harding. They'll keep you so far away from the ice that you'll be envious of the Zamboni driver." 
 
    "So why do you have me all taped up?" 
 
    "Because you won't like what's coming next, but now you aren't going to be able to fight us anyway," explained Regina, "And we're going to get some really good extra blackmail out of this too." 
 
    The girls had a definite plan in place to control the captive hockey star.  They kept him taped until they could cut off his clothes and take blackmail photographs.  He knew that the girls could make him the laughing stock off the whole league as they posed with his naked body.   
 
    "This is too much," pleaded Danny. "You've had your fun, now let me go. We have playoffs coming up," he complained. 
 
    "I can't wait.  Now if you'll take your place on the desk chair, you're going to get a crash course in being a skater," teased Michelle. 
 
    "I'm already the best skater in the league," insisted Danny. 
 
    "Then you're going to be a great figure skater," laughed Regina. 
 
    "Figure skater?!" Danny was stunned. 
 
    "You are going to be so pretty, Danny," mocked Michelle, "we're going to unbind you, but don't even think of running. We have tons of blackmail pictures and naked as you are, you'd freeze in five seconds out there in the cold!" 
 
      
 
    Reluctantly, Danny followed Michelle's directions and walked over to the vanity shaking like a condemned man being led to the electric chair.  The girls were prepared, and had picked just the perfect figure skating dress for Danny's transformation.  It was a long sleeved black spandex outfit with pink accents and sparkling rhinestones that hugged his every curve.   
 
    Danny had seen Michelle wear it at the rink before, and always kind of admired it.  If he was a little taller than she was, it just meant that it'd be that much shorter on him.   
 
    "Take a seat, Danny," smiled Michelle motioning to the chair in front of Regina's vanity. As Danny reluctantly complied, Michelle sized him up. "Today is just to see what we have to work with." 
 
    "We can't keep calling him Danny.  People might figure out who the new girl is," said Regina. 
 
    "Well then, we could go with Danielle," smiled Michelle. 
 
    "Nah, too much like his own name," disagreed Regina. 
 
    "Hey, don't I get any say in this?" asked Danny. 
 
    "No, you don't," replied Michelle. "How about Heather?" 
 
    "I like it," agreed Regina. "Heather Howe." 
 
    "Alliteration and a hockey name, what's not to love?" laughed Michelle. 
 
    "OK, it's settled.  When you're dressed as a girl, your name is Heather.  Don't forget it or it'll get very embarrassing for you very fast," warned Regina. 
 
    Michelle went to work on Danny's face.  She didn't shape his eyebrows, but she did apply liquid foundation, deep rose blush, metallic pink eye shadow, and bright red lipstick to his face.   
 
    As she took a mascara wand to his eye lashes and made him blink, she said, "I did the makeup extra heavy and he doesn't have much of a beard, but if he wants to fool anybody up close, he needs to make sure he shaves very close.  The makeup will cover up any facial hair well enough for the pictures." 
 
    "Hey, nobody said anything about pictures," stammered Danny. 
 
    "So? We're telling you now," snapped Regina handing Danny a package of pink panties and a matching bra.  "There's a razor in the bathroom.  Go into the tub and take a bath.  Shave your legs and chest, but don't get your face wet.  If we see any hair, we won't be happy.  When you're done put on your new undies and return." 
 
    Danny took the items dreading what he had to do next, but he shuffled to the bathroom as the girls behind him smiled giddily and reveled in their new found power over the boy who had been tormenting them.   
 
    "This is going to be awesome," laughed Regina. "What about his hair?" 
 
    "We can put it in a bun or something today, but he's going to have to hit a salon before any of the big competitions," said Michelle. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When Danny returned he was smooth, but the girls noticed that he had nicked himself a few times on the legs.  His panties struggled to contain his penis while his bra hung flat on his chest. 
 
    "We need to get you some lotion for next time, and you need to learn how to shave," admonished Michelle. 
 
    "Next time?" asked Danny dejectedly. 
 
    "Yep, next time.  Now raise your hands," replied Michelle approaching him with a white corset in her hands.  She placed it on him and began to tighten the laces up his back, "This is to give you a figure, so you don't just look like a boy on the ice." 
 
    "It's too tight," grunted Danny. 
 
    "Take shallow breaths, you'll get used to it, I bet.  I've never worn one," laughed Michelle. 
 
    "How am I going to skate if I can't breathe," complained Danny. 
 
    "He does have a good point," replied Regina. 
 
    "Okay, we can skip the corset for now, but he's going on a diet," said Michelle. 
 
    "And fake boobs," added Regina. 
 
    "This sucks," complained Danny. "You have to stop this." 
 
    "The day we stop this is the second those pictures hit the internet and you're kicked out of the league." 
 
    Shamed, Danny stepped into the skating dress and, the girls placed a pair of white gym shoes that belonged to Regina upon his feet.  They put his hair in a bun, and Regina made him spread his fingers on the vanity so she could coat his nails with a pinkish peach shade polish that matched the dress's accents.  She staredinto his eyes and saw his utter humiliation.  He had fallen down several pegs from the cocky arrogant prick he had been.  Still, that was easier than getting a guy to win a gold medal figure skating as a girl. 
 
    With Danny's nails finally dry, the girls made him stand up and twirl.  They were pretty impressed, with how he turned out.  As he spun, Michelle pulled a bottle of perfume off of Regina's dresser and doused him with it.  
 
    "Hey!  That stuff is going to still smell when I get these clothes off," he complained, as Michelle just shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    "If you want to get those clothes off anytime soon, you better cooperate," warned Regina as she picked up her phone.  Both girls now pointed their phones at him while he could do little other than look surprisingly feminine in the skating dress and makeup. 
 
    The girls made Danny pose for dozens of pictures over the next half hour. The girls made him pose in classic skating positions looking delicate, feminine, and pretty as if he were a snowflake spinning gently down to Earth rather than a wild man with a powerful slap shot.  
 
    When they were finally done, Danny was exhausted.  He wasn't physically tired, but he was so emotionally drained, he just wanted to go to sleep--or better yet--wake up from this feminized nightmare. 
 
    "Great!" exclaimed Michelle, "We made it with moments to spare." 
 
    "Outstanding," agreed Regina. "Let's get going.  Come along little ice princess." 
 
    "I'm not going anywhere with you," defied Danny. "I'm not going out looking like this." 
 
    "We didn't do all this so that you could stay here, sunshine," explained Michelle. "We're going to skating practice." 
 
    "The rink?" asked Danny in disbelief, "Oh Hell no." 
 
    "Oh yes," said Michelle knocking Danny's hands away from the zipper on the back of his dress. "If you don't want all those pictures of you showing up in locker rooms from New Brunswick to St. John's, then you had better cooperate." 
 
    "You wouldn't dare," spat Danny 
 
    "Try us," replied Regina.  Danny looked at both of his captors glaring at him without an ounce of sympathy and took a deep breath.  What had he gotten himself into? 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Nine on Saturday morning was a secret known to all of the Arrowstock skaters.  The leagues had to be cleared out by nine, and the public free skate began until the games started at noon. Still, the combination of so many people already on teams playing later in the day and the early weekend hour kept the rink pretty empty.   
 
    Sitting in the stands with her crutches resting next to her was Kristi Connelly.  Next to her was her pairs partner Matt Ritter.  Matt's sister Michelle had insisted they be there at this time, but other than telling Matt to be prepared to skate, she hadn't said much about what she was going to show them. 
 
    "There they are," pointed Kristi as she saw Michelle exit the locker room and enter the ice along with her friend Regina. Neither Kristi nor Matt recognized the other girl with them however.  She was wearing a black and pink skaters dress and a pair of pink skates.  She seemed to be a good skater. After initially stumbling over the toe pick at the front of the figure skates, she was now moving swiftly and gracefully. 
 
    "Hey Regina," called out Matt, "Hi Michelle, who is your friend?" 
 
    "This is Heather," replied Michelle. "She's a really good skater and we thought she might make a good partner for you." 
 
    "No, I won't skate with another guy," complained Danny under his breath to Regina and Michelle. 
 
    "Just do what we told you," insisted Regina.  "Show them a few spins and jumps.  You said you can jump so do a Salchow and a Lutz." 
 
    "I--" 
 
    "Now Heather!" glared Michelle. As he began to skate away from them, Regina was sure to take out her phone.  This was a moment she wanted immortalized on video. 
 
    "She looks pretty good," observed Matt as Heather began to skate around the outside of the rink building up speed. 
 
    "She spins kind of awkwardly though," said Kristi. "That would need work." 
 
    Finishing her spins, Heather began to skate backwards before athletically jumping spinning in the air and landing with poise and grace. 
 
    "She got great elevation on that Salchow," pointed out Matt. 
 
    "It was really good," agreed Kristi, "But that Lutz was a flutz.  She went off the inside edge." 
 
    "She has potential, but she's not there yet," said Matt. 
 
    "I think you're right.  Let's go meet them," suggested Kristi who was on her crutches and skating down to the ice before she even finished her sentence.  Regina motioned for Heather to skate over, and soon all five of them were together. 
 
    "Matt, this is Heather Howe," began Michelle. "Heather, this is my brother Matt." 
 
    "It's nice to meet you Matt," said Heather trying to act demure and speak in a girlish falsetto as Regina had instructed him on the way over. 
 
    "And this is Kristi Connelly," said Michelle. 
 
    "Wow!  Looking good Danny," interjected Kristi. Danny froze like a deer in headlights humiliated to be recognized dressed this way." 
 
    "Relax Danny," said Regina. "It's not like we weren't going to have to tell them in the next five minutes anyway." 
 
    "How did you know?" asked Michelle. 
 
    "I can recognize him," replied Kristi, "but even if I didn't that voice isn't fooling anybody and his face is kind of masculine." 
 
    "We can work on both of those things, but the skating didn't stand out as masculine or anything?" asked Regina. 
 
    "Nope, she skates gracefully enough, but this isn't going to work." 
 
    "I don't see why not," responded Michelle. 
 
    "First, even if she could convince people that she was a girl named Heather Howe, nice touch by the way, she'd need to become a world class skater in only a few weeks time.  There's also the matter of your brother who I'm sure doesn't want to skate with another guy.  If Danny got found out, Matt would be a laughing stock." 
 
    "I'll do it," said Matt. 
 
    "Huh?  Matt, come on if he gets found out nobody will take you seriously as a skater ever again," advised Kristi. "Plus you two need chemistry.  Do you think you two can actually get that part down even if we could teach him how to figure skate?" 
 
    "I won't do it. I'd be ruined.  Just forget about it," demanded Danny. "I'm taking this dress off." 
 
    "That'll be cute, go home in your lingerie," said Regina sarcastically. 
 
    "He's wearing lingerie?" asked Kristi. 
 
    "We almost put him in a corset," admitted Michelle. 
 
    "Do you really think he can learn to do this in time for the competition?" asked Kristi. 
 
    "It's the best chance we've got," replied Regina. 
 
    "Okay, this is insane, but--," began Kristi 
 
    "You can't be seriously considering this," pleaded Heather. 
 
    "Oh I am serious," said Kristi. "You should have thought of this before you went all psycho and took me out of the competition.  You're my replacement and if not we have video footage of your little skating routine that I'm sure some TSN and Sportsnet reporters would be interested in, maybe even ESPN." 
 
    "And the naked pictures," added Michelle. 
 
    "And my dad kicking you off the team for violence against one of Canada's ice skating sweethearts," added Regina. 
 
    "Dude, they've got you," said Matt. 
 
    Matt let out a yelp that had everybody perplexed.  It was a cross between a primal scream and the sound a small yappy dog makes when you accidentally step on its paw. "I can't believe I'm doing this." 
 
    "So where do we start?" asked Michelle. 
 
    "Matt, why don't you skate with him," suggested Kristi. "No lifts, but just skating as a pair." 
 
    "Sure, I'm game if Danny is," replied Matt. 
 
    "That's not Danny when he's dressed like that," replied Kristi. "For this to work, she needs to be Heather." 
 
    Matt took to the ice and offered Heather his arm.  It felt so awkward for a trained athlete who had spent the last fifteen years of his life to learn how to skate with speed and power to now take someone else's hand like a debutante being led to the dance floor.   
 
    When she heard Regina snickering she almost quit right there.  Soon however, she was gliding gracefully around the ice.  Then Matt moved around behind him and put his hand on the small of the hockey player's back.  An uncontrollable shudder went up Heather's spine.   
 
    "They don't look half bad together," said Michelle. 
 
    "I know," agreed Kristi. "Get some video of this.  I think he's going to really flip out when we take him shopping." 
 
    "I can't wait," beamed Regina. "I can't wait." 
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    "I am not going in there!" insisted Danny. "I don't care what blackmail you've got. You're just doing this to embarrass me now. I said I'd skate for you." 
 
    Danny Berg was the best player on the Arrowstock Pilots hockey team in the Maritime Junior A North Division. He was known for both his goal scoring prowess and his explosive temper. It was that temper that had caused him to injure Olympic hopeful figure skater Kristi Connelly and consequently why he was at the mall right now.  
 
    While Kristi was hobbling on crutches, Danny was sporting a Canadians hockey sweater, but he wore it over a black miniskirt. His feet were sporting black calf-length boots and though they only had two-inch heels, Danny's feet were already sore before the shopping trip had even begun.  
 
    Kristi's best friend Michelle Ritter was there too, as was his hockey coach's daughter Regina Addams. They were dressed in jeans and were not in any mood to take backtalk from the spoiled hockey star. 
 
    "You're just lucky we didn't let you come here dressed as a boy like you wanted," replied Michelle. "That would be great. Hey mom, isn't that Danny Berg of the Pilots trying on bras over there?" 
 
    "Very funny," spat Danny. 
 
    "Oh it's very funny Danny, and you'd better straighten up. I can get my dad to kick you off the team and once the videos of you figure skating show up on the hockey sites, you won't be able to find a team that will sign you to drive the Zamboni," warned Regina. 
 
    "We can ruin you," agreed Kristi. "Or you can play ball." 
 
    "Well maybe not ball, but what a pretty figure skater you'll make," taunted Regina. 
 
    "But, why do I need lingerie?  It's just underwear," complained Danny. "Nobody can see it." 
 
    "You'd be surprised," replied Michelle. "Besides you need to feel like Heather, not Danny." 
 
    "You can't win this thing if you and Matt go out on the ice like two bros and skate to some dude bro Brad Paisley music without any feeling," said Kristi. "We won't let you do that." 
 
    "Choose now, video or shopping," threatened Regina holding up her phone. 
 
    "Okay fine, let's just get this over with. You win," conceded Danny. 
 
    "And we always will win Heather," snapped Regina. "So get used to it." 
 
    The lingerie store was foreign territory for Danny. He blushed just seeing the pretty delicates and imagining himself wearing them. The girls were far enough back that they could appear to belong to an entirely separate group, but Danny didn't even notice. He was lost in his own thoughts and hoping to not be discovered. 
 
    "Oh my gosh Kristi," said a tall Japanese girl standing by the register. "I heard you got hurt. I'm so sorry." 
 
    "Hey Janet," waved Kristi. "Yeah, I'm out for the maritime championships." 
 
    "Is it true?" asked Janet, "I heard a rumor that you got taken out by Danny Berg. I've never liked him. I mean learn to control your temper, am I right?" 
 
    "Why don't you ask him yourself?" replied Michelle. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Why don't you say hello to Heather Howe, formerly Danny Berg." Kristi pointed to the feminized male next to her. This was already turning out worse than his biggest fears. Even Regina noticed his whole posture changing with his shoulders slumping and his eyes cast downward. She chuckled to herself that the big star was getting his comeuppance.  
 
    "Oh wow!  It is him!" exclaimed Janet. "No way!" 
 
    "Please, not so loud," pleaded Danny. 
 
    "Curtsey for the nice lady, Heather," demanded Michelle. 
 
    "No, I don't want everybody staring at me." 
 
    "Fine, in a moment I'll be screaming Oh my God, it's Danny Berg dressed like a girl," threatened Michelle. 
 
    "I'll just get on the public address system and announce that hockey star Danny Berg is signing autographs," agreed Janet. 
 
    "Fine, I'll do it," responded Danny glumly curtseying for the girls. He needn't have worried. With all the bodies congregating close to each other, nobody else really seemed to notice him--at least nobody he saw.  
 
    "So what did you bring Heather here for?" asked Janet. "Not that I would have missed this for the world." 
 
    "Somebody needs a bra fitting," answered Kristi in a sing song voice. 
 
    "Wow! Really? This is awesome!" exclaimed Janet, "But why are you doing this?" 
 
    "The Maritime Championships are coming up. Michelle can take my place in the individual program, but the best chance Matt and I have of winning and advancing or even getting a shot at the Olympics is to have a good replacement. Danny is actually a very decent figure skater and the perfect size," explained Kristi. 
 
    "Can you get him ready in that short a time?" asked Janet. 
 
    "Hey, if we can't, we still get all the fun of humiliating him this way," answered Michelle. 
 
    "Yeah, it's win-win," added Regina. 
 
    "Well, I'm more than thrilled to help. Let's go get Heather fitted. Just think Heather, soon you'll have your own bra for your little boobies," said Janet motioning to the other girl at the register and leading the group to the back of the store. "I know you're not going to want her too big for figure skating, but we can definitely improve her figure too." 
 
    "Perfect," said Kristi looking at Danny like a cat stalking a rubber mouse. "I know we're in good hands." 
 
    Fortunately, the back of the store where bra fittings were done was semi-private. Unfortunately, women going back to the fitting room would have a clear view. Furtively, Danny took in his surroundings. 
 
    "Yeah, you're pretty exposed back here. Maybe they'll just think you're flat chested, but I really recommend you cooperate so that we can get this over with quickly and you can maintain at least a modicum of dignity," warned Janet. 
 
    "Oh, don't you worry," assured Michelle. "Heather will be a very good girl for you." 
 
    "She better be," added Kristi. 
 
    "Then let the games begin," said Janet grabbing the measuring tape. The other three girls did their best to suppress their laughter as they watched Danny's discomfort at having his chest measured for a bra.  
 
    "Is this really necessary?" asked Danny. 
 
    "36A," declared Kristi. "Not ideal, but definitely workable. He doesn't have a very broad chest for a guy." 
 
    "Well he's going to have a chest like a broad soon enough," teased Michelle. 
 
    "I really like this bra," said Regina holding up a very wispy bra that was dripping with lace and loudly proclaimed its femininity. 
 
    "Oh that is nice," agreed Michelle. "Can we get something like this for him?" 
 
    "That is a very pretty bra, but if you want him to appear to have a real chest, you're going to want something that will help shape him. I can easily make him a 36B and we can go bigger if you want forms," suggested Janet. 
 
    "From a skater's perspective, I think 36B sounds perfect," said Kristi. 
 
    "We really do have some pretty bras that will work for him," promised Janet. 
 
    "And we want only the prettiest things for our little skating angel," said Michelle pinching Danny's cheek. 
 
    "We're on a bit of a budget," confessed Regina, "but he needs everything. We need panties, stockings, bras, and something to sleep in." 
 
    "I'll guide you to the sales and clearance stuff. We can do this," assured Janet. 
 
    "Great," said Kristi. "I knew we came to the right place." 
 
      
 
    By the time that they had left the lingerie shop, Danny was the proud owner of a half dozen pairs of panties, three bras, two pairs of pantyhose, a pair of stockings with garter belt, and a baby doll for sleeping purposes. Janet had done her best to keep the total under $100, but was only able to do it by using her fifteen percent employee discount, which she did gladly for the chance to watch Danny squirm. 
 
    "Okay, I cooperated through that whole humiliating ordeal," complained Danny. "Can we go now?" 
 
    "Not be a long shot, Danny. This is going to be a very long day for you. It's barely even eleven," said Kristi. 
 
    "I'm glad you said something," replied Michelle. "We need to get a move on it. Somebody's appointment is at eleven." 
 
    "Appointment? What appointment?!" bellowed Danny. 
 
    "You'll see," replied Michelle. "Nothing to worry your pretty little head about." 
 
    Heather walked through the mall looking like any other girl out for a day shopping with her friends. She carried a plethora of shopping bags and was dressed stylishly. She even had gotten pretty good at walking in heels without much training due to her natural athleticism and agility. 
 
    "Ah here we are," said Regina. "You'll love Z Style." 
 
    "I don't think so," replied Danny looking slack jawed at the large hair salon that they had entered. 
 
    After Michelle briefly discussed the appointment with a receptionist, a statuesque blonde in her twenties with supermodel good looks named Andrea came over to greet them. "Hi girls, it's good to see you. This is Heather I take it?" 
 
    "Hey Andrea, if anybody can make her look presentable, it's you," said Regina. 
 
    The comment drew a strange look from the stylist who was usually pretty unflappable. "Presentable?  I think he looks great. Not that I can't make him look better, but I don't know that presentable is the term that I'd use." 
 
    "Sorry Andrea, I probably should explain," said Kristi. "This is Danny Berg. He's the one who injured me and he's taking my place at the Maritime Championships. It seems very appropriate, but frankly he's probably our best chance at winning." 
 
    "Well, it stinks that you're on crutches, but I'm pretty impressed that he was willing to step up like this. Most guys wouldn't be-," replied Andrea. 
 
    "They're making me," interrupted Danny. "This isn't my choice." 
 
    "Is this true?" asked Andrea. 
 
    "Yeah," shrugged Michelle. "I hope that's not a problem." 
 
    "I'm not tying him into the chair or anything and I'm not thrilled with my work being used as a punishment, but I like the three of you and if he sits in my chair and cooperates it's not like stylists have a Hippocratic oath or anything." 
 
    "You're the best, Andrea," chimed in Regina. 
 
    "Get in the chair, Heather," demanded Kristi. Danny reluctantly did as she ordered.  
 
    "I'm going to have to put some extensions in your hair Danny. We want to give you more fullness and length," explained Andrea. 
 
    "We're calling her Heather," interrupted Michelle. 
 
    "Fine," replied Andrea glaring at Michelle. "You can put it into a ponytail and people will think it's just your normal hair. I'll give you a style that can go boy to girl." 
 
    "Won't people notice that my hair is suddenly so much longer?" asked Danny. 
 
    "They might," answered Andrea. "There's not much we can do about that I'm afraid, but I suppose at hockey, you can put it up and your helmet would hide it." 
 
    "Alright," nodded Danny. "I don't see what other options I have." 
 
    "I'll be gentle," replied Andrea. 
 
      
 
    When she was done with Danny, she truly had done wonders for his appearance. The biggest obstacle to his face being believably feminine was it's shape, but the hairstyle she created framed his face in such a way as to camouflage its masculinity. The final result was that Danny--now Heather--had the appearance of an attractive if not beautiful young woman. He gasped as he saw his final reflection in the mirror. "Wow," was all he could say. 
 
    "You've really outdone yourself, Andrea," said Kristi. 
 
    "Thanks, but I have to admit I have mixed feelings about this." 
 
    "I know, but I appreciate you doing it for us," replied Kristi. 
 
    "Good luck with the competition Danny. When it's over, I'll gladly remove the extensions and give you a hair cut free of charge," promised Andrea. 
 
    "Thanks for not busting my balls Andrea," said Danny. 
 
    "If I have any advice for you, it's to try and enjoy yourself. It's not the end of the world and it'll be over before you know it." Andrea patted Danny on his shoulder. She was surprised they weren't broader for a star athlete. 
 
    "Now what?" asked Danny. 
 
    "Well, your next appointment is for a makeover, but that's ninety minutes from now, so we have plenty of time to buy some dresses and some shoes," replied Michelle. 
 
    "Where should we start?" asked Regina. 
 
    "Let's see if Angela is working at Topshop. I'm sure she'd love some business and they always have the trendiest things." 
 
    They walked down one wing of the mall and finally came to an expansive store with a black glass entrance. An attractive African-American girl who must have stood 2 or 3 inches taller than Danny smiled and called to them as they entered. The store was usually packed, but it was mostly empty at this time and that suited Danny just fine. He figured that the smiling girl was their friend, Angela. 
 
    "Hey girls!" called Angela from the front counter. 
 
    "Angela! We were hoping you'd be working today," said a giddy Kristi, who ran over to greet her friend. 
 
    "Oh really?" asked Angela, "What can I help you with." 
 
    "Well, our friend here needs about everything," said Kristi. 
 
    "Your friend? I'm confused," said Angela. 
 
    "Heather here is getting in touch with her feminine side," replied Regina  
 
    "Well great, your timing is perfect. We were packed all morning," replied Angela. 
 
    "Take a close look at Heather," directed Michelle.  
 
    Angela took a very long look, but couldn't really see what the fuss was about. "She looks fine. She's very attractive." 
 
    "She's a he," replied Michelle. 
 
    "No way," said Angela in disbelief. 
 
    "It's Danny Berg," said Regina. 
 
    "Wow, I can't believe it." 
 
    "Introduce yourself Heather," ordered Kristi. 
 
    "Hi, I'm Heather," responded Danny. 
 
    "That's amazing!" stammered Angela her jaw on the floor. "Why is he dressed like that." 
 
    "She's taking my place at the Maritime Championships," said Kristi holding up her digital camera so that Angela could see some of the pictures of the fashion show Danny had been forced to perform for the girls. 
 
    "We think he's about a size 8," said Kristi. 
 
    "Well then," smiled Angela, "I'm glad to help." 
 
    "Great," said Regina, "The more feminine, the better." 
 
    "Come on over this way...Heather," smiled Angela, "I think we have some things that will be perfect for you." 
 
    Danny was mortified, but cooperated and didn't complain as Angela pulled out outfit after outfit for him. They made him try on dress after dress as they selected outfits that would be stylish while still concealing all evidence of his true gender. They left the store down more than $250 and it would have been worse without Angela pointing out bargains for them as only somebody who worked in the store could.  
 
    As they were ready to leave Angela hugged all the girls. As she got to Danny she whispered in his ear, "I can't wait to see you figure skating. You've made my year." 
 
    "Th-thanks," stammered Danny unsure what to say as the group left. 
 
      
 
    "Why did I have to buy so many dresses," asked Danny as they left the store. "It's not like I can skate in any of them. 
 
    "You need to build up your everyday wardrobe," replied Kristi. 
 
    "But, it's not like I wear dresses everyday," I responded. 
 
    "Not yet anyway," laughed Regina. 
 
    "I only agreed to skate, not live as a girl," moaned Danny. 
 
    "No, you agreed to cooperate," said Kristi, "and as I already explained, you need to be comfortable being feminine and there are going to be times at the championships where you'll need to appear as Heather. I'm sorry, but that's just the way it is." 
 
    Shopping was a real chore. Danny attracted quite a crowd of gawkers at Wet Seal as the girls made him try on skimpy outfit after skimpy outfit. He was shocked at the way that guys and girls alike were staring at him.  
 
    "They're all looking at me," complained Danny. "They know." 
 
    "They're staring because you're modeling about the sluttiest clothes we could find," replied Michelle unable to hold back her laughter. Danny was relieved to leave the store only having to purchase one dress.  
 
    "I'm sure we'll find an occasion for that one," explained Kristi. 
 
    "You've spent so much money on this," replied Danny. 
 
    "So that should tell you we're taking this very seriously and you're not going to be able to weasel out," warned Kristi. "Cooperate and this will be over before you know it." 
 
    "We better hurry up if we're going to get princess over to her makeup appointment," reminded Michelle. 
 
    "I don't understand why I have to get a makeover. I'm wearing makeup now," complained Danny. 
 
    "Yes, you're wearing makeup," explained Regina, "but she basically put some of our stuff on you, we didn't use the most complimentary colors for you and while that might not be a big deal in the mall, the judges will notice." 
 
    "What a stupid sport," spat Danny. "Hockey players don't get judged on looks." 
 
    "Welcome to the wonderful world of womanhood," said Kristi without a trace of sympathy. They led Danny to one of the big department stores anchoring the mall. Danny didn't like that a lot of shoppers entered and exited the mall through the big glass doors. Whoever sat in the makeup chair would be very exposed to anybody coming or going. 
 
    There was only one girl working at the counter and her eyes lit up as soon as she saw Danny and his keepers approaching. With the new hairstyle, she didn't recognize Danny as a boy right away. "Hi, I'm Tracey. Are you my appointment?" she called out to them. Even with his attention split by his own embarrassment, he had to admit that the raven haired makeup artist was stunning. In fact, her beauty only added to his own humiliation. 
 
    "That's right," replied Kristi.  
 
    "Were you looking for a daytime or an evening look?" asked Tracey.  
 
    "Actually, I should explain," paused Kristi. "It's actually performance. My friend here is competing in the Maritime Figure Skating championships and we're looking for help with her look. The makeup should be visible to the judges across a large ice surface, so it's not going to look very natural." 
 
    "Oh fun," said Tracey. "That sounds very different from my usual request. You must be a great skater." 
 
    "He's terrific," said Michelle slyly. 
 
    "Oh he?" 
 
    "That won't be a problem, will it?" asked Kristi. 
 
    Danny could see Tracey peering at him closely trying to see the boy beneath the feminine hair, clothing and makeup. He felt embarrassed standing there watching her go through so many stages of shock and embarrassment, then finally compose herself and  with a big smile reply, “not at all. This is going to be more fun for me than you can imagine.” 
 
    Danny was inwardly whimpering as he sat down on the stool. Tracey appraised his face like an artist preparing to sculpt a lump of clay. She spoke to Danny, but more to the girls about the importance of a good foundation to cover any trace of facial hair and really making the eyes pop for the judges.  
 
    "That's exactly what I want. Your eyes and mouth show your emotion and that's really key to figure skating," said Kristi. 
 
    "I watch it on television, especially The Olympics, but I never thought about that. I'm always caught up in the jumps," replied Tracey. 
 
    "The judges notice all those little things," explained Kristi. 
 
    "Oh, are you a skater too?" asked Tracey. 
 
    "Yeah, I skate a bit too," replied Kristi with sizable understatement. 
 
    Tracey went behind the counter and began to lay out a large assortment of product on the counter in front of Danny. Tracey applied a liquid makeup before dusting on a loose powder. "Did you want to keep the eye brows?" 
 
    "Uh yeah, please," pleaded Danny. 
 
    "Can you just neaten them up without making them really narrow and arched?" asked Kristi mercifully. 
 
    "Yeah, that's easy," she replied grabbing a tweezers and pulling out stray hairs from Danny's brows. It did make him look more feminine, but his eyebrows wouldn't cause him to get any odd looks when he returned to life as a male. 
 
    Next came a rather detailed discussion about colors and blending that Danny could scarcely keep up with. Unlike the liquid eye liner that Michelle had used before, Tracey used a pencil and Danny couldn't help flinching from the sharp object tracing his eyes.  
 
    The mascara and eyelash curler were only slightly less worrisome, but Tracey managed to really bring out his eyes in a way that Kristi agreed was perfect for the competition. Michelle studied everything Tracey did intently hoping that she would be able to successfully duplicate it when the time came. 
 
    Danny felt like he had sat there for an eternity as Tracey applied a product only to decided it wasn't quite perfect and cleaned it off to try something else. A funny thing happened though. Danny became so absorbed in what Tracey was doing to his face that he forgot all about the mass of humanity streaming past entering and exiting the mall.  
 
    Danny's behind was getting numb by the time Tracey finally turned him towards a magnifying mirror and asked, "What do you think?" 
 
    "Uhm," Danny tried to respond, but he was speechless. The face looking back at him was a feminine face, a beautiful face, but it was really his face. He instinctively went to touch it, but Regina chided him, "Don't mess up your makeup." 
 
    When Danny looked closely at his reflection it almost felt like somebody else was staring back at him. The makeup was bold, far too bright and noticeable even for evening, but for figure skating he would look like an ice princess. So many mixed emotions swirled around Danny's head that he found he couldn't express any of it. Instead he sat there in a fog before Kristi asked him again, "How do you like your new look?" 
 
    Danny hated it, he truly did. Any ounce of masculinity had been erased from him, but at the same time he was fascinated to find that he was an attractive and even desirable woman. There was something oddly fascinating about that. "It's different," he replied. 
 
    "Danny, you are such an idiot sometimes," replied Michelle. 
 
    "Thanks Tracey, this was better than we could have hoped for," said Kristi. 
 
    "This is the most fun I have had doing a makeover in a very long time," replied Tracey.  
 
    "Bag up everything you used on him and we'll pick it all up. Also, if you can give us some things for more everyday looks," asked Kristi. "You know his coloring better than we do now." 
 
    "I don't suppose I can get a picture of him as a souvenir?" asked Tracey. "I can understand if he doesn't want anybody seeing it." 
 
    "No, I think it's a great idea," replied Kristi. Tracey crouched down behind Danny so both of their faces were in the shot. Regina picked up her phone and told them to smile. Danny hated the thought of another picture of him dressed up getting out, but didn't see a lot of choice other than doing exactly what he was ordered to do so gamely he smiled for the camera. By now there was no worry that other shoppers would notice. To anybody looking, there would be no doubt that this was a woman--an attractive woman despite having theatrical makeup on. 
 
    "I suppose that we're going shopping for skating dresses now?" asked Danny. 
 
    "Quit your whining. You actually get to go home now," said Michelle. 
 
    "Finally--It's about time," sighed Danny. 
 
      
 
    The drive from the mall was quiet other than some small talk between the girls. Danny was in the back surrounded by all the shopping bags worrying that he might have to turn pro just to pay for all his feminine purchases. Michelle dropped off Kristi and Regina first before continuing to her own home. 
 
    "The least you could do is drop me off at my place. My feet are killing me from these heels and I don't want to be seen dressed like this by anybody I know," complained Danny. 
 
    "You are home Danny," replied Michelle. 
 
    "What's that supposed to mean?" 
 
    "Well, we talked about it and you and Matt haven't been skating together at all while all these other pairs have been training together for a long time, in some cases a decade. You haven't been a girl very long, but these other female skaters have been female their whole life." 
 
    "Female their whole life? What are you even talking about?" 
 
    "For lack of a better term, for the next couple of weeks, this is the beginning of figure skating boot camp for you." 
 
    "No way." 
 
    "I'm afraid so. It's already been decided." 
 
    "Well I didn't decide it. I've got hockey games to play." 
 
    "No you don't," explained Michelle. "Regina has already explained to her dad by now that you had to go out of town and you'd miss the next couple of weeks." 
 
    "We'll miss the playoffs. I won't do it." 
 
    "You won't miss the playoffs. You will miss six games tops and you have a big enough lead on the points table that your time off shouldn't affect anything." 
 
    "And what am I doing in the meantime that's so important?" 
 
    "I already told you," explained Michelle. "You're going to learn how to be a girl and how to be a figure skater." 
 
    "This blows." 
 
    "You haven't even heard the best part." 
 
    "There's more?" 
 
    "I get to punish you." 
 
    "The Hell you do." 
 
    "Yes, if I don't think you're acting girlish enough or doing exactly what I tell you to do, you'll earn demerits, and you don't want to earn demerits." 
 
    "That's crazy." 
 
    "No, that's your life for the next several weeks and you better get used to it. Crazy is daring to disobey me or not giving one-hundred-percent to your training." 
 
    "I wo--." 
 
    "That's a demerit right there for arguing," interrupted Michelle. "Do you want to keep that up?" 
 
    "Yeah, fuck you. You don't scare me." 
 
    "Okay, so I think you're going to need a bit of an education on who is the boss here. That's two demerits." 
 
    "I hate you." 
 
    "That's fine, but I love Kristi and you being a jerk has cost her dearly and I intend to make sure you make it up to her or have you forgotten this whole thing is your fault? Now grab those fucking bags and bring them in the house and no more back talk. See, I can swear too. Now do as you're told," barked Michelle.  
 
    She then got out of the car without looking back or acknowledging Danny in any way. 
 
    Danny paused for a couple of moments contemplating his next move. Unbeknownst to him, Matt was peeking out the front window to watch his house guest.  
 
    There was certainly enough room in the house where Matt and Michelle had grown up. At one time there were six family members there but their parents had moved to warmer climates and their older brother and sister were now sharing an apartment in Toronto. Still, Matt wondered just how much Danny would fight his current predicament. He hated conflict and he was sure Danny would bring a lot with him. 
 
    "Are you sure he's going to come in?" asked Matt. 
 
    "He doesn't want to go home dressed like that. He really doesn't have a choice. Does he?" asked Michelle. 
 
    "I guess not, but why not just order him to come in?" 
 
    "I want him to learn his place and meekly accept his fate. He's way too argumentative and that's going to make it that much harder to pull this off." 
 
    "I think you're all crazy for trying this." 
 
    "What's so crazy?  He makes a cute girl and we know he can skate." 
 
    "Do you really have to ask that?" 
 
    "This is going to require a lot of work from you too. Can you hold him like he's what he appears to be and not a hockey player?" 
 
    "Here he comes," said Matt. "You were right." 
 
    "I told you he would," replied Michelle nonchalantly. "Everything is going exactly as it should." 
 
    "So far," replied Matt. 
 
    Michelle opened the front door and Danny stepped inside struggling with all the bags. "I can't believe I'm doing this," spat Danny. "Where's my room?" 
 
    "Right this way, my guest. Allow me to show you," replied Michelle leading Danny down the hall to the second door on the left. She opened the door and Danny saw the most feminine bedroom he had seen in his entire life. 
 
    "What the Hell is this?" he asked as perplexed as he was angry. The room was not juvenile and looked like a room appropriate for a college girl, but it was just so feminine. The walls were painted lilac and there were a bunch of feminine pillows on the bed. The walls were full of posters of musicians and actors who were big five years ago. 
 
    "It's our sister Molly's room. She's really a girly girl. I left some of her things in the closet and drawers. I think you're about the same size," smirked Michelle. 
 
    "This is going to suck," complained Danny.  
 
    "Not if you behave yourself," replied Michelle. "Now, the house is going to have some rules and I took the liberty of making you a poster with the rules on them so you don't forget them." 
 
      
 
    1. You will be dressed as Heather at all times you are in this house. In other words, no boy clothes. 
 
      
 
    2. As a guest you will obey any instructions given by Michelle or Matt. No arguing! 
 
      
 
    3. While you are staying here, you will receive free rent. You will pay for that by acting as our maid. You will find an old Halloween French maid costume hanging in your new closet. 
 
      
 
    4. You will receive demerits for bad behavior. Every 3 demerits will equal a punishment. 
 
      
 
    5. You will be given privacy, but you are expected to spend as much time with Matt as possible as well as learning those feminine skills that you will need for the Maritime Championships. 
 
      
 
    "French maid? Punishments? You are one sick and crazy bitch. I can't do any of that," barked Danny. 
 
    "Would you read rule number two for me please?" asked Michelle. 
 
    "Why? You wrote it." 
 
    "I just wanted to make sure you knew why you were being punished." 
 
    "You've already earned two demerits and I'm completely serious. If you try me, you'll earn your first punishment." 
 
    "Look, let's be reasonable, okay?" 
 
    "I'll be reasonable. My goal is to have you win the Maritimes and that's what everything is leading up to. I won't make this any harder than I feel I have to. Now, if you want to eat dinner tonight, you're going to be the one cooking it and the one serving. The maid's outfit is hanging in the closet and the appropriate underwear is in the drawers. If you're not out and preparing dinner in a half hour, you won't be eating. Is that reasonable enough?" 
 
    Danny glared at her as she turned to leave and closed the door behind her. Sighing, he collapsed on the bed to contemplate his options and catch his breath for the first time since breakfast. He thought about just telling the girls to fuck off.  
 
    He was a good enough hockey player that somebody would sign him, but then the pictures of him and the story about losing a hockey fight to a figure skater and injuring her in retaliation would follow him around like a perpetual shadow. He couldn't have that. 
 
    Rising slowly from the bed and instinctively straightening the skirt of his dress he made his way to the closet, which was now quite full of dresses and skirts with more to come from the shopping bags on the floor and bed. Danny reached for an unmistakable black lace dress hanging dead center in the closet; a matching choker and hat were attached to the hanger.  
 
    This was without a doubt the most feminine dress that he had ever seen and he knew he would soon be wearing it for the inevitable task of acting as Michelle and Matt's French Maid. He wanted to cry, but he was a tough hockey player and was not about to give them that satisfaction, besides there was something strangely alluring about that dress. It was something he didn't even want to contemplate. 
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    2. As a guest you will obey any instructions given by Michelle or Matt. No arguing! 
 
      
 
    3. While you are staying here, you will receive free rent. You will pay for that by acting as our maid. You will find an old Halloween French maid costume hanging in your new closet. 
 
      
 
    4. You will receive demerits for bad behavior. Every 3 demerits will equal a punishment. 
 
      
 
    5. You will be given privacy, but you are expected to spend as much time with Matt as possible as well as learning those feminine skills that you will need for the Maritime Championships. 
 
      
 
    The rules were oppressive.  Michelle seemed intent on turning him into her slave. He was Danny Berg, The Flying Dutchman, the best hockey prospect this area had seen since Crosby was skating for the Truro Bearcats. There was no way he was going to put up with this, but then again there he was in that damn French Maid's outfit.  Michelle had told him that if he had wanted to eat dinner, he'd have to make it and serve it to them. They had so much blackmail material on him now, what choice did he have? 
 
    Emerging from the guest room, Danny felt horribly self-conscious. He hated to admit defeat, and he felt like such a loser dressed this way. He tried to avoid Michelle, but as he crept into the kitchen he heard a wolf whistle and her gleeful voice calling out, "Looking good princess!" 
 
    "Look, I am dressed up like you wanted and I'm going to cook dinner.  What do you want me to make?" he asked. 
 
    "Anything's fine," replied Matt. 
 
    "You can make spaghetti, can't you?" asked Michelle. 
 
    "Yeah, sure. That's easy enough." 
 
    "Great, make spaghetti and there's iceberg lettuce for you to make a salad," she added. "Hmm, I wonder why they never called you Ice Berg.  That seems like a natural." 
 
    "I don't like it," said Matt. 
 
    "What about Claudette or Yvette?  She needs a good French maid name," said Michelle. 
 
    "I thought you all decided on Heather," said Matt. 
 
    "That's not my name," protested Danny. 
 
    "You'll be answering to whatever we call you," chided Michelle. "And you just earned another demerit for your attitude." 
 
    "My attitude? What the Hell is wrong with my attitude?" he demanded. 
 
    "Calm down, Heather before you get another one," pleaded Matt. 
 
    "You need to learn to be demure and obedient.  You're not in charge, Heather, not anymore," said Michelle. "You did earn a second demerit for raising your voice to me and swearing. I won't be arbitrary with this, but infractions will be punished. Now do you have something to say or do you want another demerit." 
 
    "Fine, I'm sorry Michelle," he said as clearly as he could.  The act of apologizing had made him blush profusely. 
 
    "Close, but that's Mistress Michelle while you are my maid." 
 
    "I'm sorry, Mistress Michelle," 
 
    "Just go fix dinner, Danny," said Matt. 
 
    Danny had been cooking his own meals for a long time.  He knew his way around the kitchen, and tried to focus on preparing the spaghetti rather than on what he was wearing.  It wasn't easy though, as the heels were already making his feet hurt and the short skirt caused him to constantly pull down on the hem of his dress.   
 
    "It'll only be about five more minutes," called out Matt. 
 
    "Perfect, that'll leave you plenty of time to set the table.  When it's ready, I want you to come into the room and announce that dinner is served and curtsey for us," ordered Michelle.  
 
    So close to a punishment, Matt decided to do as she said rather than risk facing her harsh discipline.   
 
    When he was done ladling the spaghetti over three plates full of sauce and setting the table, he entered the living room and declared, "Dinner is served." 
 
    "Much better, Heather.  I do believe she's getting the hang of it," teased Michelle. 
 
    "I think so too," agreed Matt. "I told you that you wouldn't have any problems with her." 
 
    As Michelle approached the table, she dropped dead in her tracks.  "Why did you set three settings?" 
 
    "There's three of us, aren't there?" asked Danny genuinely confused. 
 
    "Perhaps, but since when does the help eat with the family?" asked Michelle. "And the spaghetti is for us.  The salad is for you." 
 
    "I can't just eat salad.  I'm an athlete. I need protein," insisted Danny. 
 
    "Don't tempt me," threatened Michelle. "You can eat with us, but you've got to watch your figure so it's salads until Maritimes." 
 
    "You crazy bitch!" barked Danny hastily taking off his heels and throwing them to the ground. "I'm done with your twisted game." 
 
    With that outburst, Danny stormed off to his bedroom and slammed the door.  
 
    "Danny!" called out Matt, but to no avail. 
 
    "What a little bitch," sighed Michelle. 
 
    "You're pushing him too hard, Michelle," insisted Matt. 
 
    "You do know if the truth about your partner is discovered at Maritimes, that you'll be a laughing stock, right?" 
 
    "We can get it together.  We won't be discovered," assured Matt. 
 
    "For your sake, I hope you're right." 
 
    "I know you're going to insist on punishing him, but just give him some time to cool off first." 
 
    "I'll give him exactly one hour." 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    In the guest room, Danny was frustrated. "Way to go," he said to himself. "The best way to show them that you are not to be treated like a teenage girl is to go to your room and pout." 
 
    Danny didn't know what to do.  His future was at least partially dependent on nobody finding out he took down Kristi Connelly in what was supposed to be a friendly hockey game. He'd become Ray Rice on skates.   
 
    Maybe the girls wouldn't even mention that. They could just post the pictures of him all dolled up on every hockey forum in Canada and the United States. He'd have every goon who could lace up skates trying to take his head off if they did.  Even his own teammates would probably look at him funny 
 
    Still, Michelle was pushing all his buttons, and he could never make it all the way to the Maritime Championships living under her roof.Danny was contemplating his future, when his phone went off. Of course it was Michelle. She'd texted him: 
 
      
 
    Michelle: Matt had me give you some space, but it's time to face your punishment. 
 
      
 
    Danny: You don't have the right to punish me. 
 
      
 
    Michelle: Tell yourself that if it makes you feel better, but everything I have on you says I do. 
 
      
 
    Danny: What are you going to do? 
 
      
 
    Michelle: Come out here and fight me and it'll be severe.  Come out and kneel before me, begging for forgiveness, and it'll be much easier.  Your call.  You were supposed to get punished for three demerits, and we're already up to five you know. 
 
      
 
    Danny: Okay 
 
      
 
    Soon Danny emerged from the bedroom.  He reluctantly took his place on his knees in front of the couch where Michelle was sitting.  Matt was impressed because this behavior seemed so unlike the Danny Berg he knew.   
 
    Michelle couldn't help gloating when she realized that she had defeated the great Danny Berg.  "Well sissy?" she challenged.  
 
    "I'm sorry Mistress Michelle.  I am here for my punishment," groveled Danny. 
 
    "Very well sissy, I can be merciful.  Pull down your panties and lay across my lap." 
 
    Danny thought hard about refusing, but decided that it would only make things worse. She was tough and single-minded.  He took his place on her lap and felt her soft hand lift the hem if his maid uniform.   
 
    "I am going to give you ten swats with my riding crop.  I want you to count them off, and for each number, I want you to name a figure skater you hope to emulate.  Let's begin." 
 
    "One, Kristi Connelly," winced Danny as the riding crop met the soft pale flesh of his buttocks. 
 
    "Good, start with the easy ones," suggested Michelle as she gave Danny another swift swat to his rear, "but if you run out of skaters I'll start over." 
 
    "Two, Joannie Rochette." 
 
    With each stroke, Danny went through his head trying to think of figure skaters past and present.  Seven was Isabelle Brasseur and eight was Elizabeth Manley.  By the time he had gotten up to nine he was in trouble.  He remembered Jamie Salé at the last minute, but it was taking him longer and longer as the pain from Michelle's blows was accumulating and the list of skaters he could think of was shrinking.   
 
    The tenth cannonading blow that Michelle gave him was the most excruciatingly painful and after a small yelp, Michelle and Matt looked at him expectantly.  If he couldn't come up with a tenth skater, he was in for ten more wicked blows from Michelle.  Suddenly, Danny perked up beaten, but not defeated.  He cried out, "10. Matt Ritter." 
 
    "Nice try Heather, but I said female skaters.  It was pretty clear that I meant female skaters," sneered Michelle. "Shall we start over now?" 
 
    "Hold on Michelle, you never specified female," interrupted Matt. 
 
    "It was implied.  I told him to name skaters he wanted to emulate and he's skating the female part," reminded Michelle. 
 
    "But I do want to emulate Matthew," complained Danny. 
 
    "Me?" asked Matt clearly surprised. 
 
    "Look, as long as I've known you, you're the one person who never cared what other people thought.  Hockey is my game and it's considered cool and I have a reputation to protect.  That's why I'm dressed like a French Maid now, but you knew figure skating was your thing back when we were real young, and you never let what anybody said stop you. I wish I could be that free," admitted Danny. 
 
    "Oh my," said Michelle taken aback by Danny's confession. "I guess that does count. I think we're making progress.  You can reheat half a cup of the spaghetti sauce and have it on a bit of pasta if you want, but the majority of your meal needs to be salad.  Then clean up." 
 
    "I'll help with the clean up," announced Matt. 
 
    "He's the one being trained," said Michelle. 
 
    "For what?" asked Matt. "We need to be a team out on the ice.  Let's start being a team with the dishes." 
 
    "Fair enough, I guess it can't hurt," said Michelle.  
 
    "Let's go do the dishes then," said Danny.  
 
    As the pair began washing the dinner dishes, Matt was the first to break the ice, "I know how crazy this seems to you." 
 
    "I can't believe the girls think we can get away with this.  We're both going to be laughing stocks.  We have to stop them," urged Danny. 
 
    "I get it Heather, but listen, you really messed up.  I know part of this is punishment and I don't give a damn about that, but there's also a matter of pride." 
 
    "Pride?" 
 
    "Yeah, this old town has exactly two things that anybody gives a damn about.  One of them is you and the other is Kristi." 
 
    "You're her partner." 
 
    "And Anson McMurray is your teammate, but he's not making the NHL and I'm never winning Olympic gold. You and Kristi could reach those dreams though," admitted Matt. 
 
    "Okay, but what does that have to do with me trying to pass myself off as a female figure skater?" 
 
    "If you can win the Maritimes, it'll be great exposure for Kristi.  It'll make up for the harm you did by injuring her." 
 
    "But I'm not a figure skater and I'm definitely not a female figure skater." 
 
    "I'll teach you.  I remember you from skate class, you had talent." 
 
    "I'm a hockey player not a figure skater." 
 
    "A skater is a skater.  I thought Kristi made that pretty clear during your pickup game." 
 
    "I admit that she impressed me, but I don't know that I can do the same thing in her sport." 
 
    "Well let's try. I'll have your back.  Just stay on Michelle's good side, and this will be smooth sailing," promised Matt. 
 
    "I don't know," sighed Danny. 
 
    "You said you admired me for not being inhibited.  This could be your opportunity to do the same thing." 
 
    "It's not that easy." 
 
    "You know, I've always had a lot of respect for you too, and not for the same reason that a lot of guys in this town do," confessed Matt. "You never made fun of me or bullied me when I did the whole figure skating thing instead of hockey." 
 
    "That was your choice." 
 
    "Yeah, well I figure you might like figure skating more than you let on." 
 
    "It's possible.  I'm competitive.  It doesn't matter if it's landing jumps or scoring goals." 
 
    Matt and Danny finished the dishes and hung out that night watching television.  Danny even managed to forget he was wearing a dress after awhile.  Michelle couldn't have been happier then when she saw the two of them watching television on the couch at nine p.m.  "Okay you two; you have a busy day in front of you.  You had better get to bed," announced Michelle. 
 
    "What? You want breakfast in bed?" snapped Danny. 
 
    "Heather, watch the tone or you'll be getting much worse than that little spanking you got last time.  Now, you need to be up for an early morning run, a little surprise you will not like, and finally an afternoon skate around." 
 
    "I've done Coach Addams' suicide drill until I threw up.  I can handle it," boasted Danny. 
 
    "What's a suicide drill?" asked Michelle. 
 
    "Players start by skating from the edge to the center-ice dot and back. They skate right a quarter of the way around, return and do the same going left. Right and left again, but this time halfway around and back. Then all the way around with a turn halfway through to skate backward. The sprint from the circle's edge to the center dot and back is the part that just kills you," explained Danny. 
 
    "I promise this will be worse," said Michelle. 
 
    "Oh yeah? You think so?" scoffed Danny. "What do you have that's so tough?" 
 
    "Getting measured for your skating dresses," smirked Michelle.   
 
    Danny just groaned. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Walking into The Landing should have been easier for Danny than going to the mall was. There were no big crowds of civilians who didn't know who he was or might have noticed that the girl in the gray skirt and pink top was actually a guy or, even worse, that it was hockey star Danny Berg. 
 
    "Looking good today, Heather," said a familiar voice from behind Michelle and Danny. Noticing Danny's look of displeasure, Kristi continued, "You didn't really think Regina and I would miss this did you?" 
 
    "I could hope," sulked Danny. 
 
    "Aw, you're cute when you pout," teased Regina while Kristi was reaching with her left crutch to raise the back of Danny's skirt. 
 
    "Let's be nice," suggested Michelle. "If Danny cooperates, this can be really quick." 
 
    "Hi Vanessa," called out Michelle as the quartet entered the huge shop filled with every skating accessory imaginable." 
 
    "Hello girls!" replied the statuesque brunette seamstress who owned the shop.  Her long lines and graceful movements hinted at her past as a championship level skater. "I heard about the accident. I've been warning you about playing hockey with boys since you were five years old.  This is what comes of it, Kristi." 
 
    "I know, but I didn't expect my opponent to be such a bitch that he couldn't take his beating like a man," smirked Kristi staring right through the side of Danny's face. 
 
    "This is my replacement, Heather. I know it's a rush job, but can you help her?" asked Kristi. "Matt is counting on it." 
 
    "For you, I'll make it my top priority, but you two are very differently shaped.  I'll have to start with a stock dress and then customize," explained Vanessa. "Same two songs at least?" 
 
    "I don't think we have time for new choreography," said Kristi. 
 
    "And those two programs are amazing," adding Regina. 
 
    "What are they?" asked Danny.  He hadn't noticed the suspicious look that Vanessa was giving him as soon as he opened his mouth. 
 
    "Well, the free skate is Uptown Funk and the short program is to Party in the U.S.A, you'll love them," replied Kristi barely containing her joy. 
 
    "Aren't they like the same song?" asked Danny. 
 
    "Of course not," said Regina. "One is Miley Cyrus and one is Bruno Mars." 
 
    "Yeah, but they're both fast pop songs.  They don't exactly show a lot of range," complained Danny. 
 
    "Now, you're a perfectionist?" said Michelle rolling her eyes. 
 
    "She actually might have a point. That always bothered me too," said Kristi. 
 
    "If I can interject, he'll need a whole new dress for Uptown Funk anyway," explained Vanessa. "You two have different body types to say the least." 
 
    "He?  How did you know?" asked Danny. 
 
    "You'd fool ninety-five percent of the people who saw you, but I'm a seamstress. I know body types, and fake boobs don't make a womanly shape." 
 
    "Ninety-five percent isn't good enough," fretted Kristi. 
 
    "Well, I may be able to get you some of that other five-percent.  Step into my back room and I'll see what I can do." 
 
    "Why won't the Uptown Funk dress work?" asked Kristi. "I love that one." 
 
    "For you, it's wonderful," agreed Vanessa. "Black dresses make long lean lines stand out because the ice is white.  If you put him in a black dress, he'll look horrible.  Matthew is already wearing a black and white outfit.  We can mirror him by putting this boy in a white dress with black accents." 
 
    "That makes a lot of sense," agreed Kristi. 
 
    "OK, you heard them sissy boy. It's time to be a dress dummy," said Michelle. "Go in the back room and strip down to your bra and panties and stand up on the small circular platform.  No back talk, just march." 
 
    Vanessa was looking at the exchange between Michelle and the boy they were feminizing, trying to make sense of what she was seeing when Kristi interrupted, "He's the boy that did this to me.  He's paying off his debt." 
 
    The girls were all very surprised by the way that Danny was acting.  He had gone into the backroom without a fuss and even folded his skirt and top neatly on a chair. When they entered the room, he was holding a white dress with silver accents and a great number of rhinestones. It was the way he was holding it that was so odd.  He was actually holding it up to his chest as if he was trying to decide just how it would look on him. 
 
    "Danny?!" shouted Regina. 
 
    "Could we do something like this?" he asked. 
 
    "I think that would be a great choice for your body, but it doesn't really work with either of the songs," explained Vanessa. 
 
    "I told you, I don't think we should do Uptown Funk.  It's so stale and it's too much like Party in the USA," complained Danny. 
 
    "Who are you to dictate any of this?" barked Michelle. "You haven't even tried skating in a dress yet.  There isn't a lot of time and you're going to have enough trouble learning the routines without starting from scratch." 
 
    "I see what you're saying, Heather, but I think Michelle's right. We just don't have time. I think you've got good instincts for this." 
 
    "Okay fine. Let's just get this over with," agreed Danny reluctantly. 
 
    "Does anybody else find this weird?  He's like a diva all of a sudden," said Regina. 
 
    "He's an athlete.  He competes to win.  I respect that," said Kristi.   
 
    "At least you get it," sighed Danny. 
 
    "It's still odd," replied Kristi. 
 
    "Let's start with the Party in the USA dress.  I think I can help his shape," said Vanessa measuring his thighs with a tape measure.  
 
    "What does this dress look like?" asked Danny. 
 
    "It's awesome," interjected Regina. 
 
    "It's a sapphire blue with literally thousands of Swarovski crystals.  It's sleeveless with a high jeweled neck," said Kristi. 
 
    "It should really conceal a pair of breast forms well," added Vanessa as she handed Danny a dress to put on. "This is the same style.  Put it on so I can see what we're working with." 
 
    "This is so humiliating," muttered Danny. 
 
    "You should have thought of that before you injured Kristi," smirked Michelle. 
 
    Everybody agreed that the dress would be perfect with just a little bit of work. It was a very feminine skating dress, but that would work in their favor, helping to conceal Danny's true gender, especially if Vanessa could use her magic to give Danny a better shape. Regina shared a knowing glance with Michelle as Danny began to look at himself in the dress from various angles.  
 
    "I think it could work," declared Danny. 
 
    "It definitely looks like you like it," smirked Michelle. 
 
    "Oh he does," agreed Regina. 
 
    "Lay off him," said Kristi. "I half expected we'd have to have him tied to a frame so that we could do this. I'm glad he's trying to help." 
 
    "It's my ass out there.  Let's make sure I'm not a laughing stock," said Danny. 
 
    "I promise to do my best.  With a few alterations you'll be fine," promised Vanessa. 
 
    "Let's get Uptown Funk ready to go, then it's time for some ice time," said Kristi. "I would like a few stock skating dresses for practices." 
 
    "No problem," assured Vanessa. "I'll toss a couple in for free." 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It felt strange for Danny to be back on his familiar skating rink wearing a skating dress with a tight fuchsia top and a flared pink skirt. The shininess of the pantyhose encasing his legs was visible for all to see, and the padding in his bra was on display making it look just like he had real breasts.  
 
    Equally strange for Danny was feeling Matt's hand on the small of his back as they glided across the icy surface of the rink.  The girls sat in the front row of the stands in order to watch Matt and Danny's performance. 
 
    "No unnecessary movement,Heather," called out Kristi. "You're not on a breakaway, this is supposed to look effortless." 
 
    "And look like you're enjoying yourself and it doesn't feel awkward to be in Matt's arms. Its way too obvious that you don't like what you're doing," said Michelle. 
 
    "I actually think he's doing better than I would have thought," whispered Regina. "He seems kind of comfortable out there." 
 
    "Alright Matt, fun time's over.  Now let's work on lifting.  Heather weighs more than I do," said Kristi. "You'll have to get used to it. I bet you'll be sore tonight." 
 
    "Maybe we should have Heather give him a back rub," suggested Regina. 
 
    When Danny heard Regina's comment, his reaction was to flip her off, but that was actually just giving her what she wanted.  Even before he had finished mouthing the word bitch, she was making an exaggerated demerit mark on the glass. 
 
    "Watch the attitude, sissy," called Michelle. 
 
    "I need him focusing.  If you want to punish him, can't you wait until practice is over?" pleaded Kristi. 
 
    Kristi's attention was turned to the ice where the technical skating was quite good.  Danny had never had many figure skating lessons and certainly none that involved him being lifted high in the air.  Half of the battle to turn Danny into a figure skater appeared to be fairly easy.  The tough part was getting them to look comfortable out there.   
 
    Michelle's suggestion of having them live together was a good idea, and one that figure skating coaches had employed for years, though in a much less humiliating way. They needed more than that though, she could see it.  
 
    "Hey girls," said Kristi, "do you want to go dancing tonight?" 
 
    "I always want to go dancing," joked Michelle. 
 
    "Wait, do you mean with Matt and Heather?" asked Regina. 
 
    "Well, I'd hate to leave them out," smirked Kristi. 
 
    "Oh, I wouldn't miss that for anything," answered Michelle. 
 
    "Let's do it," agreed Regina. 
 
      
 
    Skating practice was tough. Kristi knew just how good they'd have to be to make it through the Maritime Championships, and she wasn't about to let up on Matt and Danny. Finally, after a four hour workout had left Matt completely spent and Danny barely holding himself together, she ended the practice. 
 
    "You did well today, but we still have a long way to go," said Kristi. "Michelle was right. You have to do this 24/7 until the Maritimes." 
 
    "Coach is going to be pissed," sighed Danny. 
 
    "You could always tell him the truth," teased Kristi. 
 
    "Okay, I knew this was going to require hard work," said Matt. 
 
    "Well it won't all be hard work," assured Kristi. "Tonight, we're going to The Flash." 
 
    "Okay, that sounds fun." 
 
    "Wait, do you mean you want to go to the club with Danny or with Heather," asked Danny cautiously. 
 
    "It would be really good for you and Matt to get comfortable with each other dancing, so Heather," 
 
    "No way!  Just no way," insisted Danny. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Regina and Michelle put themselves in charge of dressing the reluctant hockey player.  It was just another indignity for Danny, who was used to being seen by the girls in dresses, but the thought of spending all night dancing with a guy, even one he liked like Matt was just too much to bear. 
 
    "You are such bitches.  I can't wait until I'm done with you," he complained as Regina zipped up the daring short black sequined dress they thought would be perfect for the dance club. 
 
    "That's the problem Heather," snapped Michelle. "You're never free of us as long as we decide to keep you." 
 
    "The Maritimes aren't that far off," spat Danny. 
 
    "And then what will you do?" asked Michelle.  Both Michelle and Regina began to laugh at the thought. 
 
    "I'll go play hockey.  What do you mean what am I going to do?" 
 
    "Oh my," smirked Regina. "Won't your new teammates love to see you in one of your pretty skating dresses?" 
 
    "I'm so glad we'll have video.  I don't think pictures really do justice," said Michelle as she motioned for Danny to pucker up so she could touch up his lipstick. 
 
    "No, Kristi swore that this was just until the championships,"  
 
    "As far as she's concerned it is," purred Regina. "She's nicer than we are." 
 
    "Far nicer," added Michelle. 
 
    "Now, I'm not saying that we'll keep you around as a little pet," said Regina softly. I mean you're not much of a maid, are you?" 
 
    "No, she's really not," pouted Michelle. 
 
    "Let's just say that Kristi is looking for skating prowess and we're pretty sure you've got that," said Regina. 
 
    "We're looking for humility and respect," said Michelle. "We think that'll be harder for you." 
 
    "No, I'll do what you want and I won't complain," swore Danny. 
 
    "Good, when we're out dancing tonight, you had better prove that do us.  Make us feel that you love Matt and there's nothing you want more than to be in his arms," demanded Regina. 
 
    "Love him? We're skaters not lovers." 
 
    "Well for your sake, I hope you can convince us," said Michelle. 
 
      
 
    As Heather descended the stairs with Regina and Michelle, there was very little of Danny lift.  His appearance was that of a young girl in her late teens or early twenties that would have every guy in the club looking at her. 
 
    "Wow," said Matt. "She really looks great." 
 
    "I still can't believe it either, but her looks will be the easiest part of tonight," agreed Kristi. "Does she know about you?" 
 
    "No, I don't think so.  Not sure how to approach it either." 
 
    "Well, try and act like her date tonight. If she learns to take your lead on the dance floor, then she'll take it on the ice too," advised Kristi. 
 
    "Yeah, I'll try to do that," said Matt about two seconds before he was overwhelmed by Danny throwing himself into his arms.  Matt returned the hug and they stood together with their arms around each other's backs.  Regina and Michelle exchanged knowing looks before Regina leaned over and whispered in his ear, "You've got those beautiful red cocksucker lips, it wouldn't hurt to use them every now and then.  Kiss him." 
 
    Danny glared at Regina, but remained silent.  
 
    "Shall we get going everyone?" asked Matt. 
 
    "Hey, I'm just trying to help you get your freedom," whispered Regina.  "If you don't want it, that's fine with me.  I've always loved having dolls to play with." 
 
    As they all piled into Michelle's Ford Escape, Danny and Matt were forced to sit close to each other.  Danny was stuck between Matt and Regina and he realized just what an awkward moment it was. He had a crush on Regina for as long as he could remember.  There was something about redheads.  Even he couldn't explain it. However, since this whole thing had begun she was probably the meanest of the girls towards him. He looked longingly at her, but the only response he got was her making kissing faces back that he knew were meant to remind him to kiss Matt. He didn't want to do it, but he felt like he had to.  Leaning over, he planted a deep passionate kiss on Matt's lips.   
 
    "Heather!" exclaimed Michelle.  Matt struggled to pull away from his partner, while Regina sat looking at the scene unfold to her complete and utter satisfaction. 
 
    "What is going on here?" asked Kristi 
 
    Danny knew what shame felt like for the first time in his life. 
 
      
 
    TO BE CONTINUED 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Penalty Princess IV: The Maritimes 
 
    As Heather descended the stairs with Regina and Michelle, there was very little of Danny left. He looked like a sexy young girl, in her late teens or early twenties that would have every guy in the club staring at her. 
 
    "Wow," said Matt. "She really looks great." 
 
    "I still can't believe it either, but her feminine looks will be the easiest part of her passing tonight," agreed Kristi. "Does she know about you?" 
 
    "No, I don't think so. Not sure how to approach it either." 
 
    "Well, try and act like her date tonight. If she learns to take your lead on the dance floor, then she'll take it on the ice too," advised Kristi. 
 
    "Yeah, I'll try to do that," said Matt about two seconds before he was overwhelmed by Danny throwing himself into his arms. Matt returned the hug and they stood together with their arms around each other's backs. Regina and Michelle exchanged knowing looks before Regina leaned over and whispered in Danny's ear, "You've got those big, beautiful, red cocksucker lips. It wouldn't hurt to use them every now and then. Kiss the boy!" 
 
    Danny glared at Regina, but remained silent.  
 
    "Shall we get going, everyone?" asked Matt. 
 
    "Hey, I'm just trying to help you get your freedom," whispered Regina. "If you don't want it, that's fine with me. I've always loved having dolls to play with." 
 
    As they all piled into Michelle's Ford Escape, Danny and Matt were forced to sit close to each other. Danny was stuck between Matt and Regina, and the feminized male realized just what an awkward moment it was. He'd had a crush on Regina for as long as he could remember. There was something about redheads. Even he couldn't explain it.  
 
    Before this horrible humiliating experience began, Danny hoped he and Regina could date or even more However, since this whole thing had begun she was probably the meanest of the girls towards him. She smirked at him and taunted him, taking pleasure in emasculating him. After seeing him as very pretty girl, could she ever think of him as a potential boyfriend or even a man at all? 
 
    He looked longingly at her, but the only response he got in return was her making kissing faces that he understood were meant to push him into kissing Matt. He didn't want to do it, but he felt like he had to. Leaning over, he planted a deep, passionate kiss on Matt's lips. Seeing Regina's smirk, Danny felt his chances of regaining any masculine status in her eyes melting away. 
 
    "Heather!" exclaimed Michelle as Matt struggled to pull away from his partner. Meanwhile, Regina watched the scene unfolding with a smug look of utter satisfaction on her face. 
 
    "What is going on here?" asked Kristi 
 
    Danny knew what true and total shame felt like for the first time in his life. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    "It seemed pretty obvious to me," said Michelle. 
 
    "Yeah, but what brought that on, Heather?" asked Kristi suspiciously. 
 
    "Yeah Heather! That's what I'd like to know," said Regina pointedly giving Danny a wicked look that let him know he had better not give the wrong answer. 
 
    "I don't know," lied Danny. "I guess it's all the long hours practicing together. I'm sorry Matt. I don't know what came over me." 
 
    "Don't apologize,"said Kristi "That's actually really normal for pair skaters, and it shows that you're bonding to each other. I think we just didn't expect to see it from you. I mean you are a hockey player." 
 
    "Well hockey players can be sensitive too you know," said Regina. "My dad is really sensitive." 
 
    "There's nothing to apologize for Danny," said Matt. "The truth is, when I see you all dressed up like you are now, I like to think of you as Heather and not Danny anyway." 
 
    "Well, let's hope we see that when you two are out on the ice. You are working hard, I'll give you that," said Kristi. 
 
    The entire night was extremely awkward for Danny. Neither Regina nor Michelle gave him any space at all. They watched him as if he were a prisoner in custody, which he sort of was. The girls made sure that Heather stayed close by Matt and that she showed him affection all night. Even Matt was confused by what was going on. Was Danny really coming onto him? As dance after dance went by, the girls couldn't help giggling, their smiles beaming proudly at what they had created. 
 
    "We want to see some hand holding," insisted Michelle. 
 
    When Danny gave into Michelle's demands, Regina insisted that Danny be more flirtatious with Matt. Despite his discomfort, Danny went along with these humiliating demands as well, which only encouraged the girls to keep pushing him further. 
 
    Following a slow song, Danny again pulled Matt in closely and kissed him on the lips. That in itself was odd, but even stranger to Kristi was that Regina was both ready for it and had her phone ready to catch the action. Finally, Kristi could take no more. She hobbled over to Danny telling him, "Let's go powder our noses." 
 
    When they reached the ladies' room, Danny was thrilled to find it empty. The last thing he wanted was to be discovered by girls as an intruder in the women's rest room. 
 
    "Have they taught you how to do your own makeup yet?" asked Kristi. 
 
    "Regina has worked with me on it a little. I'm getting better, but I'm not really proficient yet," admitted Danny. 
 
    "Then just do what I do," said Kristi as she led him over to the sink. "Start by looking for any smears that need to be touched up." 
 
    "I kind of left my purse back at the table." 
 
    "No worries," replied Kristi who continued to work on her own makeup, as she examined her face in the bathroom mirror. "They mean well, you know." 
 
    "Who?" 
 
    "Regina and Michelle. They want you to win so badly." 
 
    "I suppose so." 
 
    "That's why they told you to throw yourself at Matt." 
 
    "You knew about that?" 
 
    "They're the ones who dressed you for the dance, and as soon as they did you were suddenly in heat. It didn't take a detective to figure that out." 
 
    "I guess not. I'm really trying." 
 
    "It's kind of cruel." 
 
    "Yeah it is, but I can handle it." 
 
    "I meant it was cruel to Matt." 
 
    "Why Matt?" 
 
    "Matt has a crush on you, and he has for as long as I've known him. Throwing yourself at him has to be playing with his mind." 
 
    "I hadn't thought of that. I always knew he was attracted to guys, but I didn't know to me specifically." 
 
    "Well he is. So what are you going to do about it?" 
 
    "I guess I can talk to him." 
 
    "I'll tell you what," promised Kristi. "If you do that, I'll keep the other two off your back." 
 
    "Deal," said Danny. "Matt's been really decent to me throughout this whole thing. The last thing I want to do is hurt him. Besides, I know how unrequited crushes are." 
 
    "Are you still hung up on Regina? You're the closest thing we've got to a celebrity in town. So many girls throw themselves at you. Why her?" 
 
    "Unfortunately, I'm one of those guys who always wants what he can't have, but I don't expect you'd understand. 
 
    "You'd be surprised," sighed Kristi shaking her head. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    This year the Maritime Championships would be held in Harbour Station in Saint John, New Brunswick. Over 6,000 people would be filling the arena to cheer on figure skaters from all three of the Maritime Provinces. Even compared to the brand new Arrowstock Civic Center, the arena looked cavernous. It was a lot closer to the NHL quality rinks that Danny Berg hoped were in his future than to the 1,300 seat stadium back home in Arrowstock. 
 
    Competition was expected to be fierce in the mixed pairs bracket. There were of course Matt Ritter and Heather Howe, a very solid and experienced pair who'd worked well together for years. Matt was a very seasoned figure skater, but his previous partner Kristi Connelly was the real star of their team. With her out due to injury, Matt had to learn to skate with not just a new partner, but with a complete unknown.  
 
    In fact, with "Heather" Matt actually had to learn to skate with a totally new "girl"on the big stage of the Maritimes. Their little group all hoped no one else would realize just how new this "girl" was to being a girl. Danny especially hyperventilated when he even thought someone might expose him as the famous goal scorer Danny Berg! 
 
    To avoid that humiliation, Danny still had so much to learn about being a girl and excelling as a female figure skater. He had to integrate femininely graceful body movements, stances, skating moves, and more kinds of behavior into his personality. He had to make all of these feminine actions second nature--avoiding all lapses into any masculine voice, movements, or actions--and there was so little time left to learn how to really live and act as "Heather." Could he do it? 
 
    Local Skaters Catherine Magee and Ken Stahl were hoping for great things. They had taken silver four years prior and, with home ice advantage, this was considered their year. Finally, dynamic newcomers Lori Forbes and Jared Gamble had been competing against Connelly and Ritter since before they were teens. They were not as polished, but with Forbes's exciting aerial ability, they were widely considered the most explosive pair. 
 
    Lodging had been arranged for the skaters at the Chateau Saint John. It was bigger than anything that Danny had experienced, though Matt and Michelle had memories of a family trip to Halifax when they were younger, and Kristi had skated in competitions as far away as Montreal. The girls were all rooming together, while Matt and Danny shared an adjoining room. 
 
    “Did you get a chance to look at the itinerary yet?” asked Kristi. 
 
    “No,” replied Danny. “To tell you the truth my head is still kind of spinning.” 
 
    “This is going to be a lot of fun then,” said Regina. 
 
    “Wait! What?” he asked looking puzzled. 
 
    “There’s a reception tonight,” explained Matt. “We’re all expected to be there. Suits and…well, dresses.” 
 
    “We’re prepared,” said Michelle. “We’ll be over to get Danny ready about five-thirty.” 
 
    “The reception starts at six?” asked Danny. 
 
    “It starts at seven and you’re going to be fashionably late. You wouldn’t believe how much we’re going to have to do to get you all glammed up. And tomorrow is going to be the same.” 
 
    “Alright, I’ll definitely Be back by five-thirty,” said Danny feeling a deepening dread growing inside him. 
 
    “Thanks,” said Kristi smiling sweetly at her unwitting replacement. 
 
    When Matt and Danny left, the girls were full of questions for Kristi. “What are you thanking him for?” asked Regina. “We didn’t exactly give him a chance.” 
 
    “Yeah, but he’s not fighting it, and you saw him in practice. He’s giving it his all,” replied Kristi. 
 
    “Okay, I guess he is at that,” agreed Michelle. “We’ve been so busy making him that we hadn’t noticed he was cooperating so well.” 
 
    “And another thing, I don’t want him humiliated,” said Kristi. “He’s got enough on his mind without any more stunts like you played on him at the club.” 
 
    “He’s so arrogant,” complained Regina. “It's probably good for him to be taken down a notch or two.” 
 
    “I think he’s been through enough already. We don’t need to tear him down right now,” said Kristi. “We need to build him up.” 
 
    “Sure,” said Michelle. “You’ve got it. No more embarrassing him." 
 
    "Okay, I'll agree to it too," said Kristi. "Besides, tonight it going to be embarrassing whatever we do," 
 
    At five-thirty on the dot Regina knocked on the door. It wasn't the sort of knock you would expect to hear from a teenaged girl, but the rapping that usually accompanies a police visit in the early morning hours. When there wasn't an immediate answer the girls stared at each other in awkward silence. 
 
    "He better not have made a run for it," declared Michelle.  
 
    "We could have hogtied him you know. We could have made sure he showed up," complained Regina. 
 
    "Calm down," said Kristi taking the bottom of her crutch and knocking on the door. 
 
    "Danny! Let us in, Danny!" 
 
    Finally the door flung open, but it was Matt and not Danny that opened it, looking disheveled and wiping sleep from his eyes. "I'm sorry, I took a nap and Danny was in the bathtub shaving." 
 
    "Shaving?!" exclaimed Regina. 
 
    "He thought it was a good idea to touch up." 
 
    "Ha!" exclaimed Kristi, "and you wanted to hogtie him." 
 
    "Hogtie him?" asked Matt startled by the suggestion. 
 
    The girls entered the hotel room and Michelle placed a large black garment bag on one of the beds. When Danny emerged from the bathroom, he was wearing a black bra and panties, a black garter belt and stockings, as well as a black waist cincher that helped to give him a more feminine figure. 
 
    "What the Hell?" asked Michelle. "You're half dressed already." 
 
    "I figured my hair and makeup were going to take long enough. I didn't want to delay us any longer than necessary." 
 
    "That's awesome," said Kristi. "We have a lot to do and look great so far." 
 
    "Yeah, sit over at the desk so I can do your makeup," directed Michelle. "Tonight will be dramatic for the reception, but it's nothing like your makeup for skating tomorrow will be." 
 
    "At least it won't be much longer," replied Danny. He noticed that Michelle had a smirk on her face when she said this. He knew her comments made before the dance were no idle threats. 
 
    Michelle went to work, paying much closer attention to his foundation than she ever had. She didn't move on until she was satisfied that he had a perfectly flawless complexion. She went very subtle on the blush, but then gave him very distinctive smoky eyes and really defined his lashes. For lipstick she went with a bright cherry color. She may have deliberately made him look a bit more wanton, but nothing that would particularly standout at the party. Both Regina and Kristi gave Michelle a thumbs up and she declared her work finished. 
 
    Next, Regina went to the garment bag and withdrew a black lace dress with the silver jeweled neckline. He remembered the girls having him try it on at the mall in front of Angela, but he didn't think they had purchased it.  
 
    "Wow!" said Matt, "That's some dress." 
 
    "Yeah, just wait until you see her in it," said Kristi. 
 
    "I'm still a him, you know," replied Danny defensively. 
 
    "You can't think of yourself that way if this is going to work," said Michelle. 
 
    "So what do I have to do tonight?" asked Danny as Regina zipped him up. 
 
    "All you have to do is mingle and maybe dance a few dances with Matt," replied Kristi. "It should be easy as pie." 
 
    Michelle helped to strap a pair of sexy black sandals onto Danny's feet and then everybody waited for Matt to finish getting ready. By six-fifteen they were making their way to the reception. They made for an extremely glamorous looking group even if one of the four attractively dressed women was still hobbled by a crutch and walking cast combination. 
 
    As they saw the huge ballroom, Danny couldn't help but be intimidated. It wasn't just the large crystal chandelier or the elegant red and gold decor that looked like a European castle from a past century, but there were already dozens of people there and he couldn't help, but wonder just how out of place he was as a guy in a dress.  
 
    It was one thing to pass as a girl in an athletic competition or a casual setting, but at an elegant reception like this where women constantly judged each other and people were dressed to impress, Danny was wondering how he could possibly pull it off. 
 
    "Relax Heather," said Kristi noticing his discomfort and using his feminine name to reinforce what she was saying, "You are just as attractive as any girl in there." 
 
    "It's no different than hockey," said Michelle. "Staying with Matt and me was training camp for you. You've got this femininity thing down. Just be the role that you want to play." 
 
    Danny walked in with his head held high and Matt holding his arm. They helped themselves to a few hors d'oeuvres before hitting the dance floor. Kristi had explained the importance of being seen dancing with Matt. There would be judges at the reception and if they thought Matt and Kristi made a cute couple it could actually help them on the score board. That seemed far fetched, but Danny was going for every tenth of a point he could get.  
 
    Everything was going well until Matt had to go to the bathroom. Danny was walking by himself to rejoin the girls at a table in the corner of the ballroom that they had occupied when like two lionesses seeing a zebra cut off from its herd, Catherine Magee and Lori Forbes pounced on him. 
 
    "Well hello," said Catherine jovially. "I've wanted to meet you. I'm Catherine and this is Lori. I understand you're Matt Ritter's new partner." 
 
    "Yes, I'm Heather," replied Danny tentatively.  
 
    "It sure is a bad break. What happened to Kristi?" asked Lori. 
 
    "She had an accident," answered Danny sheepishly feeling guilty. 
 
    "Oh?" asked Lori. "I heard it was some Neanderthal hockey player who more or less attacked her." 
 
    "You can't believe everything you hear I guess," replied Danny. 
 
    "Kristi is the absolute best. Please tell her we're pulling for her to get back on the ice as soon as possible if you see her," said Catherine. 
 
    "She's actually here tonight," replied Danny. 
 
    “No offense, but I’ve never heard of you,” said Catherine. “Where did Matt get you from?” 
 
    “I’ve been skating for a while,” replied Danny defensively. 
 
    “So nowhere,” interrupted Lori. “That’s such a shame. Matt always seemed to have more common sense than that.” 
 
    “I think maybe you should focus on your own programs and not worry so much about ours.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” apologized Lori, “I didn’t mean to make you feel so defensive.” 
 
    “I think Matt may be onto something,” said Catherine. “It seems people always look for long lean body types in skaters. Chunky is certainly different, but it may make them stand out.” 
 
    “Are you saying I’m fat,” spat Matt almost forgetting to use the proper voice. 
 
    “What I’m saying is that you’re kind of chunky. You don’t have long elegant lines like a traditional skater, but I’m sure you have other great qualities,” explained Catherine, 
 
    “Hey Catherine,” beamed Kristi as she limped over to the gathering. “Lori, nice to see you here this year.” 
 
    “We heard about your accident,” said Lori. “I’m so sorry you had to go through it.” 
 
    “It stinks, but Matt found a great replacement and I can go to parties like this one and eat and drink whatever I want, so being sidelined does have its perks.” 
 
    “Have you seen Heather skate?” asked Catherine. 
 
    “Of course,” replied Kristi. “I think you’ll be as impressed as I was.” 
 
    “Well seeing is believing,” said Lori. “I’m looking forward to it, but it’ll be impossible to replace you. You’ve got gold sewn up.” 
 
    “You know I heard a silly rumor that you were missing because of a problem with pain relievers. Can you believe it?” replied Catherine. 
 
    “Of course I can,” smiled Kristi. “Didn’t you start that same rumor about Becky Urbik last year?” 
 
    “I nev--,” stammered Catherine. 
 
    “Of course you did. Anything for an edge. It’s the same way since you started rumors that I had an eating disorder when I was twelve,” said Kristi. “And the same way you said Lori was pregnant a couple years back.” 
 
    “You started that rumor?!” snapped Lori genuinely hurt. 
 
    “She did,” said Kristi nodding, a wry smile crossing her face, “but remember, anything to get an edge.” 
 
    “I went home in tears every day for a month. That got back to my school and my parents. How could you?” sobbed Lori. 
 
    “Probably the same way you were seeing Todd Braverman behind her back. You messed with his head so much, he actually quit the sport,” added Kristi. 
 
    “He was the best partner I ever had,” bellowed Catherine. “He wouldn’t even tell me why he quit. I can’t believe you did that.” 
 
    “Don’t you get all high and mighty on me,” said Lori. “Not after what you pulled.” 
 
    “Well, I can see that you two have a lot to catch up on,” said Danny. “I had some things I wanted to talk over with my coach anyway. I’ll see you on the ice.” 
 
    When the two were out of earshot of Lori and Catherine, Danny reflexively hugged Kristi. She reacted with an awkward step backwards before he grabbed both of her shoulders and said, “Thank you! That was amazing to see.” 
 
    “You need to get those skills too. I guess we never had time to teach you,” replied Kristi. “I figured you were unarmed and in need of help.” 
 
    “I guess I was.” 
 
    “Sometimes, when you see a couple of sharks circling, it’s a good idea to bloody their noses so they’ll go after each other,” explained Kristi. “That was actually pretty simple.” 
 
    “It was awesome is what it was.” 
 
    “Thanks Danny,” said Kristi. “You know I’ve been meaning to thank you.” 
 
    “Thank me? For going along with blackmail?” 
 
    “No,” said Kristi. “As crazy as it seemed you were one of the few people who could take my place. I could make you wear the outfits and I could make you do the programs, but I couldn’t make you actually put any effort into it.” 
 
    “And let those two bitches win? Never,” laughed Danny. “Actually, I can’t compete at anything and not go all out. That’s why that hockey game with you bothered me so much. I’m afraid I’m too competitive for my own good.” 
 
    “That competitive streak will get you kicked out of professional hockey before you’re twenty-five or make you an all-star if you learn to control it,” said Kristi. “Nobody focuses harder than a figure skater. There’s only one small edge between sticking a landing and wiping out. I’ll help you with focusing. It’s the least I can do.” 
 
    “Who would have thought we’d wind up becoming---,” started Danny. 
 
    “Friends?”  
 
    “Yeah, friends,” agreed Danny giving Kristi a hug. 
 
    “You better get to bed soon,” said Kristi. “You have a big day tomorrow. I’ll go find Matt.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Matt and Danny were ready to hit the ice early. Vanessa at the skating shop had done a great job and the dress that she had assembled for Danny was amazing. The many crystals on the dress made him look like a princess and Michelle did his makeup to match.  
 
    The judges were a good distance away and the wicked red lipstick, bold eye makeup, and deep blush would stand out and help his facial expressions pop while he was on the ice. Kristi and Michelle hugged Danny and Matt for good luck before taking their place in the crowd while Kristi took care of some last minute instructions with the music. This gave Matt and Danny a few moments alone before their big moment. 
 
    “I’m probably not telling you anything you don’t know, but this is going to be really tough to go out there like this,” Danny motioned to his skating dress, “in front of thousands of people. It’s going to be humiliating.” 
 
    “I have to admit,” agreed Matt, “I admire your courage.” 
 
    “I’m actually a coward,” contradicted Danny. “If I had courage I would have told them to fuck off and tell them to do with the pictures whatever they wanted. I don’t have that kind of guts.” 
 
    “Truthfully, I didn’t think of it that way. Especially, because I’ve seen you busting your butt out there on the ice.” 
 
    “I really don’t like it when you say things like busting my butt,” joked Danny.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” nodded Matt jovially. 
 
    “Truth is I’m loyal. You’re my teammate and I don’t want to let you down.” 
 
    “I appreciate that,” replied Matt. 
 
    “I also realize that I was out of control and I messed things up for Kristi. I didn’t want to be responsible for ruining her dreams.” 
 
    “Do you get any joy out of this at all?” 
 
    “I’m competitive and those two bitches last night really got me fired up,” smirked Danny. “Taking them down will make me very happy.” 
 
    “Yeah, that Catherine is a piece of work. Their partners aren’t that bad, but Catherine and Lori are definitely a pair of ice divas. 
 
    “There is one other part I like, but I swear if you say anything…” 
 
    “I wouldn’t,” promised Matt. 
 
    “Well, one of the things I have always enjoyed about skating is that unlike running, when you build up speed and when you’re just gliding along the ice, it feels to me like I’m flying. It feels like I’m alone flying through the sky and it feels amazing. Sometimes during our throws it feels the same way.” 
 
    “I have always wondered what it felt like to be thrown during a program. Obviously, I’ve always done the throwing instead of the other way around.” 
 
    “You’re really good at it. I never realized how strong you are, but I know I weigh more than most female skaters do and you still get me pretty high up there.” 
 
    “You know what part I like?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s that moment before the music begins when everybody in the whole arena stops and waits for you to start. There’s something really electric about that.” 
 
    “I get that. It’s kind of like being on a breakaway and the whole crowd is on their feet because they know any moment it’s going to be you against the goalie.” 
 
    “What was going on at the dance? Did the girls put you up to it?” 
 
    “Yeah, specifically Regina and Michelle,” confessed Danny. 
 
    “I thought so,” said Matt, “You can’t blame me for wishing I was wrong.” 
 
    “You’ll meet someone and soon, I promise you that.” 
 
    “Thanks, it’s not easy in Arrowstock.” 
 
    “You need to go someplace larger.” 
 
    “Maybe,” said Matt, “but for now it works really well for training with Kristi.” 
 
    “I guess it does. You won’t stay here forever though and Kristi’s worth it.” 
 
    “You like her, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess I do.  
 
    “Well, I’m not only a skating partner; I’m also a pretty good wingman.” 
 
    “Don’t do that.” 
 
    “Don’t do what?” asked Matt. 
 
    “Don't try to see if she really likes me. For one thing, being dressed like this makes it a bit awkward.” 
 
    “But she’s the one who dressed you like that.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “Okay, I won’t say anything.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “At least, not until you’re ready.” 
 
    "Hey, it's show time," said Kristi as she rushed over to Matt and Danny, she reassured them, "You've got this." 
 
    Matt and Danny nervously skated out to center ice to cheers from over five thousand fans. Despite the big smiles plastered on their faces, Danny was feeling butterflies the size of footballs in his stomach. He especially hated the short program because there were so many elements that he needed to do perfectly.  
 
    He had to spend more time ticking off all the required elements in his head than focusing on the skating itself. Still, he made up his mind to try to enjoy himself and let instinct take over, the same way he did when he played hockey.  
 
    He heard the first notes of Party In The USA blaring on the stadium sound system and he was off, skating backwards in perfect synchronicity with his partner Matt. Ever the professional, Matt skated exactly as he would have with Kristi. Soon, Danny turned his back to his partner, and was putting his hands on Danny's waist.  
 
    Danny realized that even the slightest flinch, even the slightest reaction, could mess up their performance and hurt their score. Lost in his role as a feminine figure skater, with his smile beaming brightly, he leaped powerfully off his feet and let Matt lift him high up in the air. Time stopped. All his thoughts turned off, until it was just Matt and Danny--no, make that Matt and Heather--floating effortlessly across the ice as they jumped and spun, the pair moving flawlessly as if they were just one single person.  
 
    The short program was almost finished. They'd performed their intricate routine perfectly up to this point, but on a throw jump with only thirty seconds left, Danny got distracted. The humiliation of what he was doing suddenly struck him, and he stumbled badly on a triple Salchow. He recovered instantly, got back on his white skates, and the pair finished their program, but the damage was already done.  
 
    As the music stopped, the crowd cheered wildly. Roses and even a teddy bear were tossed onto the rink. Danny picked them up and smiled, waving graciously at the crowd. They went over with Kristi to await the results. 
 
      
 
    For the team of Howe and Ritter we have a total element score of 36.18 and a component score of 29.89 for a grand total of 66.07.  
 
      
 
    "Damn, my fall really killed us," said Danny. 
 
    "You mean my clumsy throw?" asked Matt. 
 
    "You two did great. You had one blemish on an otherwise brilliant program. Don't beat yourself up about it," said Kristi. 
 
    As they walked back to the green room area, the trio were met by Michelle. "Okay, I know I blew it," said Danny. "Get it out of your system." 
 
    "You did good," said Michelle. "You really did." 
 
    Unfortunately, good wasn't enough in this elite competition, and their profound disappointment soon turned to despair. The team of Magee and Stahl were in first place with a score of 69.37. Next came Forbes and Gamble with a 68.94. In third place with a score of 67.12 were the team of Liddle and Hemmer from Halifax. After all the short programs were completed, Danny and Matt found themselves in fourth place with only three-one-hundredths of a point separating them from sixth.  
 
    Their whole group was in the boys' hotel room commiserating over what could be the end of Matt and Kristi's best chance to achieve bigger and better things. 
 
    "You did amazing considering you've had so little time together,"said Kristi, "Danny, what you did was probably the greatest athletic achievement you'll ever have, even if you win a couple of Stanley Cups. I'm not kidding! Your were amazing compete like that." 
 
    "You know, the free skate counts double. We'll do better there, and we'll take this thing," promised Matt. 
 
    "No we won't," sighed Danny, looking despondent. 
 
    "You are going back out there Danny. We can make you," threatened Kristi. 
 
    "I am," said Danny, "but the song is wrong." 
 
    "Are you still on that?" asked Michelle. 
 
    "Yeah, I am," said Danny. "Look, we're desperate! Like as in the pull the goalie stage. Uptown Funk isn't cool. It's what your aunt and uncle dance to at weddings trying to show young people that they're still hip. It's lame! We can't skate to conservative wedding music. We'll lose." 
 
    "You need outfits, music, and a program. None of those things can be pulled together in one day," said Michelle. "The free skate is tomorrow." 
 
    "What do you think, Matt?" asked Kristi. 
 
    "I think if we can get some ice time we can get a program together with a lot of elements of what we were already doing. I know Vanessa's here, maybe she can do something with our outfits?" 
 
    "This is crazy," said Michelle. "You skate tomorrow." 
 
    "No, he's right! We don't go down losing," insisted Kristi. "We go down trying for the win." 
 
    "Let's find something that will rock this place!" suggested Matt, "We can come up with something powerful that will really blow those judges away!" 
 
    "Now, if you're really serious about winning I have an idea, but it's not going to be easy. I'm going to get a hold of Vanessa," said Danny, "Meet me at the public rink in an hour and we'll work this out. I have an idea that will let us wear most of the same outfits and a routine we can pull together in about a day." 
 
      
 
    For the next day, Matt and Danny worked with a missionary zeal. Even the girls were impressed by how much they threw themselves into the nearly impossible task ahead of them. The question was would it be enough, though?  
 
    Not one of the girls thought they'd have enough time to get it right. Vanessa was a pro, and she quickly made the alterations to the costumes they needed. As Danny and Matt exited the tunnel, Kristi called out to Matt, "If you pull this off, I owe you." 
 
    At center ice, all eyes were on the two skaters. The crowd loved their performance yesterday, but because of their one fall, the judges were more critical. The skating pairs went in the opposite order from the previous day. As each team performed their routines with great skill and artistry, the odds were pretty long against Heather and Mattclimbing much higher than fourth place. Magee and Stahl held on tho first place with a 208.37 score. Forbes and Gamble finished just behind at 207.11, a strong second. Even getting into third place would require a score of 70.52, and that was a long shot at best. 
 
    Danny looked at Matt and smiled, "It's now or never. I know you have feelings for me, and you know I don't have those same kinds of feelings, but if you feel something, use it." 
 
    Matt looked at Danny and nodded. There was nothing left to say. His partner had been transformed from wild man on the hockey rink to a graceful and elegant skater in a classic white skating dress sparkling with crystals that made him look like the quintessential girlish beauty.  His legs looked amazing perched on top of his skates and encased in a silky sheer sparkling pair of tights and the dramatic makeup accentuated his already stunning features. 
 
    The music began. It was Sharon Jones and the Dap-Kings performing 100 Days, 100 Nights. Matt had been shocked by the choice of music, but Danny had put his creative mind to work. Magee and Stahl had the perfect form and long lines that judges liked. Forbes and Gamble were explosive excitement on ice. Gamble was so strong and Forbes so light that they could do quadruple throws. Matt and Danny couldn't compete with any of that. The only thing they had to sell was romance. 
 
    Danny reached out his hand and put it on the back of Matt's head. They looked like they were going to kiss before Matt pushed him back. In a flash, their intricate, intimate move rapidly evolved first into a dizzying spin, and then into a thrilling death spiral. The crowd was eating it up. Danny was acting like the perfect ingénue, and Matt seemed smittenby Danny like Romeo falling for Juliet.  
 
    By the time they got to the end of the routine, after completing most of their jumps and throws, the crowd was ecstatic. Matt had never performed a routine so well and while Danny was no Kristi, the feminized hockey star was skating like a woman possessed. There was no hesitation and no trepidation. He made each move smoothly and effortlessly, selling the dramatic romance whether he was jumping or skating cheek to cheek with Matt. 
 
    As they skated off the ice, Matt had to help Danny gather up all of the flowers and teddy bears the adoring audience had strewn all over the rink. Kristi gave them each a huge hug gushing, "Oh my God you guys! That was incredible!" 
 
    "Let's hope the judges thought so too," said Danny.  
 
    "How could they not? We were amazing," said Matt. 
 
    "I don't think that I honestly could have done any better," admitted Kristi. 
 
    "Now you're BSing me," Danny said, blushing, "Let's see what the judges thought." 
 
      
 
    For the team of Howe and Ritter, we have a total element score of 35.88 and a component score of 36.26 for a grand total of 72.14.  
 
      
 
    "So what does that mean?" asked Danny, breathlessly. 
 
    "It means you won the whole fucking thing!" exclaimed Kristi grinning. 
 
    "You did it Danny!" cheered Matt. 
 
    "We did it man," said Danny hugging his partner while the crowd cheered wildly. 
 
      
 
    Howe and Ritter win first place with a score of 210.35, Magee and Stahl take second with a score of 208.37, and Forbes and Gamble finish third with a score of 207.11. 
 
      
 
    Danny and Matt skated back out onto the rink, and waved to the cheering masses. Michelle and Kristi cheered loudest of all. Their plan had worked, and now it was up to Kristi and Matt to take things the rest of the way, just as soon as Kristi finished her recovery and was able to skate again. 
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    "Why am I wearing this skating dress again?" called Danny from his bedroom. He was more than a little surprised to see Kristi the day she got off of her crutches. He was even more shocked that she had insisted he put on the white skating dress from his final performance at the Maritimes. "You're the only person I'd do this for, you know," he said. 
 
    "I know," called Kristi from the bathroom. "Let's just say I thought you should be rewarded." 
 
    "By wearing a dress?" replied Danny dubiously. 
 
    Emerging from the bathroom, Kristi was stunning. Her body, sculpted by years of skating workouts, was perfectly toned and yet still retained angelic grace. She had put on one of Danny's hockey sweaters, but it did nothing to conceal her voluptuous breasts. In addition to the sweater, she wore a baby blue thong and a pair of black pumps. "I thought I'd show you my appreciation for what you did." 
 
    "It was my fault you were out of the competition in the first place, though, "Danny admitted, "I screwed up." 
 
    "Yes, you did, but I must admit that there was something very sexy about seeing you transform yourself so completely for me," said Kristi setting Danny's MP3 player to a familiar track. As 1000 Days, 1000 Nights began to play, Danny could see that Kristi was holding a pink strap-on dildo and a jar of lube. "So, let's see just how completely you can transform yourself into my girl." 
 
    "I-I don't known about this, Kristi," stammered Danny, genuinely shocked. 
 
    "Relax babe! I promise I'll be very gentle," purred Kristi. "You do trust me don't you?" 
 
    "You know, Michelle and Regina threatened to put me in dresses permanently," said Danny, stalling for time. 
 
    "Awww Heather! I won't let them do that, but don't think you're out of dresses by a long shot. I kind of like knowing my rugged hockey player has a soft and girly side. Now don't give me a hard time. Get on your hands and your knees right now, you sexy little slut. You know you want this every bit as much as I do," insisted Kristi as she rubbed the lube on her strap-on.  
 
    Soon, the two lovers had a magnificent rhythm going as she rode him like the girl she wanted him to be. She loved the way he squirmed, grunted, and screamed under her. Danny was overcome with passion and unsure of his future. He knew that he wanted this woman more than anything he had ever wanted before.  Even if it meant being kinky and dressing up for her and letting her be the man, he'd do it. 
 
    "Who is my sexy little figure skating princess?" she cooed. 
 
    "I am, Kristi!" he cried out, "I am!" 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR 
 
      
 
    I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/).  This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects.   I'd especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading. 
 
    Love, 
 
    Kylie 
 
      
 
    Twitter - @KylieGable  
 
    Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com 
 
    Facebook - Kylie Gable 
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