Changes 

Ashin and Antoine cuddle on the warm couch after having a glorious Italian brunch of fettuccine, tortellini, linguine, bucatini, and other pastas that end in -ini that I’m too lazy to look up rn. The ingredients were imported from exotic chefs and culinary specialty restaurants in Kazakhstan, Kyrgyzstan, Turkmenistan, Pakistan, and other countries that end in -stan that I’m too lazy to look up rn. How I Met Your Father begins to play across the screen, and Antoine makes multiple jokes about how Ashin would never be able to tell after all the hoards of men he’s---  it suddenly dawns on the two of them once again that they have a daughter. Their massive grins fade to frowns as they know she needs to be fed. Fuck! That was going to be leftovers for tomorrow. With a sigh, Ashin hoists himself up from the comfy couch and assembles a plate (of the worst, undesirable remnants) of spaghetti to give to her. He casually strolls down the dark stone steps in the inky (not a lot of synonyms for dark) night, hoping this interaction will be short. Ashin slowly opens the creaky dungeon door, checking in on his daughter slumped on the cellar floor with headphones crammed in each ear, some (probs dumb) TV show volume blaring. 
Ashin: *hurling the plate across the room, most of the spaghetti flying off the plate onto the floor* Here, you made me miss my TV time for this. Hope you’re happy. 
Toadette: Thanks, not really hungry. *she watches a few small bugs quickly brawling for a large piece of pasta, a small mouse is eyeing the rest*
Ashin: After all the work I did putting this shit together for you, wow. Not surprised. Spoiled af. 
Toadette: Always great to see you, Dad. Just great. 
	Ashin: *fully offended, raising voice* You are lucky to see me. Do you know how many people I have in my DMs begging for my attention? It’s like mostly one creepy homeless guy who lives under the highway, but still. He wants me. Bad. Like bad. He even wants my debit card number; if that’s not commitment stage, I don’t know what is. You’re lucky I give you the time of day. 
	Toadette: Does Antoine know about that? You two are a joke. 
	Ashin: Are you kidding me right now? Are you barreling into my relationship with your judgement and opinions and nonsense and bullshit and nonsense… and opinions, and nonsense? 
	Toadette: Yeah, maybe I am. 
	Ashin: *look of appalled, aghast horror, similar to Rasputia finding out Norbit was dancing with Kate at the town picnic* 
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Omg, you are something else today. Something else. Something fucking else. After all I’ve done for you. After all I’ve done for everyone. All I ever get is grief. How about no more spaghetti at all for a week? How about that?
	Toadette: And miss your cooking? My heart is broken. *she mimics breaking a small heart with her two forefingers, alongside a sad, frowny face and pouty eyes*
	Ashin: *filled with such an abundant rage his entire body is fueled to burst*
	Toadette: Sorry, I’m just—it’s been a bad day. Thanks, I appreciate the um… *two rats now fight over the rest of the mesh left on the floor* food. 
	Ashin: Omg. Oh. My. Actual. God. Aren’t you close to 18 yet? I physically cannot take this anymore it is killing me inside like it’s torture. 
	Toadette: I’m not sure I even age? I totes don’t even know. I might even stay a kid forever. *she gives a rage-filled full fake smile, and pulls it back returning to her phone*
	Ashin: Fuck. the. hell. out. of. my. life. Fuck. it. hard. 
	Toadette: *God, he does know how to make her laugh, she’ll give him that* Ha, Grace and Frankie, right? Brianna is totes me. 
	Ashin: *abandoning all anger at once and shifting to glee at the reference* Omg, me too. We’ve both owned companies and were the bigwigs there too. 
Toadette: No you haven’t. You totes--
Ashin: Well I want to shut up. She is so hilarious and such a boss and--- hey, what are you doing? THAT. IS. MY. WORD. You have to be cool to use it. You totes don’t meet the bar. Like not even a little. 
Toadette: Maybe I’m just totes trying to bond with you. Why can’t you just be nice to me for once? You don’t need to treat me like crap all the time. You really don’t. 
Ashin: ME treat YOU?! YOU ruin my life on the daily! That little stunt you pulled with Noah in the study lounge? You think that was ok? My entire life was on the line because of it. 
Toadette: I. just. said. hello. 
Ashin: He totes does not want to talk to you. He’s *eyes lost in dreamy wonder* he’s… ah, a gangster, Toadette, the cat’s pajamas, just the bee’s knees. The cat’s meow. God, I could just say these phrases all day. The cream of the crop. The peak of the mountain. The marshmallows in the Lucky Charms. He… omg just thinking about that smile— God, if you’ve ever been in love you’d understand, he---
Toadette: Back. to. Earth.
Ashin: I… uh… *shaking to reality, eyes blurring clear* ugh, you’re still here. 
Toadette: God, I deserve better than this shit. 
Ashin: Language! So tasteless. 
Toadette: Easy Captain America. Maybe I’ll language out of here and never come back. 
Ashin: Please do. Please. By all the means. By all of the means. All of them. 
Toadette: *sighs, tears forming* There has got to be something better than this. 
Ashin: Ha! We’re the best you’re ever gonna get. You think anyone else wants anything to do with your ass? You just cause everyone problems, that’s all you do. 
Toadette: Totes gaslighting much? I’d totes say so. 
Ashin: *total fury and fire burning in his eyes* YOU gaslight ME! You’ve always gaslighted me. That’s all you’ve ever done is gaslight me, honey… there’s so much smoke I can’t even see the light. *snaps* Perspective, babe, look it up. *two snaps, long pause… one more snap*
Toadette: The only perspective I want is you out of mine. 
Ashin: *tears forming aggressively* wow. I’ve kind of had it myself tbh fr rn tbh fr rn… fr tbh. 
Toadette: Just leave please. I was happier with the rats and spiders anyway. 
Ashin: The dungeon that I pay for? You’re telling me what to do? Ha! 
Toadette: The monastery pays for it; you’ve never even had a job—
Ashin: Shut. up. I work for the Lord, for Spirit, for Buddha, for spirituality. What really matters. Maybe get your priorities straight before-- 
Toadette: *tears forming hard* Please, just leave. 
Ashin: *raising his finger in ordering stance… then slowly dropping it* fine. Fine. Done. 
Ashin rushes out with arms flailing, slamming the door behind him with a louder crash that would cause a construction site to turn heads. 
Toadette holds her head in her lap, filled with sadness. She usually can see the bright side of things, even in darkest of hours. There’s always something, right? There’s always something. That Lemony Snicket quote used to keep her going (why was there only one of those movies? It was amazing and everyone wanted more… and Treasure Planet. God, phenomenal. I think there was a sequel planned where he goes to some space academy but I guess that stopped who is making these dumb decisions… anyway…)  it’s just not working today. Maybe there just isn’t really anything right now. No silver lining, just cloud. All clouds. She’s gotten depressed before, sure, but today is a far new low than she’s ever experienced. It’s caused her to do something rash and out of character… finding a cheap, disposed cell phone in the dumpster with an undetectable number, she begins to dial. 
Grandma: Helllooooooo? *she attempts to shout in a sing-songy tone over the boisterous sounds of the Disney cruise blaring in the background with ocean waves crashing the vessel*
Toadette: *long sigh* Hey, it’s me. 
Grandma: Fuck. 
Toadette: I know you said not to call, but I just… I hate it here. I don’t know what to do. Everybody hates me, nobody likes me. I can’t look at those two for another—
Grandma: God fucking damn it the Tarzan play just started and now I’m missing it for this shit. 
Toadette: I’m sorry, I don’t know who else to talk t—
Grandma: Oh, I have to tell you. The princess is coming to see you. 
Toadette: *in shock* What? 
Grandma: Yeah, she keeps calling me, wants updates on you. She won’t shut up.  
Toadette: Peach? Princess Peach? From when I was little? Seriously? Now? 
Grandma: That’s the one. She said she wants to check on you. Hasn’t see you in ages. Wants to know how are blah blah blah. *spots Conga line in the distance* Are we done here? 
Toadette: Wow… seriously. It’s been so long. *her entire mood shifts, filled with anticipation and questions* I can’t believe it, I barely remember her. This is crazy. 
Grandma: Yeah, look for her within the next few days. Now can you let me get back to retirement? *raises her voice at the top her lungs* strangers like me! I want to know! Can you shooooww meeeeeee—
Toadette: Alright, I’ll-I’ll wait for her. Hey, you know. I can always come back and visit. It’s not too long a flight. I mean I could be there in a day or two. Just let me kn--
Grandma: *panicking* Can’t hear you—breaking up—erm—dskjd—jdj—djjf—sphshs— *muffled* hey guys, do you know how to change a phone number? I said do you know how to change a phone number!? Verizon. Ver-i-zon. Stat! Fuck it’s still on Jesus fml *phone turns off* 
Toadette lays in her bed, in awe of what could be unfolding at the moment. The actual princess of the Mushroom Kingdom is coming… for her? What in the world. She hadn’t remembered much about the Mushroom Kingdom; hell, she was so little when she left. There’s bits and pieces here and there, but not much else. Would they remember her? Who were her friends there? She thinks of someone in particular, causing her to blush and smile. She lays back on her pillows and awaits the princess’/princess’s (not sure what to do the grammar rules aren’t clear in British or American rules) arrival. 
***
Crowds of monks storm out of the church yelling at something approaching from the sky. A massive boom of a pink helicopter’s propellors rumbles the mountains, jumpstarting all life from the biggest to smallest of forest creatures. The enormous contraption’s wispy, lengthy overhead (I’m so sick of thinking of adjectives rn) wings slowly fade as the machine lands on the crip, Nepal grass. A beautiful, mesmerizing woman steps out with waist length blonde hair, arm-length white gloves, a blue jeweled chest ornament, a shimmering gold crown, and an iconic pink dress with magenta lining. She slowly walks down the ramp, covering herself from the massive winds. 
Princess Peach: Oh! It’s, it’s really you. Toadette. You’ve grown so much. I can’t believe it.
A small mushroom girl barrels through the sea of robed men, getting a first-row view. Holy shit, it’s really her. 
Toadette: You remember me? 
Princess Peach: Of course. 
Toadette: Good to see you again. *she panics, slipping into a bow* Your Majesty. 
Princess Peach: Hey, no. You bow to no one. 
Ashin: Omg Return of the King up in here. I need to rewatch all of those. 
Antoine: Ashin, a princess is here. Please. 
Ashin: I know, right? What. the. actual. fuck. Our little monastery? 
Antoine: We haven’t had a visitor in ages. Ages. And that’s coming from a monk. Lolz. 
Ashin: I so know. And she’s here for… for her. For her. For Toadette. Wow. Are you kidding me. Nothing surprises me anymore. 
Antoine: She always talked about that Mushroom Kingdom, I guess that was really a thing. Maybe we should have listened. 
Ashin: Yeah, I tried to ignore her and hoped she would shut up like usual. 
Antoine: Same. Well, I guess that’s the sacred princess. 
Ashin: Huh, I’ve seen better. 
Antoine: Defensive today?
Ashin: No, I just have. She isn’t special. 
Antoine: You seem defensive. 
Ashin: Do you want to shut the fuck up, or do you want me to make you shut the fuck up? Your call. 
Antoine: Omg, she is coming over here. 
Ashin: *sigh*
Princess Peach walks over to two older gentleman, trailing a pigtailed mushroom girl gliding past various monks. Her tiny finger points upward. 
Toadette: Here they are. 
Princess Peach: And you are her guardians, am I right? 
Ashin: Guilty, lolz. 
Antoine: Yes. *bashes his shoulder* Behave. This is a princess. 
Ashin: Omg I am stop. Sorry, yes, we watch over the little one. We’re not used to visitors—this is ka-ra-zee. I’m talking WOW crazy. Omg totes texting Noah about this. 
Antoine: Or we could just not. 
Princess Peach: Antoine, is it? 
Ashin: I’m here too. 
Antoine: Omg you know who I am. Lovely to meet you, miss. We’re honored to have royalty in our humble presence *doing a full-body bow on the grass*
Princess Peach: That’s not necess—ok, thank you. 
Ashin: *raising an eyebrow* I don’t care what you’re the princess of, I ain’t doin’ that. 
	The spend the afternoon taking a tour of the monastery, as the princess learns about Toadette’s day-to-day life. Peach become more and more disheartened with each new detail, fearing the worst may indeed be going on as she had thought. 
	Princess Peach: She attends classes, yes? 
	Ashin: I don’t fuckin’ know. *he shifts his shoulders upward* Probably. 
	Antoine: Ash-in. Please. Um, I guess. She leaves home for 8 hours a day, we assume she goes there. It’s just so nice that she’ gone for so long we don’t really question it much. 
	Ashin: *mumbling to himself* Get tf off my ass. What is this. 
	Princess Peach: You don’t check on her? For 8 hours? 
	Ashin: I think about it, but I don’t want my day to be ruined by thinking about her. It always will be. 
	Antoine: Same. 
	Princess Peach: *sigh* Does she have any type of job? Part-time work? 
	Ashin: Ha! Yeah full-time job being a little brat. 24/7. 
	Antoine: Lolz you know it. 
	Princess Peach: I’m not so sure you two are being responsible here. 
	Ashin: I can be responsible for telling you to shut the fuck up. 	
	Antoine: *fist bumps him* nice. 
Princess Peach: I know a thing or two about responsibility. I have an entire kingdom relying on me, you know. I decide everything, everything! I am not seeing anything adequate here. How were you selected as guardians, again? 
	Ashin: Omg how self-obsessed can you be? I guess we hit the scale top.
	Antoine: I don’t remember. This whole thing used to just be one monk saying funny shit; I really don’t how all this crap happened, but here we are. Join the ride. 
	They arrive at the cellar where Toadette sleeps.  
	Ashin: It is fucking awful down here. Can we leave? 
Princess Peach: Oh! 
	*Everyone covers their ears*. 
	Ashin: How does your voice reach this decibel? Can only dogs take this noise? 
	Antoine: Do you ingest helium on the daily? 
	Ashin: *fist bump* Nice. We are on fire today. Damn. 
	Princess Peach: This is where she sleeps? Are you two kidding me? 
	Antoine: *nonchalant shrugs* Yeah. 
	Ashin: Not seeing the problem. God you are just a thrill a minute, hon. Can’t you head back to fungusland or whatever the hell. I’m like over this. 
	Antoine: Buzzkill. 
	Ashin: Understate. 
	Princess Peach: YOU THINK THIS IS SUITABLE FOR A CHILD? 
	Ashin: Yeah, idk. It’s fine idgaf.  
	Antoine: I also dgaf. 
	Princess Peach: I just saw three rats scatter past, and… is that a spider? A cockroach? *faint memories of numerous dungeons filled with not-so-decent conditions flood her mind, she quickly shakes off the thoughts*
	Antoine: Ha, that’s a big boy ain’t it. Gross. 
	Ashin: Yeah whatever… *raised eyebrows* I’ve slept with worse. 
	Antoine: LOLZ I am dying. Same. 
	Ashin and Antoine: *fist bump*
	Princess Peach: Does she do any extracurricular activities – any sports? Anything? 
	Ashin: What is sports? 
	Antoine: Are you kidding me man. 
	Ashin: Is it like figure skating? Omg we should so go to the rink later and try---
	Princess Peach: Can you answer me, please? This is important. Your answers are determining major decisions for my trip. 
	Ashin: I don’t know, she always has headphones on. Always. She watches lame ass TV shows, I’ll tell you that much. 
	Princess Peach: Name some. What is she watching? 
	Ashin: I feel like I just shouldn’t be saying any specific names rn. My valued reputation is at stake here. 
	Antoine: Um…  
	Ashin: Omg stfu. 
Princess Peach: After all this, I’ve come to a conclusion. 
	Antoine: …and what would that be? Your up-our-assess-ness. 
	Ashin: Miss 5 paragraph essay over here.
	Antoine: Lolz nerd.
	Ashin: Ha. 
	Antoine: Broseph, your jokes on. it. today. On. it. *snaps*
	Ashin: Always are. 
	Princess Peach: I believe the girl needs to come home with me. 
	Antoine and Ashin’s jaws drop, and they need a minute to compose themselves, processing the awe-filled information. They had always wanted to get rid of Toadette, to have her out of their lives, to be free men once again. They had pleaded for this the moment since she came waddling up the cliff’s edge with the old lady. Now that someone was actually going to take her away, things are oddly seen in a different light. 
	Ashin: I believe you can march your ass back to candyland, princess. 
	Antoine: Elsa wannabe. Anna wannabe too frankly tbh. 
	Ashin: Ah-na. AH-NA. It’s spelled Anna, but pronounced differently. 
	Antoine: Well that’s really fucking confusing and dumb and stupid. And dumb. 
	Ashin: I agree. Also, are you implying she’s not as good? Why? Who the fuck are you to pit them against each other? 
	Antoine: I can do whatever the fuck I want, Ashin. And you know what I don’t do?  I don’t marry a man I just fucking met. 
	Ashin: Omg, don’t you judge her right now. You don’t know what she went through to make that decision. 
	Princess Peach: I’m frozen with horror listening to this. 
	Ashin: Lolz nice.  
	Antoine: Still a loser.  
	Princess Peach: Can we be somewhat adults here? Goodness. 
	Antoine: What are you the princess of anyway? Mushrooms. 
	Ashin: *mimicking high-pitched Toad voice* Princess, princess, which dead trees do we suck nutrients out of next? 
	Princess Peach: *eyes flaring, teen gnashing, fists clenched* You two want to fucking go? We can do this, right here right now. *takes out turnip, frying pan, golf club, and stylish pink tennis racket*
	Ashin: Where the fuck did you get all that?
	Princess Peach: I’ll have you know, I can fly—uh, float… for a few short seconds too. 
	Antoine: Omg I want turnip stew it sounds so good rn. 
	Ashin: Same. Totes making some tonight. Love you. 
	Antoine: Omg, babe, love you more. You don’t usually say it out loud like that. 
	Ashin: Stop. Don’t though… lolz. We are so adorbz. 
	Antoine: I can’t get over us. I keep trying but I just can’t. 
	Princess Peach: Guys! These are no conditions for her to be living in; things need to change at once. You two are entirely unfit to be parents. Things have indeed… gone…wrong. 
	Antoine: If you quote Lilo and Stitch to me again, I--
	Ashin: Omg I love when she’s doing voodoo with her friends in the pickle jar totes hilarious—
	Antoine: Same. Gets me every time. 
	Ashin: She really beat the shit out of Mertle, didn’t she?
	Antoine: Full fucking punch. No prisoners taken. 
	Ashin: Right in the glasses. 
	Antoine: *mimics punching him in slow motion*
	Ashin: *backs away in slow motion*
	Ashin: God, you are totes perfect for me—we have the exact same sense of humor. 
	Antoine: Lolz, you know it babe. 
	Ashin: Omg, you just called me babe again, babe. In front of a princess too. I—
	Antoine: I’m a romantic, babe. What can I say? 
	Ashin: Say whatever you want, that’s what I say. 
	*phone rings with the classic Mario ringtone*
	Princess Peach: Shit. *massive sigh*
	Princess Daisy: Hey, Peach! I’m Daisy!
	Princess Peach: Hey Daisy. I know. You don’t need to say that every time. How’s it going? 
	Princess Daisy: Pe-pe-pe PEACH. PEACH. My prinsista from anotha kingsta. How’s it going?! HOW’S IT GOING?!?!?!?
	Princess Peach: *squinting, holding phone away from her ear* Jesus Christ. 
	Princess Daisy: How’s it going, you ask? We’re ready to start this *curves her hands around her mouth, dropping her voice 5 octaves* mutha fuckin party, maaannnnn! Woo! Woo! Woo! Woo! *college frat chanting* 
	Goomba: Daisy, could you just calm down. 
	Luigi: We’re all just trying to have a good time her—
	Shy Guy: I’m kind of scared you guys. Like I want to hide. 
	Boo: There’s kids here… 
	Luigi: I’m sorry, everybody. 
	Princess Daisy: We’ve all hit our dice blocks, and mine was the biggest. You know what that means, Peach? YOU KNOW WHAT THAT MEANS? I’m fucking going first! I get to go on the party board first! Woooooooooooooooooo! Fuck yeah, Boo you’re on my team for all the minigames. All of ‘em. Get your cute little ghost ass over here. God, I love it. 
	Boo: Please don’t touch m—*sigh* Can I just go home. 
	Princess Daisy: Girl, are you coming? We’re ready to start! *holds tighter onto Boo’s hand stub as he tries to break away* 
	Princess Peach: I told you I’m doing something important today; please just begin without me. Daisy, I told you I was flying to Asia multiple times at the Sarasaland dual-castle banquet. 
	Princess Daisy: Waluigi, when did your fine ass join the goddamn party? 
	Luigi: I am right here. We got married last week. 
	Waluigi: You promised me she wasn’t coming to this one—
	*white full-armed glove reaches out*
	Waluigi: Do. not. touch. me. I’m not doing this today. None of us are doing this tod---
	*white full-armed glove reaches out even further barely missing a black overall strap*
	Princess Daisy: *turns to her left with eyebrows raised* Wario, you too man? God, ya know… I’m gonna be blunt here. Can you handle blunt? We’re being blunt right now; you’re not the most in-shape fella around, and you’re a little, like really fuckin’ hairy, and that nose… but I don’t fuckin’ care, man. 
	Boo: There. are. kids. here. 
	Princess Daisy: I don’t fuckin’ care, man. You know why? 
Wario: …
Princess Daisy: Look at me.
Wario: Please, just—
Princess Daisy: Look at me. Look. *long pause* Cause you’re beautiful, just the way you are. *full tears* We’re ALL beautiful… *whispers* just the way we are. *turns and locks eyes with Boo for 6 uncomfortable seconds*
	Boo: Let go of my han—
	Princess Daisy: You know, some people don’t believe in the afterlife. It’s true, they don’t…but look at you, man! Look at fuckin’. you. man. 
	*Boo puts both hand stubs to his forehead, shaking his head*
	Princess Daisy: You’re the fuckin’ proof man! You are! *turns around wide-eyed with arms spread out looking at each person* How can you deny this shit!? It’s a fucking ghost right before our eyes! Right fucking here! Mario, are you seeing this shit!? *very long pause, annoyed grimace, lowered eyebrows* The great fucking Mario, am I right? Everybody loves him! Everybody just fuckin. loves. HIM. *scoff* Fuck that, man. Fuck. That. I’m the greatest. ME. *points to herself* Everybody loves me. ME! Fuck that, man. I ain’t Peach, but I’m still me… still me *total bawling, wailing at the top of her lungs* I am still me. 
	*Mario gives Luigi the dirtiest look, Luigi buries his head in his hands*
	Waluigi: You guys, this isn’t even fun. I don’t want to hang out anymore. I have to work at the firm in the morning; I don’t need this crap. Good-night. *hurls dice block with a crash and rushes toward the door*
	Princess Daisy: Hey… what are you—wha? What? Ope! We got a runner… WE GOT A RUNNER! Peach, we got a runn-er! Look at them gangly legs. Not today, no sir-ee. Mm-mm. Unfortunately for you I ran track in high school. Get back here--- *voice fades, phone drops onto the ground with a crash, Princess Peach hangs up with a faded “Waaaaahhhhh” in the distance and a Toad screaming in ultra high-pitch: Get your fuckin’ hands out of his fucking nose. This is bullsh--*
	Princess Peach: I don’t know who keeps inviting her. 
	Toadette: Do you have to go to that party? 
	Princess Peach: It’s law I attend 5 go-kart sessions a day, 10 parties a week, and go to the Winter Olympics with Sonic once every ten years for some reason. I can’t even ski! We all get together to play baseball sometimes, but it’s just weird and uncomfortable. No one is asking for that. 
	Toadette: Sounds like a lot. 
	Princess Peach: It is… but I keep this grin on my face. Why? Because I have to. That’s the way it is. That’s what responsibility is. And that is not what is here. Sorry guys; Toadette, it’s time to go. We should depart at once. I don’t want you here another second. 
	Toadette: You--you’re serious? You want me to live with you? The princess? In the palace? You’re ok with being seen with me? In public?!
	Princess Peach: I’d be honored. 
	Toadette: *begins to cry* Wow. That’s a… a change. 
	Princess Peach: *light smile* I think you’re going to love it there… again. 
	Toadette takes one last look at her fathers, watching them acting out a Ninja Turtles fighting scene fake karate chopping each other, not even seeming to give one flying rat’s ass about the shocking development. After glancing at a few cockroaches racing by and a tiny spider whisking up the chained wall, Toadette turns her head to the gorgeous blonde lady in the bright pink dress. She has zero doubt in her next choice of words. 
	Toadette: I’m with you. 
***
	The bright, pink helicopter with a dazzling gold bejeweled crown plastered on the side slowly prepares to ascend the dew-filled, gentle Nepal mountain grass. The monks watch in melancholy as their grand sole visitor begins to make her quick departure. 
	Ashin: Wow, you’re really leaving aren’t you? 
	Toadette: Why do you care? 
	Ashin: I don’t, not at all. I just—are you gonna be happy there? 
	Antoine: It’s gonna be different. 
	Toadette: *raises an eyebrow* I’ll make it work. I fit in anywhere. Again, why do you care? 
	Ashin: *small tears being to form, he quickly brushes them away with a replacing fake grin* I’m glad to finally be free. Free at last, free at last! No more you holding me down anymore. 
	Antoine: Hallelujah. Sa-same. *hiding a tear as well* See you later alligator, after a long, long while croco-cro—*chocking up, he can’t even finish without more tears*
	Toadette: *raises both eyebrows* *Are they actually upset she’s leaving? It can’t be…* 
	Princess Peach: And here we are! After you, milady… 
	Toadette: Huh. Bye, guys. It’s been… something. I’ll um… see you Dad. And Dad. 
	Ashin and Antoine glance at each other, both filled with tears, unable to even hide them. Neither of them is aware of what is going on, and all they can do is stand in stunned silence. She’s leaving. 
	Ashin and Antione simultaneously: Bye. 	
	Toadette gives a light smile, climbing into the helicopter after the princess’ bright red high-heels reach the last step. Sitting in her seat with a firm bejeweled seatbelt, Toadette tries to find a way to pass the time while the princess works diligently on her iPhone moving nearly all of the Toads’ emails to trash, constantly bashing the “mark as spam” button, and lastly replying to one: “Omg solve your own stupid problems let me live my life plz thank u, fuck.” The young girl looks out the window, mesmerized by the albatrosses soaring through the pitch-black night sky, captivated by the falcons flying fearlessly into the bright, shimmering afternoon sun, and overcome with the beauty of the European skies towering over the Pacific Ocean as the helicopter soars over China right above the African jungle covering the California landscape below the Arctic glaciers surrounding the Taj Mahal’s Madagascar trees. 
Toadette: Where the hell are we? 
Princess Peach: Almost there. Patience, young lady. It is a virtue you know. 
Toadette: Not a fun one. 
Princess Peach: You can say that again.  
Toadette: Hey, miss? 
Princess Peach: Yes? 
Toadette: Thanks for letting me be in the movie, even if I couldn’t really be in it. It meant a lot… just to even see me in the background for a sec. 
Princess Peach: No problem. This was a video game with beloved, iconic characters shifted to the silver screen. Can you imagine the nerd/geek crowd we had to keep happy? Your face would certainly bring down ratings, and most would even leave the theater after seeing it for a second. 
Toadette: I know. Still, thanks. I can’t really play drums though… 
Princess Peach: Ha, I told the creators: You knew the risks, as did we all. 
Toadette: Isn’t that from Treasure Planet?
Princess Peach: Lol, yeah I guess. 
Toadette: No z at the end, weird… but God, such an amazing movie. Why wasn’t there a sequel? 
Princess Peach: I think this was already talked about—
Toadette: I know, but still. Amazing. Who wouldn’t want to go solarsurfing, it’s like surfing… but with the wind… and the solar. 
Princess Peach: I supposed it would be fun. Is this relevant to where we are in this story--
Toadette: And Captain Amelia? Such a great character. I love the type of person who seems all strict and orderly on the outside, but there’s just something deeper hidden underneath all that. And the clumsy, nerdy, awkward professor just pulls that emotional side out of her in the end? Beautiful. Opposites attract, am I right? I cried so much in the theatre it was raining cats and dogs. 
Princess Peach: That was just awful. 
Toadette: Lolz—erm, lol totes. My dad said—my old dad said that stuff a lot. *her smile fades to a slight frown; she quickly brushes it away* Oh—s-sorry I’m talking so much, I’m sure you’re sick of me rambling. 
Princess Peach: *smile* Not at all, I love talking with you. Share whatever you wish. 
Toadette: Really? That’s very kind of you. Thanks. Every other time I tried to talk it’s usually ‘STFU’ or ‘WHO THE FUCK LET YOU IN HERE’ or ‘How did she get through the locks’ or ‘Omg if it says one more word I am jumping off that cliff, Antoine, I swear to God I’ll f---ing do it this time. Watch. Fucking watch!’ 
Princess Peach: Ha, things are going to be much different now. 
Toadette: Hm, I could get used to different. I barely even remember that world. I was so young. 
Princess Peach: I’ve told the kingdom you may be coming back, and someone was pa-reety excited to hear the news. You played with him a lot when you were kids. 
Toadette: Really? Me? Who is excited to see… me? 
Princess Peach: A certain someone named… oh, I don’t know… *little smile* Bowser Jr. 
Toadette: *full blush, face turning red, eyes shifted toward her feet* O-oh, yeah. Him. I kinda remember him. A bit. No big deal. We placed soccer or something. I don’t know. 
Princess Peach: *full smile forming* Ah, the bad boys. Me and you, hon, we’re one and the same. Anything but ordinary. One—
Toadette: Stop. 
Princess Peach: Sorry. I mean, we get each other. It’s like we write the same song in a different key!
Toadette: *sigh* 
Princess Peach: I’m excited. We’re gonna have fun, you and me. We’re gonna get you in a better school, activities, maybe even a job. What did you do for fun in the monastery? 
Toadette: Um… my dads and I played video games. That was the only way they’d spend any time with me. We loved Pokémon the most. 
Princess Peach: Ugh, video games are out. Don’t worry that’s over; very unfitting and childish for a lady. WE should have nothing to do with the sort. 
Toadette: …but you’re… I’m… 
Princess Peach: We’ll engage in more sophisticated, appropriate activities. Things a princess would do. Things others expect a princess to do. You’ll adore them. 
Toadette: …but I kind of liked it. We did have a lot of fun, even when they were roasting me—erm, ok. Nevermind. Forget video games. 
Princess Peach: Good, get ready to start your new life. Brand new adventures are coming, and fast. 
Toadette: I know. Thanks, you don’t know how much I appreciate all this. 
Princess Peach: I’m gonna get some shut eye. If my phone rings with an email please throw it out the window. Or feel free to type the letters F-O-F-F in that order. 
Toadette: Lol will do. *whispers to herself… lolz*
Toadette scrolls through her list of Apple music, unimpressed by millions of songs she’s scrolled through countless times. Her finger stops on the Jonas Brothers’ Feelin’ Alive and clicks. God, she used to love this one… not so much anymore for some reason. She hadn’t listened to them much before as she considers herself to have good taste, but this one is just special. Such a pretty album cover… the beautiful sky, illuminous water, deep grass… Gazing a little closer, Toadette can’t help but let out a small smile. Hm. 
The helicopter begins to descend, and the Mushroom Kingdom becomes clearer into their view. Toadette’s beady eyes are lost in wonder at the countless pipes, mushroom houses nestled into hills like The Shire, and numerous shops scattered throughout the forest-filled colorful land. The intense swirling above begins to slow, and the helicopter lands on a bright rainbow path. Billions of Toads line up to greet their ever-renowned leader. 
	Toad #1: Omg, you’re back, princess. I was losing my shit without you. LOSING. MY. SHIT. 
[bookmark: _Hlk136218396]	Toad #2: Hi! Hi! Hi! Hi! Hello! Hi! Hello! Hi! Hello! Hi! Hi! Hi! Hi! Hello! Hi! 
	Toad #3: Peach, Peach! My wife cheated on me! I don’t know what do, should I give her another chance or end things? We’ve been together for so long, but I’m so distraught. I mean, I have too, but it’s ok when I do it, not her! Please help me! 
	Toad #4: Welcome back!
	Toad #2: Hi! Hi! Hi! Hi! Hello! Hi! Hello! Hi! Hi! Hi! Hi! 
Princess Peach: *hurling two off climbing her dress leg* Get the fuck off my back. Jesus, personal fucking space.
	Toad #5: Welcome back! 
	Toad #6: Wtf is this pink one. Why does it have hair. Is she single. 
	Toad #7: Hello, princess!
	Toad #8: Her majesty. (It is also unclear whether to capitalize this or not everyone on the internet disagrees with each other idc anymore)
	Toad #2: Hi! Hi! Hi! Hi! Hello! Hi! 
	Toadette: Is it always like this? 
	Princess Peach: *light smile, and slight nod* Fucking nuts around here. Being royalty is a whole new ballgame; everyone’s problems are now yours. Enjoy, right? 
	Toadette: *smiles, laying a hand on Toad #3’s shoulder* It sounds like it’s time for the mushrooms to fungi different people.  
	Toad #3: *jaw drops, then an affirming nod* Thanks. *he runs off* 
	Princess Peach: *raising an eyebrow* Not bad. There’s a princess in you yet. I might have you take over this place when I’m an old hag. 
	Toadette: That’d be… cool. 
	Princess Peach: Would you want that? 
	Toadette: …um, yeah. Maybe. Yeah. Um. 
	Toad #2 again: *skies turning dark red, black clouds forming over the kingdom, eyes turning demonic red, eyebrows lowered to slits with the deep, piercing rumble* I. SAID. HI. 
	Princess Peach and Toad: H—hi. 
	Toad #2: *everything returns to normal, the sun shining in the blue sky once again, full grin and bright-eyed smile* See ya. *runs off*
	Toadette and the princess offer each other a glance, silently vowing to never speak of this moment again. 
	Toad #9: My wife is going into labor. Help me!
	Princess Peach: Do I look like a fucking doctor? Do I? 
	Toadette: …I was actually in PA school for a bit. 
	Toad #9: Like that’s gonna fucking help anyone. 
	Toadette: …*sigh* you’re right. 
	Princess Peach: Hospital, go. 
	Toad #9: They can help with something like that? Really? Thanks, princess! 
	Princess Peach: *rubbing her forehead temples* Seriously, these fucking people.  
	Toad #10: Can I get your autograph? 
	Toad #11: I need emotional guidance. 
	Toad #12: I need spiritual guidance. 
	Toad #13: Should I take a gap year or do something useful? 
	Toad #14: Can you do my taxes? 
	Toad #15: I can’t handle the same Jessie episode for the 500th time today. I just can’t. 
	Toadette: You can turn off the TV and read a book. 
	Toad #15: Don’t be crazy now. 
	Toad #16: I’m lonesome. 
	Toad #17: I’m lonely. 
	Toad #6: I Said. Is. She. Single?! Help a brudda out, man. *full tears* I can’t do the Tinder anymore. 
	Toad #18: Should I use my salary for lipo or a Disney cruise? 
	Toad #19: I’m lonesome AND lonely.  
	Toad #20: Ven you got it, flou-nt it. *shy blushing* Step right up and strut yoo-ur stoof. 
	Toad #21: *turning to Toad #20* What the fuck is wrong with you. 
	Toad #22: I don’t know about you, but I’m feelin’…
	Toad #23: Please, just stop. 
	Toad #22: Omg, let me be me Chad. You always dim my light. 
	Toad #24: Birdo keeps messaging me winky faces on Grindr and it’s creeping me the fuck out *phone buzzes* Oh my god. Is that-- *raised eyebrows* Hm. *sends addy*
	Toad #25: My FaceTime isn’t working properly on my iPhone! 
	Princess Peach: I am not the fucking geek squad at fucking Best Buy. Ok, we gotta go, follow me. *she ushers her past the looming, chaotic crowd of boisterous Toads, charging through the colorful path of distorted mushroom branches to a glorious castle peeking out through the shrubbery. 
	Toadette: That’s my new home?
	Princess Peach: As long as you want it. 
	Toadette: Wh—you don’t have to do this. I don’t deserve it. I was fine with my dun—my space in the caves. 
	Princess Peach: *disturbed look* They really did a number on you didn’t they? I wish I got there sooner. 
	Toadette: They weren’t all bad, just… I don’t know… they’re different. They show love differently. 
	Princess Peach: Is that what they tell you to believe? 
	Toadette: I guess. *sigh*
	Princess Peach: Ever heard of gaslighting? 
	Toadette: I totes have. *snap* 
	Princess Peach: *confused look*
	Toadette: Sorry, I… *tears start to well up out of nowhere, the sadness becomes out of control* ne-nevermind let’s go in. I can’t wait to see every inch of this place. 
	Toadette: *beautiful towers of elegant pink and red structures envelop her every direction, and fa—flags raised above the thick brick pillars attached to elegant banners stand beside tapestries in all directions. A collaged stained-glass depiction of the beautiful princess stands tall above her gleaming with majesty and ever-standing wonder. Several Toads brandished in armor guard numerous doors and passageways past endless red-carpeted staircases. What’s come over Toadette, she wonders? Perhaps she’s more homesick than she thought. 
	The two spend the rest of the day exploring the entirety of the royal dwelling, the princess guiding her on sophisticated tea drinking techniques, how to go about bringing proper legislation to Congress (a group of bearded Toads sitting around a dusty library table with a magnifying glass), how to smile in an over-the-top fake manner uttering catchphrases that can be easily translated to a variety of languages, and learning how to solve the goings-on in diplomatic relations. After a long day of nonstop education, the two decide it is time to call it a night. 
***
	Toadette rests in her new palace bedroom, staring at the ceiling thinking of all the craziness that has just occurred in her life. So much has happened. Everything is different now. Everything! No more cellar, chains, locks, rats, spiders… none of that. Just beautiful curtains, lovely paintings, glowing tapestries, and shimmering chandeliers. God, this would be everyone’s dream room, a fantasy, even. So… why isn’t she happy? Why are the only things she can think about are video games? Video games, and those tw-- Princess Peach knocks on the door, slowly strolling in with some hot chocolate and cookies holding her cellphone to her ear. 
	Princess Daisy: We’re starting the go-kart race! I said we. are. sta-art-ing. Peach, where the hell are you? You’re missing all of this shit. We’re having fun without your ass. Nighttime race, bitches! Where’s the turtle shell? You got it? You got it? Ah, you gon get it man. 
	Princess Peach: *whispers loudly enough to not disturb Toadette* I just adopted a girl, and it’s her first night here, can you give me a break? I’ll join you later. 
	Princess Daisy: You adopted her? Oh yeah, you said you were going to do that. God, that’s so nice of you, Peach. You’re just Mother Teresa, aren’t ya? That’s why everyone loves you. Everyone loves Peach, the true princess, the classic princess, right? Not the knockoff copy version. 
	Princess Peach: Daisy…
	Princess Daisy: No, no, I’ll show you! I’ll show you *holds phone to the rest of the racers, screaming over the roaring go-kart engines* Right? That’s why we all love Peach! She’s the queen! The fuckin’ princess AND the fuckin’ queen! Guess there’s no titles left for me, huh. None at all. Nope! 
	Princess Peach: Daisy, please. 
	Baby Peach: *Taking helmet off, looks at her with a pacifier in the nearby racecar*
	Princess Daisy: God, even your baby self is perfect. Perfect little crown for a perfect little girl. Fuckin’ perfect. *bursts into full tears* Not a single thing wrong with you, at all. Nothing. Your whole fuckin’ life just fuckin’ Miss America, aren’t you? I’m just the girl next do--
	Bowser: Daisy, seriously. We’re all trying to race, let’s just have some fun, ok? It’ll be fun. This is supposed to be a good time. I’ll even let you pass the finish line before me, alright? Will that make you happy? How about I give you a blue shell, you love that. 
	Princess Daisy: Pretty, pretty pleeeassseeeee *extreme tears, banging the side of her go-kart* Don’t you ever, ever feeeeelllll *sobs* like you’re less than, fuckin’--
	Lakitu: Daisy, want to sit this one out. You can just take a break. 
	Princess Daisy: NO! Shut up! 
	Lakitu: *sighs* Start your engines… 
	Princess Daisy: Oh! Oh, you guys want to hear the kicker? Want to hear the fucking kicker? The piece de resistance! I’ll tell you! In Smash Bros, I wasn’t always a character. No, I wasn’t… but get this, you could change Peach’s clothes to look like me if you wanted. That you can do. Oh, we don’t need Daisy we’ll give Peach her whole fucking persona as a wardrobe option. Do you know what did to me?! 
	*Yoshi stares at her for 5 seconds, rapidly shooting his slender tongue out to grab a nearby apple off a tree* 
	Princess Daisy: *putting her head on the steering wheel* No, you don’t fuckin’ know, Yoshi. You don’t fuckin’ know. 
	Lakitu: It is time to start. 
	Princess Peach: Daisy, I need to go. It’s her bedtime. 
	Princess Daisy: I’m perfect, I am. I’m enough. You can change my wardrobe to look like you! How about that. *a few light sobs* How about that, huh? 
	Princess Peach: Talk to you later… *click*
	Toadette: She seems fun, I’d like to meet her. 
	Princess Peach: You will soon; tonight, you just get some sleep. I’m so glad you like it here. 
	Toadette: Of course! I owe you everything. Thank you so much. 
	Princess Peach: Goodnight. 
	Toadette: Night. 
	Princess Peach leaves the room quietly, leaving a dim light on for her to sleep. She suddenly hears the young girl’s phone ring. The princess hides behind the side of the bedroom door listening to the conversation to follow. 
	Toadette: *stumbles to grab the phone, in total shock at what she sees on the screen* Dad? 
	Ashin: Omg, how are you!? Did you make it there safely? Are you loving it? Tell me everything. We’re totes all ears over here – you’re on speaker. 
	Antoine: How’s it over there? Any crazy stories?
	Toadette is in complete shock, she can barely keep the phone held in her shaking hands. What. is. happening. Hell has frozen over.  
	Toadette: You… you called me? You guys care about me? Are you kidding me? What is going on---
	Ashin: Of course! 
	Antoine: We love you. 
	Toadette drops her phone on the floor, causing a slight crash while a cookie falls off the nearby tray. 
	Ashin: How is the food there? What do the Toads do for fun? Do they play that sports we were talking about. Sports is the wide name for it, I think, I did some research for half a minute before I got distracted by the fashion channel; there’s specific ones that make it up: basketball, baseball, hockey, id really k I mean that’s what I read, I don’t know what they mean. Do those words make sense to you? 
	Antoine: How is Peach? You’re in a castle now? What is that like? Do you have servants? Are there guards? 
	Ashin: Tell us it all. Leave no stone unturned. 
	Toadette: Are you kidding me? *full tears forming* I thought… I didn’t… think you wanted me around—
	Ashin: Of course we do. 
	Antoine: Always. 
	Ashin: You know we like to play. Bicker. Banter. It’s totes our thing. 
	Antoine: Totes. 
	Ashin: Omg, what’s this about a Bowser Jr. Peach told us about. You get the bad boy thing from me, that’s for sure. Have you two hung out yet? What’s the sitch? 
	Princess Peach grins, hidden in the shadows. 
	Antoine: Get a lifestyle, Shego… that’s an actual quote. That was an insult back then. That was cool. 
	Ashin: Omg isn’t it funny how Wade was always working from home and now everybody is it’s just crazy how times change like tha—
	Antoine: Can you focus. 
	Ashin: Anytime, anywhere, have you heard… that I’m all about saving…
	Antoine: We’ve lost him. 
	Ashin: All you have to do is… 
	Antoine: *locks eyes with Ashin for 5 seconds*
	Ashin: *whispers* …say the word. 
	Toadette bursts into laughter, knocking over her hot chocolate fully onto the floor. The brown liquid spills out everywhere dirtying and staining the pristine, cozy carpet. Princess Peach can’t help but laugh herself, still hiding behind the door. 
	Toadette: Um… *wiping back tears of joy* wow, I… can I call you tomorrow to talk? I’m just kind of tired. We were doing royal duties all day. I’m learning what it’s like to be a princess… it’s a lot of work. 
	Antoine: Of course. Anytime. We’re always here. 
	Ashin: Always. Have a good sleep. 
	Antoine: We could always play some games over Wi-Fi. We can do that, right? 
	Ashin: I don’t fucking know how that works. 
	Antoine: We can figure it out. 
	Ashin: …but that’s technology and reading manuals and shit and ugh… no, yes… we’ll figure it out. 
	Toadette: Sounds perfect. 
	Ashin: Toodles!
	Antoine: Bye. Bye is ok to say too. Bye. 
	Toadette: *hangs up the phone, entirely baffled by what has occurred* Those two? It’s almost a dream come true. She turns off the light, unable to stop a flood of tears from pouring loudly; she hopes the princess can’t hear her wails in the dark. They loved her all along, huh. Princess Peach is slumped down in the hallway, her head buried into her hands ruffling up her dress. The faint candle light flickers, giving little sparks of light into the ever-darkening castle corridor. 
	Princess Peach: *whispering to herself* What have I done? 
***
	Ashin holds Antoine, both of them hiding their total despair. They didn’t want her to know how sad they really were. 
	Ashin: I miss her so much. I can’t even function-- *wiping tears away* 
	Antoine: I know. 
	Ashin: I guess we have to get used to this. She’s gone. It’s what she wants. 
	Antoine: She’s happier now. I’m sure of it. 
	Ashin: I hope so. 
A faint phone noise rumbles, and it quickly vibrates on the table, an image blaring on the screen with a bright Grindr logo. 
	Antoine: Oh my god. Birdo. Enough. What are you even sendin-- 
	Ashin: *wiping a tear away* clicks and enlarges the photo. 
	Antoine: Huh. 
	Ashin: *raising eyebrows* 
	Antoine and Ashin in a simultaneous burst after glancing at each other for 3 seconds: Send addy. 




The End 

	
	
	
	

	
	
	 
	
	

image1.jpeg




