A Princess’/Princess’s (Which Is It?) Advice
Toadette: Is he free today? 
Toadette knocks on Princess Peach’s study, finding her hard at work processing an order on how to tell the Toads apart from one another. She carefully holds up two model-style head shots of two renowned citizens, Mr. Toad and Mr. Toad, respectfully, attempting to spot different spot variations as she sips a spot of tea, petting her dog… Spike. Various legal forms flood her desk as she struggles to sign numerous documents and government certificates. The monotony begins to eat at her, and she reminds herself this is who she is, after all, who she always has been. If she’s not the princess, then who is she? Is Peach good enough on its own; does it need the preceding title to make the name worthy? She shakes her head. Hell, she’s starting to sound like Princess Daisy. Princess Peach laughs to herself at the thought, for she is nothing like her; even on Peach’s darkest days, she knows inside that she does matter; even if it’s hard to see. Lost in contemplation, she catches sight of fifty different Toad profiles scattered across her desk, each containing the same lifeless, empty smile as the last. Perhaps they’re all demons masquerading as little mushrooms, fuck; she wouldn’t be surprised. God, she needs a vacation; the madness just remains continuous. Lately, there’s been mass chaos giving out IDs at the DMV as the Toads themselves forget who they individually are when amassed in great numbers. 
***
A small red-spotted white-helmeted gentleman with a tiny blue vest and comfy diaper takes his ticket from the front desk and takes his seat with the rest of the customers. Can I use ‘and’ twice in a sentence like that? Probably not. You can’t really notice it though because the first and was about two related things, not a sequential event like the second one was; so it’s like glossed over? It probably wouldn’t even have been noticed if this much attention wasn’t brought to it. Regardless, both ands are going to stay there. A couple other Toads glance his direction, realizing their numbered tickets have quite similar photos on the front. 
Toad: Who are you guys? I’m Toad. 
Toad: I’m Toad. 
Toad: I’m also Toad. 
Toad: How long have you been me? 
Toad: How long have I been you?
Toad: You’d be surprised.
Toad: I got that right.  
Toad: How long have both of you been me? How long has everyone been me? 
Toad: Were you ever you? 
Toad: You can fuckin’ say that again, man. All the masks I wear on the daily. Where does the bit end and my personality begin?
Toad: I wasn’t feeling like myself today, but maybe I was? *glancing to the Toad to his left*
Toad: Wth does that even mean? *moves two seats away, yet both continue firm eye contact* 
Toad: My therapist said I need to really look at myself in the mirror, but man, huh, not like this. *massive crying, huddled on the floor* Not like this. Not yet. 
Toad: *patting him on the shoulder*
Toad: Don’t touch you! Get off of you.
Toad: You’re just trying to help! Let you help! 
Toad: *tears slowly forming* This is my battle alone, I hear you, his battle! Not mine. I need to let you face my demons. 
Toad: I get that. I’ve always gotten that. They can’t carry it for you, but he can carry me! He knows that. 
Toad: *jaw dropped, holds up hand covering his mouth, more tears forming* 
Toad: Well, I’m going first in line if I’m that Toad too. 
Toad: I’m working the desk, and you have to wait in line. 
Toad: Maybe I’m you and I’m working the desk. 
Toad: Holy shit. 
Toad: I’m not paying this ticket if I’m that Toad over there.
Toad: *looking across the DMV* God, I am hot. I hope I have a chance with me?  
Toad: If that Toad wins Wimbledon, does that mean I did too? That would be sick. *turns to three Toads to his left* Wimbledon, man. 
Toad: Tennis racquets are twice the size of us. 
Toad: Oh, we’re spelling things all fancy today. Rackets is just fine. I don’t even like sports; I’m going to the theatre to see a film with my yoghurt. 
Toad: Well, I’m going to the theater to see a movie, and that doesn’t make me any less than you. *hair flip* 
Toad: Who’s idea was it to give all the Hawaiian Dugtrios long, wavy locks I am lmao rn.
Toad: What the fuck is even Weezing. It’s a very disturbing creature. Has anyone really looked at that. My God. The second little head… it’s calling out for help. The third one is just…omg. I just want to help. 
Toad: Does that mean I don’t like sports if he doesn’t? I have the top batting average on my baseball team! I mean, huh, I thought they did. *goes home and destroys mitt, gloves, helmet, and bats* 
Toad: I kind of like sports. 
Toad: He does? 
Toad: They do, you guess. 
Toad: *goes to Dunham’s and buys another mitt, gloves, helmet, and bats* He used their credit card. 
Toad: We can also just be original. Be our own person. 
Toad: Can you not say “we” right now. There having an identity crisis. You don’t know who I are anymore. 
Toad: If your going to try too make that joke, please use the write their.
Toad: Not all of us are scholars. 
Toad: Well, he is… so I guess it fucking does! I guess I can teach college classes now. *points to himself* Call you professor Toad. Write you a 10-page essay with journal sources that really just means Wikipedia and Quizlet. 
Toad: All my Works Cited is Toad.
Toad: All my Word Cited is you. 
Toad: *leaps back in shock* 
Toad: You’ve been in community college for 6 years, Chad. What am I doing? 
Toad: Am I even in this body?
Toad: Dreams vs. reality, ha! What’s the difference? *grabs Toad to his left, looks him straight in the eye* the pain never stops. 
Toad: What even is a body, you guys? *grabbing his diaper, ripping his blue vest apart bit by bit* Ah, these clothes! Brian, look at your ears. They’re like dog ears. How ya doin’ that? How ya doin’ that? 
Toad: You guys, look at me now. We’re starting to be stronger, there’s no time to stop now, no. I’m touching the clouds. They’re flying higher and higher, he’s not trying to come down. 
Toad: *sniffles* Go for the sky, man. I’m here man, God, I’m just watching it. 
Toad: I think you’re all just manifestations of my own mind’s projections. And you have been all this time. Nobody else was real. I knew it. *the void begins and ends… forever* *eyes fully dilated, head tilted to the side, slow drool* 
Toad: *tears start to form, hiding behind the crowd near him* I’m scaring you.
Toad: He’s, he’s gone. He figured it out. 
Toad: #51! Calling #51! 5!1! Can I please come up here? Anyone, somehow? 
All the customers in unidaughter: Here! 
*massive brawl ensues, cabinets smashed and glass shattered, papers thrown everywhere, one Toad climbs on the front desk ripping off all of his clothes and begins the classic Tarzan howl bashing his chest with both fists, three others tackle him mid-way through and all crash into 5 other Toads trying vehemently to white out all the legal documents while another Toad begins to acapella-ly blare “Your Heart Will Go On” after several failed extremely aggressive attempts to force the Toad next to him to recreate the “I’m Flying” scene, making sure to hum all the instrumental parts at full volume. He is also tackled 4 seconds into this endeavor, smashed face-first into the nearby glass window, battling through the mind-numbing pain, he gently hums to himself in a barely audible whisper, “…this is real, this is you, *several firm nods* he’s exactly who I’m supposed to be,” a hand firmly grabs his head, lifting him delicately up a few inches, then slamming him once more into the scattered glass fragments*
***
Princess Peach: It’s the spots you know. *gives Toadette a firm nod of confirmation* 
Toadette: What are you talking about? 
Princess Peach: How you tell them apart? They’re like snowflakes, each one is a little different. One only has to be patient enough to take a closer look. 
Toadette: Um. 
	Princess Peach: The Toads? Did you miss that? 
	Toadette: I don’t know what the narrator is saying.
	Princess Peach: Oh, sorry. I probably don’t either. 
	Princess Daisy: I’m Daisy! 
	Princess Peach: I’m sorry. Can who hang out? Daisy might want to come over. We could go for a walk to the mall or something. 
	Toadette: Oh, uh, that’s ok. 
	Princess Daisy: Fuck you! 
	Princess Peach: Wait, who are you talk--? …him? Toadette. 
	Toadette: Yeah, um… um, you think he can come over again? I was thinking we could go to the lake or just hang out by the fire flower store. Maybe ride bikes around the--
	Princess Peach: Bowser Jr? Again? You were just with him a couple days ago. Bowser told me he’s in specialized math tutoring today because he’s, let me read the group text, *holds up phone, squinting eyes to see* “…dumber than a box of rocks rotting on the freeway. Ha!” Sorry, that last part was from Wario. Were you not concerned playing the board game with him a while ago? 
	Toadette: *sigh* Yeah, I guess. I mean he could count well, until he ran out of fingers. *bigger sigh* He also forgot he had another hand. 
	Princess Peach: Let’s let him do schoolwork right now. Look how smart you are, you really don’t need much help. Unlike that boy, you know that division has nothing to do with eyesight. Let him catch up. 
	Toadette: He’s not that far behind… I mean, what does he need math for? I can handle the taxes, rent, and grocery shopping when we’re older. 
	Princess Peach: Oh boy. We need to have a little talk later. How about you go watch Psych, take your mind off of him. You’d been wanting to see it, right? 
	Toadette: *brushes hand away* Eh, I’ll get to it later. 
	Princess Peach: Will you though? 
	Toadette: *sighs*
	Princess Peach: Go do something else. Maybe read your I Survived books? You love natural disasters in historical context. 
	Toadette: *light smiles* …ha, yeah. I was reading one with Bow-J a while ago, we were having a great time. He was doing fine until the 2-syllable words began. *eyebrows lowered, smile fades* Then, the crying. I… um… anyway, maybe afterward he could come back. 
	Princess Peach: Toadette, I feel you’re getting a bit… attached, so to speak? Is having a close friend new for you? 
	Toadette: I guess. 
	Princess Peach: If you ask me…
Toadette: I didn’t. 
Princess Peach: Learn to be happy by yourself. We were discussing this with your fathers in the dungeon last time. You can’t depend on someone else like this. Why can’t you just fall in love with your life as it is right now? 
	Toadette: I know, I know. 	
	Princess Peach: Hey… *leans in, places a hand on her shoulder* are you sure you’re ready for this? 
	Toadette: I mean I really thought I was. 
	Princess Peach: Ok, well, maybe he is too… just give it some time. It’ll happen when and if it’s meant to. 
	Toadette: *smiles, quickly fading back down* 
	Princess Peach: Besides, I don’t like communicating with Bowser, even for business affairs. As of late, he continually sends me links to this XHamster? Quite a bit. I’m supposed to join in a video? Have you heard of it? I think it’s for his company files; I haven’t really checked into it.  
	Toadette: It’s probably about taking care of pets.  
Princess Peach: Oh, well that’s sweet. He’s got a kind side sometimes.
Toadette: Don’t let that excuse the bad. 
Princess Peach: Where did that come from?
Toadette: Hey, miss… I… ah… 
	Princess Peach: What is it? You’re hiding something. 
	Toadette: It’s just… *sigh, stares at little brown feet, glances toward a nearby tapestry depicting a shirtless Herculean-buff Toad stomping on a Goomba*
	Princess Peach: *leans down and puts a hand on her shoulder* Toadette, you need to learn to trust me. I’m you’re guardian now, you’re protector. You’re rock. You’re confidant. Your going to have to get used to it. I mean if you threw a party, and invited everyone you kne-
Toadette: Stop. 
Princess Peach: What I’m trying to say is you don’t need to be afraid to talk to me about anything. 
	Toadette: *light smile* I just… this is so, so different. I’m just used to being a lone wolf, my own pack. My own two feet and the open road. Just me, myself, and…
Princess Peach: Do not start singing that again.
Toadette: …but it’s so amazing. Literally the most beautiful song and message I’ve ever heard. 
Princess Peach: *sigh* It is. We’ll sing it together later. 
Toadette: With Toadsworth like usual? 
Princess Peach: Of course. God that old dude has some pipes, man. 
Toadette: I don’t get why he has to swing around the cane like a stripper pole, or put his spectacles on everyone’s forehead. Can’t the Florian just let people have the fun? Professa in the day, rockstar in the ni—
Princess Peach: Wait, what were you going to say? You’ve been avoiding something. 
Toadette: I… I don’t want to say it. You’ve done so much for me, I don’t want to… *big sigh* There’s just something else happening. 
Princess Peach: Tell. Me. Whatever it is, we can handle it together. 
Toadette: Are you kidding me? I’ve never had someone care about me before. 
	Princess Peach: I didn’t say that; I said you can trust me. 
	Toadette: *nods* 
	Princess Peach: What is it? Don’t be afraid. Just tell me. 
	Toadette: My dads… uh… want to come visit. See the kingdom. Check out the scenery. The lay of the land. He said its like their getting sick of they’re mountainous, elevation environment and they want two experience something knew, get out of the swing of things and let lose a little; I mean there getting a bit older now, they’ve got nothing to loose. He sent on the group text: “I need to see the world, Antoine. Let my wings breathe and soar beyond what you demand me to be for your own comfort zone. You’re trapping me in a cage of gaslightment like you’ve always done since day one and continue to do without fail. You--
	Princess Peach: I got it. *massive sigh, rubbing the temples of her head* It’s just, they aren’t exactly… easy to deal with. I get it, I yanked you out of your home warm turkey; you’re going to need some time to adjust. I mean, of course they can come visit. Have they booked the tickets yet? I could fly them here. Next month some time would be ideal, perhaps in the later weeks, after the celebrations; it could even be for a long weekend—
	Ashin: OMG, royalty, right? This is living. This is what I deserve, what should be part of my life on the daily. Where I belong. What I need. What I crave. What I yearn for. 
	Princess Peach: What. 
	Antoine: Woooowwwwwww, it’s so beautiful. I’ve got the shoes, I’ve got the dress, *full spin on one leg* that makes me a princess, *shy blushes, glancing at each person* I guess. 
	Toad Guard: *lowers eyebrows and raises spear* 
	Princess Peach: How. 
	Toadette: I’m as confused as you are broseph. 
	Princess Peach: How, why… so soon? Already? The Covid-altered flights? The cost? The short notice? You have to go through a forest to get here. There’s a ton of battled cutscenes where you each have to take turns hitting each other for hours. The… how… 
	Kamek: You guys! I finally did it. The teleportation portal spell, it works. It works! Anyone can travel anywhere, anyplace, anytime. This is a groundbreaking and airfixing development in space, science, technology, transportation, space, and humanity that will no doubt pave the future moving forward. Everything and every way we travel is going to change. Forever! A new era is born, today, my friends, and we shall face it together, hand-in-hand all the way, paving the route forward for all of humanity as one; one people, one nation, one world. *tears* What better way to pilot it then reuniting a daughter with her beloved fathers.
	Toad: That’s not the right adjective. 
	Princess Peach: You’re the best, Kamek. So glad you’re here. *hold his face mere millimeters from hers so their noses graze each other ever so slightly* So glad. 
	Kamek: …I’m married. 
Princess Peach: Ok, if you’re both gonna be here, you’re gonna work. I won’t have you just mulling about the palace causing disturbances and getting in everyone’s way like physician assistants; I most certainly will not have you touching everything… Antoine, get off of that Toad’s head, now! 
	Antoine: I wanted to see if the white head thingy was squishy. 
	Toad: I’m ok with it. And it was before you… 
Ashin: What does ‘work’ mean? 
Princess Peach: I have a life coaching consultation service beginning in an hour. I think it’d be good for you two to join, see other people’s struggles/perspectives and get out of your own bullshit for a change. Ashin, over the course I’ve known you, I feel you’re a bit, I don’t mean to be direct, dismissive and condescending to those around you. From what I’ve gathered looking down on you, I think you feel you’re above others--
	Ashin: *raises pointer finger diagonally to the ceiling level* What in the actual fuck. If you EVER talk to me like that again Miss Uppity Self-Righteous Overly Worshipped Never-Been-Challenged Everyone Just Bows Down Narcisticisus Ass-Bitc—
	Toad: *shifts her eyebrows up and down with a hidden smile* 
	Princess Peach: What was… Toadette. 
	Toad Imperial Guard: You can’t fucking speak to her that way you’re out you’re OUT out of the castle banned from the kingdom! Banned! Escort him out immediately you are banished hereby indefinitely from—
	Bowser Jr: Ind—indif—indefini—in, in *tears start to form* 
	Ashin: *lifts right leg back fully in punting stance*
	Toad Imperial Guard: What… what are you… ah… oh my god, oh no, no… 
	Ashin: *bashes Toad in the face with his extremely hairy (like Hobbit level) sandaled foot knocking him across the extended corridor past where they can see. His high-pitched wails fade into the distant darkness until they slowly are inaudible.
	Antoine: I liked him. *eyebrows lower* *whispers delicately to himself* Too much. 
	Ashin: What were you rambling about, hon? Giving advice? Yeah, I can do that. I’ll start with you. I’ve got quite a bit already thought of starting with the tacky, dowdy arm-length gloves. Is this like your idea of early 20th century women’s European fashion? *motions to Antoine* That means the early 1900s. It’s a little trick in my head whatever century you just go back a number to know the year it’s confusing as all hell but that’s the way it i—
	Princess Peach: …
	Antoine: What’s a century. Is it like pennies. 
	Princess Peach: We are giving life-coaching services to better the lives of all that require assistance. You two are joining the panel, or you can go. That’s the way it is. It is decreed. 
	Ashin: I can also decree my fist in yo--
	Toadette: Hey, miss… 
	Princess Peach: That’s probably supposed to be capitaliz—
	Toadette: I cannot stress to you… I mean, there is no way I can—I just cannot put into words how bad of an idea—I can’t even begin to tell you how horrible letting them give advice would—
	Princess Peach: Oh, relax. They’ll be thrilled. It’ll be fine. 
	Toadette: Someone will be fined. 
	Princess Peach: I’ve gotten to know those two; they’ll love giving guidance to souls in question. They’ll feel a sense of duty, of leadership; they’ll latch on to the responsibility of having someone count on your wisdom. 
	Toadette: That’s Princess Zelda’s thing. There’s a whole Triforce involved with that, you see; all three of them bring their own values to unite into an eternal struggle of—
	Princess Peach: Don’t talk about her again. 
	Toadette. Ok. 
	Antoine: Yeah, we’ll help. Fine, fine, fine, whateveez, I got nothing else planned. Someone over here has lots of experience servi—
	Ashin: OH. MY. GOD. …*shifts shoulders up* Huh. 
	Antoine: *frowns*
	Princess Peach: You guys, people are depending on me. This is a very serious task I’m asking of you. Please try to help them; just give it your best effort. Try to put yourselves in their shoes. Have empathy. Give an outward perspective that can truly make a difference in someone’s life. Who wouldn’t want to do that? 
	Ashin: *remembering sitting outside in his thoughts that one long day, feeling as though he’d contributed nothing more than the stream running into the woods* Ok, fine. Let’s do it.  
	Princess Peach: That was… um… not a crazy response, ok. Let’s get prepared to change the world! 
	Antoine: Change also means pennies. 
	Toadette: *taps his shoulder in encouragement* Yes, it does. 
	Antoine: *nods*
***
	Princess Peach, Toadette, Antoine, and A-- (Ashin: Omg are you sirius black why the fuck am I listed las--) Ashin, and Antoine prepare to (Ashin: Why is the little shit before m—) Princess Peach, Ashin, Antoine, and Toadet-- (Ashin: Are you saying I’m lower than her because she’s a princess? I don’t fucking care what the bitch is. We are all the same. The same level. Equal. She is not above me or anyone else by any means--) *sighs* Ashin, Princess Peach, Toadette, and Antoine (Antoine: Hi.) prepare their long Last Supper style desk to take on questions from ever-longing citizens of the Mushroom Kingdom. Hell, if they’re lucky, maybe they can truly make a difference in the lives of those that truly need a savior, truly. 
	Princess Peach: Remember, each Toad has his unique set of problems, personality, and sense of character/identity. 
	Toadette: Are they all guys? 
	Princess Peach: Well, they tried making a female -- *motions to the monks* you see how that turned out. 
	Ashin: Fucking preach. 
	Toadette: *nods* 
	Antoine: Preach is close to the spelling of Peach. 
	Toad Guard: *light fake smiles, tries to avoid eye contact* 
	Antoine: *tries very hard to make eye contact with Toad Guard* 
	Toad Guard: *raises staff a bit shifting backward* I just… I don’t feel saf--
	 Princess Peach: Oh! *everyone covers their ears* I think we have our first taker. Come in! Come in! What can we assist you with today. 
Toadette: There’s supposed to be a question ma—
An older woman with a bright colored floral T-shirt, white flip flops, sunglasses, and a large fluffy hat quickly shuffles in. Her bright blue striped blouse glistens in the moonlight with her thigh-high boots. She carefully removes her spectacles and dusts off her tennis shoes, barely able to see with her cataracts, ballroom gown, and tuxedo. 
Toadette: Oh! Oh wow! It’s… *holds little hands to her mouth* Oh my, it’s *tears start forming* I can’t believe it. You guys, it’s… 
Grandma: Hey, Peach. I got a problem. A big problem. I gambled away all my savings last night, and I need to figure out how to get more lottery tickets. Stat. Soaring Eagle has my face on the Wanted poster, Firekeepers banned me for false credit, and no one will let me bet on the horse-racing because I tried to give Johnny a little Steroid boost in the stables when everyone was asleep. And I need to figure out how. To. Get. More. Lottery. Tickets. Now! The gas station and my card company won’t let—
Toadette: Grandma! Grandma! *unable to hide her excitement, quickly shifts her tiny body off the chair, eager to run back to her former guardian* I missed you so much! I have so—
Grandma: Oh I forget she moved here. God damn it I’m not fucking doing this Peach I’m going to the casino again under my hood can you please wire the cash there before noon. I saw all the cakes in Warioland I know you got it-- *sees Toadette running her direction*
Grandma: *amplified deep breath, dilated eyes* Back. Stay. Fucking. Back. 
Toadette: *continues forward* 
Grandma: *swings purse at little mushroom girl lunging for her pant leg* 
Toadette: *dodges and grabs her other leg* 
Grandma: *pulls back purse and slams it down at full force* 
Toadette: *leaps back out of the way* We play games like this. *giggles* 
Grandma: Ahhhhhhhhh! *hurls whole entire purse directly at her, medications, sweaters, candies, and various knick-knacks spilled out onto the tile floor, Toadette jumps out of the way just in time* 
Toadette: Haha, Grandma. 
Grandma: *nervous panting, heavy breathing, makes a mad dash towards the corridor, barreling past two guards with spears blocking the path * You can’t… catch me. She can’t. She CAN’T. She can’t. Never again. I know she can’t. *loses flip flop running, glances back for it, sees hazy pink outline in the distance, abandons the shoe and continues running*
Princess Peach: Oh my, we have another taker! How can we assist you today, sir? I have my helpers with me; we can, collectively, offer our unique take on your situation to give some insight and proper guidance as a team to better your situa—
	Ashin: What’s the goddamn problem? There’s a line here.
	Confused Toad: I…uh… am lost in life. Totally lost. 
	Ashin: We can see that. 
	Princess Peach: *bashes his arm* 
	Confused Toad: I just feel so… so… 
	Antoine: Spit it out. We don’t have all day. 
	Toadette: Like you have anything else going on. 
	Ashin: Can you shut your—
	Princess Peach: Guys! Please continue… 
	Confused Toad:  …I’m a copy? Like not necessary? There’s a billion of me. Why do I matter? What do I bring to the table, personally? The DMV just… it messed me up. How do I stand out? I keep listening to “Original” by Sia – fucking beautiful song – Jesus. It’s just not helping though… I don’t believe it. I mean, you write the world you live in, right? I want to do it my own way. Never want to be just--
	Princess Peach: Ah! I get it, we so get it. What you need to understand is… 
	Antoine: Why don’t we just talk down to him from our high royal horses. 
	Toadette: He’s right… can you say that differently? You tend to talk a little, rudely?
	Princess Peach: Sorry, I’m just used to speaking like this. It’s part of the job. What I believe you could try to understand is… 
	Toadette: *sigh*
	Princess Peach: We can all seem similar. Hell, there’s so many of us on the planet; why should even one of us matter. Fuck, I mean, what even is the point? Can’t we all just be replaced in a second’s time by another in line? Who would even bat an eye? Friends, family perhaps… but that would fade. 
	Toadette: Are you supposed to be helping? 
	Confused Toad: *starts crying* 
	Toad Guards: *start crying*
	Princess Peach: *starts crying*
	Antoine: *starts crying*
	Ashin: Who keeps hiring Trish for these jobs? 
	Princess Peach: I mean, we’ve all felt that way, right? Guys?  
	Ashin: I don’t. I’m amazing. 
	Antoine: I also think you’re amazing. 
	Antoine: Same. 
	Ashin: Why wouldn’t you? Why wouldn’t anyone? 
	Toadette: Who talks like this? 
	Antoine: Maybe I couldn’t think if a zombie was eating my brain. 
	Ashin: OMG I would totes save you from the zombie babe. 
	Antoine: You would? 
	Ashin: Yes! I mean, unless I could be in danger or harmed… 
	Antoine: What?
	Ashin: Words cannot capture our love, babe. It’s like a comet pulled from orbit, as it passes a sun.  
	Antoine: Omg… like a seed dropped by a skybird in a distant wood? 
	Princess Peach: The Glee version is like the greatest thing I’ve ever heard. How can anyone not be in tears after that? My Lord.  
	Antoine: …but then, I guess *light smiles*… we know there’s blame to share. 
	Ashin: What? I’ve done nothing wrong ever. 
Toadette: I made a good move. 
Ashin: I’m your parachute, babe. We skydive together. 
Toadette: *pulls out Switch* God, that is so fucking cool every time, every tower. Amazing addition. Beautiful.  
Princess Peach: We are working. 
Toadette: I’m saving the world rn. 
Princess Peach: The real world here is waiting on you. 
Confused Toad: *picking his nose, grossed out look at what has come out* I can just go you guys. It doesn’t even matter. 
Toadette: …but it’s so cool. Look at it! Such a beautiful world, there’s a whole sky you can explore now. It’s even a whole ‘nother map. 
Princess Peach: Toadette, we have a guest needing our help. Didn’t we talk about video games before? *lightly smiles at Confused Toad* Sorry…  
Toadette: And there’s an all-female Gerudo town. All women! God, that’d be nice. These two couldn’t get in. God, my dream come true. Amirite? Amirite? Yeah, I’m right. 
Antoine: Ha, that’s the opposite of the spa Ashin goes to every day. 
Ashin: It is not every… I don’t stay that long. 
Antoine: When Noah’s there you stay pretty fucking long, Ashin. Pretty. Fucking. Long. 
Princess Peach: Antoine, please. Our guest. 
Toadette: I mean it’s not worth living in the desert, though. 
Antoine: Dessert is the one spelled with two s’s because there’s lots of snakes. 
Bowser Jr: Nods. 
Toadette: I’d rather live with the Zoras. *stares at Confused Toad* …but it’s like raining all the time. That would get old. 
Confused Toad: Why are you pink. You’re unique, aren’t you? *starts crying again* …the opposite of me! Wahhhhhhhh! 
Toadette: Dude. 
Princess Peach: *brushes Switch away* Toadette, if you’re gonna take over this place when I’m gone, we need things to change. You need to start taking everything seriously. People need our help. There’s a whole kingdom here, and you’re playing a game. A game. 
Toadette: Wait… wait… is that why you adopted me? Figures. Always a fucking catch. 
Princess Peach: Of course not, but I’d assume you’d want to. You don’t want this whole kingdom as your own? It can all be yours. I’m giving that to you. 
Toadette: Excuse me? That’s a lot of responsibility. You can’t just force that shit on me out of the turquoise. 
Ashin: *snaps* 
Toadette: Fuck that. I’m not your lapdog apprentice. 
Confused Toad: *continues picking nose* …that was a big glob. 
Princess Peach: Who said you could speak with this language? Why on Earth can anyone speak with that language in civilized society? 
Ashin: I am SO FUCKING BORED. Can we go to the movies or take a hike? 
Antoine: Movies is less exercise. 
Ashin: Sold. Are there still theaters or is everything just on the iPhone now? 
Antoine: iPhone. 
Ashin: *sigh* 
Antoine: Well, now we’re never gonna leave the house. 
Ashin: No reason too, but your just gonna get even fatter. 
Antoine: OMG, I bought weights I just haven’t touched them cause they’re heavy. 
Confused Toad: You guys I really need help. Please. 
Princess Peach: *sigh* Everyone, order. Order! You are not the same as every other Toad. Your spots are slightly different colored, and slightly differently designed. You can see that if you look really closely and squint. There, are you happy? 
Confused Toad: …thanks. Not very helpful. 
Princess Peach: I don’t have the meaning of life right now what do you want from me. 
Toadette: Look, just… *locks eyes with Confused Toad, both of their souls meshing all their past lives and backpack of experiences with one another in a spiritual collision* …be the best you can be. Try to help people. Try to be the best version of yourself you can, however you think that looks. Do what you think you’re supposed to, push yourself to rise above what you think you can. If you really think you’re supposed to do something, go for it. You never know, anything can happen.
No Longer Confused Toad: *firm nod, runs out of the castle*
Princess Peach: *astonishment* Jesus. You want to take over for me now? 
Toadette: *angry sigh* Please don’t talk to me. 
Princess Peach: I…I’m sorry. 
	Antoine: It’s like there’s no gravity when you’re next to me, Ashin. Like none. I can barely breathe. Weightless. 
	Ashin: Omg, stop. There is gravity. And it’s you; of course, there’s weight. Sometimes I like second guess myself though. 
	Antoine: Why? You shouldn’t. 
	Ashin: Trust me I know. It’s like you’re there to catch my fall. God, screw the Golden Gate that bridge is the most beautiful thing on the fucking planet. Have you heard that? My. God. 
	Toadette: You guys? Now I miss you know who… *throws Switch on the table* Can I see him after this? 
	Princess Peach: *angry sigh* Toadette, he is in math tutoring. He did not realize numbers went up more than 10. He saw 11 bats on Sesame Street and completely lost his shit. Can you please let him focus on education right now? 
	Toadette: There were a lot of bats. He’s fine. We should be able to hang again. 
Princess Peach: Ok *sigh* look, *leans in and whispers* I know. I’ve seen Beverly Hills 90210, trust me, I get it. In fact, someone in the Netherlands told me about that show. I didn’t ask for that. Thanks for that, thanks. I mean it’s… overwhelming, but we must keep our heads about us. 
Toadette: What is that? Should I look up an episode—
Princess Peach: NO. GOD NO. *grabs her phone and hurls it down the hall*
Toadette: … 
Princess Peach: Ok, just, forget about him for a while. Focus on our work. A lot of people really need our help. Our guidance. Our direction, counsel, je ne sais quoi, if you will. 
Toadette: *whispers* …fancy. 
Princess Peach: You did wonderfully when we first arrived, and no one even asked you to. Where on Earth did that come from? You are more than capable of doing this; it seems to be in you, like an instinct. 
Toadette: God, I’m sorry. I know. I can. 
Princess Peach: *firm nod, similar to when the Toad in the movie said I said I wouldn’t let anything happen to you and she was like ok you can stay with me for the battle that was so beautiful I’m gonna cry omg anyway* 
Both of them return to the advice desk to discover Ashin speaking with arms flailed in the air to three Toads. 
Princess Peach: Maybe I shouldn’t have left them in charge?  
Ashin: YOU CAN’T WATCH THE FIRST SEASON FIRST. In fact, I’d just avoid it entirely. They don’t know how to be funny yet; they’re learning. They’re trying. Start with the later ones, when they know what they’re doing. It doesn’t matter if you feel behind in the story, the better quality is more important. 
Antoine: Yup, yup. 
The group disperses. 
Princess Peach: That was actually not bad. 
Ashin: *Holds up middle finger* 
Princess Peach: How is there so much hair? 
An older woman comes in with a very scared, frightened little boy holding a teddy bear and grabbing her forefinger. He is obviously quite shaken, terrified to even move a bit from his mother. Both of them eventually make it up to the desk. 
Mother: Go on, baby, tell them what you want to ask. 
Toadette: Omg he’s adorable. 
Ashin: Awwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwww. 
Antoine: Hi. 
Little Toad: Hey, um… I… *looks up to mother, holds teddy bear tighter, backs up a bit and hides behind her left leg* 
Antoine: It’s really ok. 
Ashin: We don’t bite.
Princess Peach: *glances to her left at the monks, letting out a confused smile in shock at the kindness these two gentlemen to her right display out of nowhere* 
Little Toad: I… er… *hides behind palms of hands, peeking out through his fingers*  
Mother: You can tell him, baby, it’s ok. Don’t worry. Everything’s ok. We’re all here with you. *someone said that to someone on The View once, can’t remember who… oh wait, yes I do* 
Toadette: Are you like literally trying to cause problems now--
Princess Peach: Talk to us. We won’t bite. 
Toadette: That phrase was used. 
Princess Peach: You’re ok, little one. 
Toadette: *makes a funny clown face to make him smile*
Little Toad: *very nervously glances up, giggles, and looks at his mom to see her laughing too, his little face lights up, and he begins to relax* She’s funny mommy. 
Mother Toad: *motioning to Toadette – thank you-* You made his day. 
Toadette: No problem. I was super shy a while ago too. 
Ashin: *whispers to Peach* Where the fuck was I for that, am I right… 
Peach: *bashes his arm* Quiet. 
Little Toad: It’s… No… *shy glances at mother for encouragement, she nods in comforting support* 
Mother Toad: Go on. 
Princess Peach: What’s your name? What can we call you? 
Little Toad: O-ok, ok. *deep breaths, taking a few baby steps closer* N—No-ah. *finally feeling safe enough to speak, little grin, slowly lets go of his mother’s hand* I’m Noah. 
*massive clipboard slammed against the table, the clamorous bang causing everyone to leap back, several Toad guards rush up, every piece of literature is hurled off the desks, smashing into the nearby bookcases toppling over into massive uproars on the floor, each smash causing the boy to leap back in terror, pages lie ripped and sprawled out in all directions* 
Antoine: OUT! Get the fuck out. Leave. Out of the castle. Both of you. GET OUT! NOW. 
Mother grabs Little Toad with a horrified look and holds him protectively in her arms, the Toad start balling uncontrollably once more, now screaming at the top of his little lungs*
Toad: Mommy! Help! *full-on crying, hiding in her chest* Why, he—help--
Mother: What?! What did we do--? What is going on—
Antoine: *full tears, banging the table with both fists, the ardent hits cause all the nearby cabinets and chandeliers to wobble* 
Little Toad: Wahhhh! Mommy! Help—Mommy… 
Mother: Don’t hurt him. Please. 
Both of them rush out to the entrance. 
Antoine: OUT! Get out of the castle. GET THE FUCK OUT. OUT! *throws 6 tome stack off the desk ripping the covers clean off, hurls a steel chair with metal legs against the wall smashing the wooden legs into pieces* Get fucking out. *uproarious wailing, huddling down with head in his lap* *light whispers barely audible to even himself* You got what you came for. Like always. I… said… out. I said… *sniffle* out. 
Toadette: *glancing with an ITYS smirk* You know… miss, you might want to listen to me sometimes. 
Princess Peach: *angry glare at Toadette, quickly switching eyes to Antoine* *They lock eyes for a solid 7 seconds* 
Antoine: I’ll just.. a… see myself out. 
Princess Peach: *rage-fueled glare, fake grin evoking pure hatred* That’d be great. 
The advisors sit at the table in silence for quite a while, no one sure how to address the debacle that occurred. Someone, not shockingly, breaks the silence. 
Ashin: Well, that was uh… wow… someone had too much caffeine this morin--*glances at phone* Omg Noah’s texting! *nudges Toadette* He’s on a luxury cruise in the Bahamas. Oh WOW, holding a baby sea turtle; just the most adorable thing ever. I can’t even right now. You guys, I cannot even with this picture. I even can’t with it rn fr. What I wouldn’t give to be that sea turtle. What I wouldn’t… Peach, do you even know what I wouldn’t give? I give wouldn’t tbh rn. 
Princess Peach: *blank stare, slow, heavy breathing* 
Without warning, a blue-jeweled earring-ed woman barges through the doors, she has a bright yellow gown swaying in the breeze with light white truffles brimmed on the edges. Her shorter brown hair gleams in the castle under a golden crown with I don’t want to add more detail or explanation anymore. 
Princess Daisy: Hey, fuckers. I need some help. 
Ashin: Trust me, we’re all beyond shocked. 
Princess Daisy: *raises eyebrows, shifts her position toward the monk* Excuse me, um, is there someone named… what is it… Noah in Nepal? 
*soft wails from the kitchen* 
Princess Daisy: I was thinking of traveling to Mt. Everest this winter. I could use a Sherpa guide; maybe I’ll look him up. It’s quite a long trek isn’t it… hell, it must get cold. We might need to huddl--
Ashin: *hands shake, out of control blinking, fidgeting* You—uh, you, you, what? *both eyes twitching* What was-- *eyes turning sheer red, fists clenched, full sweating, dark smog encompasses the entire room, deep huffing breaths, a shockingly dropped 10 octave groan mirroring the Nazgul gasps of pure darkness* 
Princess Daisy: *flails arms up* …or I could go to Australia. That’s cool too. Jesus. 
Ashin: *eyes turning back to normal, inky (I could’ve said dark but I didn’t) clouds leave the castle, repressing the previous unimaginable statement that just occurred out of his mind for it can’t possibly have been real, voice returns back to higher than Peach’s as normal* Omg I love Australia! I mean you get the cool accent, but like a little twist, right? Also there was that mermaid show. I just wanna be, swimming in the sea, *turning to Peach sitting 5 inches from him, increases volume exponentially* like it’s just you and me FOREVER, EVER, EVER. 
Princess Peach: Quiet. Time. 
Ashin: I mean nothing ever really happened in the episodes, but I liked hearing them talk. 
Princess Peach: Ashin, we’re here for the people. Not for Ashin. Can you please, please give them your full attention. We’re almost done.  
Ashin: Omg sorry, sorry yes, Daisy. The Sarahsarah land queen of… queen of… slightly shorter length armed gloves with little splits at the back. The back-up go-to when Peach is taken by your friends already. *receptionist voice* Which of your many problems can we assist with today? 
[bookmark: _Hlk137857856]Princess Daisy: I just… honestly, well, we’re gonna just let that fucking slide, I’ve actually grown to like someone. We’ve been working together for a while now, hell, we both have so many lands and citizens depending on us. Our guidance and leadership has shone lights for so many lost souls and troubled spirits. I just… I’ve grown attached, you could say. God, it’s the least I could say. A comradery in duty. It’s moved beyond friendship, hell, *glances to the sunrise with shimmering eyes* who are we kidding, it never even was. I just have to show my feelings at some point, I mean… *slowly moves high heel under the table* 
Princess Peach: As always, it is going to be. a. no. *switches seats*
Ashin: Is it me. 
Princess Peach: Is this all you’re here for. We have a line waiting in the—
Princess Daisy: Fine, I need a designer. Someone creative. Someone artistic. Someone… someone… someone who can make something stand out. God, the place has just become so run down over the eras. 
Princess Peach: Which kingdom?
Princess Daisy: You know. 
Princess Peach: Easton? 
Princess Daisy: Bingo. 
Antoine: *from the kitchen, softly muttering…* …was his… 
Princess Daisy: We gotta stick to the theme, South America. Chile. Moai. Rapa Nui greatness. but no one really has the skills to make it ‘pop’ yet. That’s Michigan for soda. Ya know, it’s gotta have pizzazz. A whole leaning tower of pizzazz. Vitality. Glamour. I want tourists to really look at it, like see it, ya know. Be moved, on a spiritual level. Maybe even get teary-eyed and go, “huh, that’s Phil’s boy.” 
Princess Peach: Can’t you just do it? 
Princess Daisy: Ya know, Peach, there’s 4 *shoves her gloved fingers in her face* I said, 4, F-0-R kingdoms I gotta deal with. Not one, not three… 
Bowser Jr: That is a lot. 
Princess Daisy: …Peach, you have no idea the shit I put up with. Not everyone has happy-go-lucky dumbass Toads worshipping their every move they ever make in their fucking perfect little life maybe I’ll admit it I’m a little bitter everybody loves her secretly I wonder if my boyfriend wants to. My dumbass people think they can walk all over my ass. The say I *holds finger quotes up with mimicking voice* “don’t have leadership qualities* after throwing that *holds hands around mouth, dropping voice 3 octaves* kickass yacht party… that caused the whole city to flood and lose power indefinitely. I mean it was fucking epic, that’s what matters, right? We had good fucking time. That’s what life is about. 
Princess Peach: I should be checking there more often, shouldn’t I—
Princess Daisy: Whatever. Some of them got lights back. Some gotta pump drinking water from the well now. We all make sacrifices. 
Princess Peach: What is going on over there—
Toadette: Can I go to the next one? 
Princess Daisy: The point is, no one has the artistic know-how to really spruce up the joint. I need someone with confidence, with sheer will, total what’s the Slytherin word again yeah ambition! Ambition that doesn’t let anybody bring him down or even have a remote say besides his own. That can get the job done. 
Everyone glances one direction. 
Ashin: What? 
Princess Peach: I feel like we’ve found your calling. 
Ashin: I’m done with fashion… I like football now. Always have. The manly kind. Not the soccer kind. *full cupcake hands out during this statement, hitting Toadette in the forehead* I’m like over interior design at this point in my existential journey. 
Toadette: Ow. I can guarantee you all, he is not nor will ever be over interior design. 
Princess Daisy: Just fucking help me man, please. The pyramids need color, life, a reason to stand. A meaning. Breath. What is the point of them? Just giant triangles? They’re the tourist moneymakers, though, they keep us going, and people are getting sick of them. I don’t know how to bake cakes. Please. We gotta change something. PLEASE. *full tears, kneeling on the floor, full-on wailing*
Ashin: Fine, if it’ll fix this mess I’m looking at now. I can do some charity. 
Princess Daisy: *immediately stops crying, big grin* Thank-ee. 
Toadette: You’re gonna um, hah, have fun with that Daisy. 
Ashin: Hey, um where’s your little turtle friend? Oh yeah, not here. Hm. 
Toadette: You want to say that to my face. He’s in math. class. Something Noah has none of. 
Ashin: *the same Rasputia look again from the dungeon* *see earlier story* 
Antoine: …*light whispers from the kitchen* none. None at all. *firmly nods up and down* 
Toadette: God, are we done with this crap. I need to text—
Princess Peach: Give. Me. The. Phone. 
Ashin: OMG, it’s the big desperate turtle cutie from before. Welcome, Bow-Chow! Love the arm bracelets, totally in… I mean field goals… for accessories, that is… for the interception, I mean… of glamour taking it by storm… in linebacker, I mean… I mean… I’ll wait in the back of the line for these bracelets. I mean I’d catch the… the pass…*full tears, face in his hands* 
Toadette: You goin’ through some stuff, ma dude. 
Ashin: *hurls out fist at full force, she quickly dodges it* 
Princess Peach: What are you doing here? This is not how today was supposed to go. I really thought we could all work together to help people with their problems. Really collaborate and make a difference. 
Toadette: *glances at Ashin crying and Antoine trying to lick a piece of a chocolate cake fragment lodged under a cabinet door* You got big dreams, sis. Dad, was that your boxing punch or your grabbing the designer sweater punch? 
Princess Peach: Please. 
Ashin: *full wailing* IT CAN BE BOTH. *quiet whispers* it can be both. 
Antoine: *from kitchen* or it can JUST. BE. ONE. Just be one. Only one. Why can’t there just be one? I like just one. 
Toadette: Kamek, you proud of yourself? You brought this here. You made this happen. 
Kamek: My God, we can’t have this technology. *destroys portal*
Toadette: Oh shit, man, are they stuck here now?
Princess Peach: *leaps out of here seat, grabs Kamek by the neck, lifts him up slowly* Kamek, if you can’t send them bac—
Kamek: I c-ca--*cough* mak—anoth— *cough, gasps, cough* Let go.
Toad Guard: You do not order her. 
Toadette: She’s literally chocking him. 
Ashin: At this point in my spiritual journey, I’m balancing the masculine and feminine sides of my soul, getting them both purely in tandem, as all of us should when reaching toward our Higher Self’s purpose. 
Bowser: You guys, I’m in line. 
Ashin: Up until now, I’ve purely been focusing on the masculine. 
Bowser: … 
Princess Peach: Ok… um… 
Bowser: I waited in line. It is my turn.
Toadette: Oh, hey, hey, Bowser! um… is your…
Princess Peach: Si-lence. 
Toadette: *mumbles* get your fuckin’ white gloves out’a my fuckin’ fac—
Kamek: I need the hospital. I can’t brea--
Princess Peach: Did you say something, little delinquent? 
Toadette: …just playin’ my game. 
Princess Peach: You. are. working. I am your guardian now, and you literally have 2 coins in your bank account. What makes you think you can disobey like this? 
[bookmark: _Hlk137862748]Toadette: I used one on Vampire Bad Boys Hit the Streets: Authority? Ha, More Like My-Motorcycle-ee… God, I Have a Bad Relationship with My Father, and Now I Will Passive Aggressively Lash Out at Others Because of It… *emotional look* But Maybe You Can Change That 2 at the DVD store. 
Princess Peach: …wha…can I see… *shakes head* …no, no… we have a serious problem here. More than one going on with you, young lady.
Bowser Jr: That’s #2… that means it… *scrunches eyebrows, scratches head, looks at his dad* came be, no… after the first one? 
Bowser: You got it, champ. *big smile, holds face in palm of hands* This is a big problem. 
Toadette: What is the problem? He got it right. It does come after the second one. Also, when did he show up? *eyes literally transform into hearts* 
Princess Peach: It is just for the joke. 
Toadette: *sigh* *eyes literally transform into… I don’t know* 
Ashin: I have a problem too! Why wasn’t I asked to go to the Bahamas? My schedule was free? He knew that. I kept dropping hints in our shared calendar Google Doc. 
Princess Peach: Can you remove me from that. Why am I on that. 
Antoine: *refrigerator topples onto the floor with a massive crash* The farmer had a dog, *long, cleaning breath* and Bingo. Was. …was… his name-o. 
Princess Peach: *massive panting, hair in a mess, crown shifted off to the side of her head* What is your problem, Bowser. Why are you here? Please, by all the means. How can I help you with your problem? After all you have put me through, how can I--
Bowser: Wait, this isn’t a kissing booth? 
Ashin: I mean it wasn’t. 
Toadette: I can’t figure out the shrine, I don’t want to use the internet. I’ll feel stupid. *hurls Switch on the floor* 
Bowser: My issue is… I’ve actually grown to like someone. We’ve been working together for a while now, hell, we both have so many lands and citizens depending on us. Our guidance and leadership has shone lights for so many lost souls and troubled spirits. I just… I’ve grown attached, you could say. God, it’s the least I could say. A comradery in duty. It’s moved beyond friendship, hell, *glances to the sunrise with shimmering eyes* who are we kidding, it never even was. I just have to show my feelings at some point, I mean… *slowly moves high heel under the table*
Princess Peach: I’m not switching seats again. No. No. NO. Leave. No. 
Antoine: *reaches for frosting mesh lodged beneath the floor with his tongue* 
Bowser: *full tears* Peaches, peaches, peaches… 
Princess Peach: Who? Someone else is coming. There is a line. 
Princess Daisy: I think I’m still here too. What is even going on? 
Birdo: *rushes in holding his large red bow and winking at each Toad Guard he passes with a twirl* Bwoww wow wowwww rowww wwo owww rorrwwww *throws hands up in the air* bow wooo wowww wrrrorw. 
Ashin: OMG, been there.
Princess Peach: God, the sorority days.
Princess Daisy: Even I wouldn’t do that.  
Toadette: Sidon is so big and his little green wife is so small god I love them they’re totes adorbs.
Birdo: Bwoo wowwww wowww *holds up phone, moves finger across displaying three vibrant images to the panel* Bwwwwooooooo *massive blushing, mischievous smile* 
Princess Peach: No! No visuals, please. 
Ashin: You, oh! Oh wow, ok… I’m sorry, sir.
Princess Daisy: Send me that pic. 
Bowser: Did Yoshi ask for that? He’s crying. 
Princess Peach: Is he wearing the Shy Guy mask? Oh my God, Shy Guy is under there somewhere, I can see his arm.  
Birdo: Bwwwowowowowo *giggles, winks at more Toad Guards crossing his legs* Bowww wowowow wwarao. Wowwboww. 
Toadette: I don’t know whether to get a heart or more stamina. How can I climb more if my heart isn’t fully in it? 
Ashin: *holds arm around Birdo, long discussion, Birdo moves his hand closer, Ashin brushes it away, the two enagage in an extensive talk inaudible to the rest of the room*
Bowser: I mean, I’m available. 
Princess Peach: I said no more game, Toad. Ette. 
Toadette: Now, I can’t look Yoshi in the eye again.
Princess Peach: This is the job, Toadette. We have to help people in need, even with the darkest and strangest of issues. I suggest you get used to it now. 
Birdo: *tears forming, smiles, nods in thanks, deletes the Grindr app and shows the panel of advice givers*
Ashin: Very good. I’m proud of you. 
Birdo: *gives him a long hug, waves goodbye, rushes down the hall and out of the castle, carefully looks left and right, sees no one is watching him, reactivates Grindr* 
Toadsworth: *a tiny, mustached man with a brown spotted white helmet head rushes in without warning* I’m here to siiinnnnngggggggg. 
Princess Peach: Dad, it’s been a really long day. This has just not gone according to plan. We barely helped anyone, Toadette’s behavior is out of control, Antoine, get your tongue away from my trash can. That is the grossest thing I have ever seen. 
Antoine: *angry glare* There is some cake still on it. *continues with extra force* 
Toadsworth: I was really looking forward to this. Wait, what?
Toadette: Should we start having kids right away, or should I wait until I finish dermatology school? I want my career to be first, but I need to trap that shit now. 
Princess Peach: Ok, uh… go back to the game please. Just play the game. Just play it. I don’t care. 
Toadette: Why am I so attracted to the Gerudo women as well? I am a mess right now. 
Princess Peach: *rubbing the temples of her forehead*
Toadsworth: I’m not letting you dull my flame. *begins getting into rhythm* This is the life, yeah-e-yeah-e-yeah, *grabs Peach’s hand, lifts his and hers high above their heads, swaying gently back and forth* hollldd on tigghttt. 
Princess Peach: It is most certainly not. 
Ashin: Would it be weird if I just… like flew to the Bahamas myself? I mean, I could just casually run into him. It’s a popular vacation spot. It’d be fine, right. *receives Grindr notification from Birdo* Huh, that lasted long. Begins typing: …be there in a sec. 
Toadette: Nothing you do is not weird. 
Antoine: Bahama, hamahama, baa baa black sheep, have you any wool, yes sir, yes sir, three bags *tongue reaches out for the last bit of frosting clinging beneath the refrigerator, misses and gets three dust globs, coughs* THREE. Wonderful number. *cough* One for the master, one for the dame, and one for nobody else CAUSE I’M NOT EVEN HERE. We built this together… this life, not him. Not that. 
Ashin: Booked! I’m totes doing it; God, it feels good to be spontaneous. *sees Grandma’s abandoned purse of belongings scattered on the floor and takes sunglasses/floral shirts/candies* I’m just gonna snag these. 
Kamek: I could’ve made the trip easier. 
Princess Peach: Can you please do me a favor and—
Bowser: Yes. 
Toadette: You’re still here? Oh, where is your so—
Princess Peach: TOADETTE. ENOUGH. 
Kamek: I told you I’m marr—
Antoine: *lunging his body as far beneath the fridge as possible* there’s some more hidden back here. I can’t reach it. *tears begin forming* 
Princess Peach: I was going to ask you to send them back to Nepal so we can get some order back into this castle. This is absolutely ridiculous. Nothing has gone according to plan; I am turning this catastrophe around at once. Bowser, you need to leave. Toadette, you are grounded and absolutely no vampires, TotK, or Bow-J for a week. Say goodbye to all three.  
Ashin: *trying on Grandma’s sunglasses* Stylish af. *drops voice three octaves* …I mean, they can block the rays, man. 
Toadette: Excuse me? We’re running away together; you can’t stop us.
Bowser: I’ll take her room. Can I bring my things up now? Imma bring my things up now. 
Princess Peach: Ok, we’re just, we’re done. We’re ending it here, that’s enough. *phone buzzes* What? Oh my— *begins typing – Birdo, I agreed to that only once and you know that* 
Antoine: That wasn’t frosting. *continues anyway* 
Bowser: Peach, I can stay in your room too. I mean, like I could. 
Ashin: *practicing for the soon-to-be encounter* Wha-what? Omg, wait what? You’re—you came here too? The same place. At the same time. How crazy is that? This is craaazzzyy. I mean we might as well just--
Princess Peach: Done. We are done. Enough. 
Bowser: …I like the left side of the bed, but it’s up to you. 
Antoine: That’s fine.
Ashin: I just need to say that ANT Farm was extremely hilarious right from the start and does not get enough credit.  

The End







Toadette: *huddled beneath several large, fluffy pillows on her palace mattress staring intently at a pale, fanged, and troubled young man on her phone walking back and forth in an alley kicking a stone back and forth* *whispers delicately to herself* …but I can though. I can change that. Give me a chanc-- *spots the camera looking at her* GO AWAY. 

