Once upon a time, there was a beautiful little girl boy named Akaya Kirihara. His favorite pastimes were napping, playing videogames, biting things, and playing on the jungle gym--all things that a good little girl boy should like. 

One day, Kirihara was skipping to school when he saw a tiny fairy stuck in a bush. Being the kind little girl boy that he was, Kirihara freed the fairy and looked for a squirrel to feed it to. 
“Hey!” yelled the tiny, miniscule, microscopic little fairy, kicking his legs. “Stop! I have to tell you something!”

Kirihara peered at the fairy. “What could a little bitsy thing like you have to tell me?”

“DEATH AWAITS YOU, O SPEAKER OF LITTLE--uh, I mean, I’m a Skittles Fairy. The Yellow Skittles Fairy, to be exact. We’ve got a princess who needs protecting, and since you’re the prophesized guardian we figured that you’d be up for the job.”

Kirihara blinked. “Oh. Okay, I’ve got nothing better to do.”
“Great. Here’s your transformation brooch.” The fairy clapped his tiny hands together, and a brooch appeared on Kirihara’s school uniform. “I’m Edward, by the way. I’ll be your mentor.”
“I see.” Kirihara poked at the brooch pinned to his chest. It sparkled a little. That was pretty neat. “So, uh, why’s this princess need protecting?”

“Well, you see...” Ed the Skittles Fairy started to pick leaves out of his braid as he started into exposition mode. “There’s this evil wizard, and he wants to kidnap the princess, and we can’t have that because the princess protects the holy power source of the Skittles Fairies and if the princess is kidnapped then the power source can be exploited and then I’m out of a job. Stupid leaves.”

“Oh, okay. So where’s the princess?”

Ed clapped his hands together again, and he and Kirihara suddenly appeared in the Hall of the Skittles Fairies. Ed wasn’t as tiny now, back as he was in his own world. He still wasn’t all that big. Another fairy fluttered up to Ed, eyebrows furrowed worriedly. 

“Brother, where’ve you been?” asked the fairy. He spotted Kirihara. “Oh, you found the guardian? Good, good--that means we can let the princess out of his cage now.”
“Yeah, I’ve got this neat little brooch--” Kirihara paused. “Wait. ‘His’?”

The fairy nodded. Alphonse was his name, and being the Orange Skittles Fairy was his game. “Yeah. The King and Queen were expecting a girl, and they’d already got all of the engravings done when they found out otherwise. Seemed like a waste to throw out perfectly good china and such, so they just gave him the title of ‘princess.’”
“I heard my name,” said the princess, who was fresh out of his cage. He spotted Ed, and smiled suavely. “My ears are burning, dearest little Fullyellow.”

“Death,” Ed rasped, wriggling his fingers menacingly at the princess. 

“Princess Roy, please meet Magical Pretty Girl Kiri-chan,” said Al, gesturing to Kirihara.
“Heya,” said Kirihara. “Can I get a better magical girl name?”
“Heya,” said Princess Roy. He walked up to greet Kirihara, giving Ed’s behind a good squeeze as he passed. “And no. We’re on a budget.”
Suddenly, the evil wizard fell from the ceiling. 

“Ow,” he said. He painfully rose to his feet and readjusted his baseball cap, then summoning a gust of dramatic wind to blow his cape around. “I am the evil wizard Sanada, and I’m taking your princess. Cheers.”

Princess Roy was then stripped of his clothes and wrapped in sparkly pink ribbons, and disappeared with the evil wizard Sanada in a very theatrical display involving fireworks and cymbal clashing and little black blob things.
“Well, shit,” Ed said. “The Red Skittles Fairy’s gonna have our asses on a platter.”

“Yes I will.” Said Skittles fairy stomped forward. She stopped in front of Kirihara, tapping her foot impatiently. “Are you going to transform or not? We’ve got to get the princess back before his mother finds out.”
Kirihara just stared at her, blinking. 

The Red Skittles Fairy sighed. “Raise the brooch in the air and concentrate. Guardians these days...”
“Thank you, Red Skittles Lady,” said Kirihara, taking off his brooch and waving it around in the air.

“My name is Hawkeye,” said she, exasperated. 

“Hey, it’s not--” Suddenly a burst of smoke and sparklies exploded from Kirihara’s brooch. When the air cleared, the boy was dressed in a frilly little number involving a little more material than one could fit into a thimble. “Oh, okay, never mind. We can go now.”
So they summoned the other two Skittles fairies and set off. In around a half-hour they got to the evil wizard’s lair, which wasn’t so much a lair as it was a fortress, which wasn’t a fortress so much as it was a really, really big table with a couple of sheets draped over it and a pillow here and there. 

“That’s a really, really big table,” remarked Kirihara.

“That’s a really, really big sheet,” added Ed. 

“You’ll get a really, really big paycut if you don’t get in there,” warned Hawkeye.

“Going in!” Ed hastily fluttered towards the table fortress.

“My panties are riding up,” Kirihara whined. 

Hawkeye glanced at the Green and Purple Skittles fairies. “Well, Green? Purple? You going?”

“I’m not Green, I’m Melon Berry,” said a fairy who looked suspiciously like Ryou Kisarazu. “Green had a nail appointment.”

“Whatever. Purple?”

Mizuki was unhurriedly applying eyeliner. “One can’t fight evil while unfabulous.”

“You are going to have an appointment with the queen when we get back,” said Hawkeye.

Mizuki hurriedly finished the fabulization, and the group headed toward the evil wizard Sanada’s fortress.
Inside said fortress, Sanada was filled with angst.

“Woe!” he sighed.

“Can I have my clothes back?” asked Princess Roy, who was still naked and wrapped in ribbons. “I’m cold and a little bit wet.”

“Deal with your own sexual frustrations,” mumbled Sanada, smacking his head on the table. “Woe.”

Princess Roy blinked. “Why all of the woe? You’ve got control of the Holy Skittles Power so long as you’ve got me in your possession.”
Sanada sat up, rubbing his forehead. “The woe is because I cannot have the one I desire by my side. Woe.”

“Ah, the tribulations of love...” Princess Roy nodded understandingly. “I know the feeling. They gorgeous?”

“Yes.”

“Eyes like jewels?”

“Oh yes.”

“Hair like silk?”

“Very much so.”

“Ass tight as a drum?”

“You have no idea.”

Roy nodded again, sighing. “Me, I’ve got two blondes. You have no idea what blondes can do when provoked. Especially the little ones--”

“BRICKS WILL RAIN UPON YOU.”

Roy smiled beatifically. “Fullyellow, I knew you’d come to save me. You’ll be repaid for your troubles later, I assure you.”
Ed moved to clap his hands together, but Al managed to knock him down before he connected. Kirihara scratched the back of his head.

“So, um, I’m here to save the princess, I guess...” said Kirihara to Sanada. “I’m new to the gig, so I don’t have a fancy speech or dance number planned.”

Sanada gazed at him with eyes full of sorrow. “I’m used to disappointment. Would you like to hear some of my backstory?”

“Ooo! Storytime!” Kirihara flung himself at Sanada’s feet, crossing his legs neatly. “Does it have dragons in it?”

“No, that’s for part two of this series. My story begins when I was but a Skittle in Training--I was to become the High Commander of the Skittle Forces. However...” Here, Sanada threw his arm over his eyes dramatically. “...I fell in love.”

Kirihara and the Skittles Brigade were all seated at Sanada’s feet, passing around a bowl of popcorn. Sanada took this as a chance to continue.

“I fell in love with my superior, the Really High Commander of the Skittles Forces. However, our love was forbidden by the cruel laws of the kingdom. I was driven mad, torn between my shameful desire and my duties. Eventually, my love for the Really High Commander was leaked to the royals by the Skittles That Went Astray; the Sour Skittles. I fled the kingdom in shame, and became the pathetic creature you see before you now. I have taken your princess to obtain the Holy Skittles Power, which I shall use to allow my love for the Really High Commander to come to fruition.”
“Your hair tastes like purple things,” said a large round thing with eyes, chewing on Mizuki’s hair. Mizuki shrieked in terror and sorrow, swooned, and fell to the ground in a faint. The large round thing blinked, still chewing on a few bits of Mizuki’s hair.

Kirihara chewed on a mouthful of popcorn, blinking. “What’s that?” 

Sanada sighed from the depths of his soul. “My guard dog. I just call him Gluttony.”

“Biscuit?” asked Gluttony, hopefully.

“Not now,” said Sanada. He began to bash his head on the table again.

Gluttony sulked for a few moments, and then spotted Ryou. Ryou snarled at him menacingly, hands moving to protect his hair. Gluttony resigned himself to consuming the group’s popcorn in one gulp.
Kirihara raised his hand, waving it about. “Mr. Wizard? Why didn’t you just fuck your Really High Commander stupid?”

Sanada stopped bashing his head for a moment to stare at Kirihara. Kirihara nodded, emanating wisdom. 

“Few things in this world cannot be solved with sex, punching, or naps,” he said.

Sanada was taken aback by the sheer common sense of that statement. “All of these years pining for my beloved...and I could have been banging him on a sandy white beach all along? Woe once more.”

“Oh, shut up,” said the Really High Commander, storming through the fortress’s doors. The Really High Commander was, naturally, Yukimura. 
Sanada clutched at his heart, tears welling in his eyes. “My...my beloved. These years without you have torn at my sanity, turning me into this pathetic shell you see before you. If you cannot love something as vile as I, I understand fully--your beauty and company should not be wasted on--”

“Did I not just tell you to shut up?” asked Yukimura, yanking Sanada up by the collar. “You’ve been away from the Skittles Forces for a day and a half, and you ran away before the royals got the chance to tell us where to pick up our plane tickets to Cancun so I can fuck you stupid on a sandy white beach.”

Sanada blinked, then began to sputter. “But...but I thought...”

“That the king and queen would be upset?”

Sanada shook his head. “No, that I would be--”

Yukimura laughed aloud, patting Sanada’s head. “Aww, you’re so cute. Not a chance, though. Come on, the plane leaves in an hour.”

Yukimura dragged Sanada out of the fortress, leaving Kirihara and the Skittles Brigade to decide what had just happened. Gluttony was licking out the popcorn bowl eagerly.

“I haven’t had a line in a while,” said Princess Roy. 

“Good,” said Ed. “Someone duct tape his mouth shut.”

“Oh, so you like it like that--mmph.” Duct tape had suddenly appeared over Princess Roy’s mouth. 

Kirihara bounced to his feet, dusting off his magical girl outfit. “Well, I’ve saved the world. Aren’t I supposed to get a love interest now?”

With a flash of rainbow light and the sound of a slide whistle, Yanagi appeared at Kirihara’s feet tied in ribbons and little else. Kirihara squealed in delight, glomping onto his prize. Hawkeye raised an eyebrow.
“What was that about?” she asked.

“Holy Skittles Power?” Princess Roy suggested. He paused. “Wait, where did the duct tape go?”

“Plot hole. Don’t we get anything?” asked Ryou. 

Rainbow light and slide whistles.

“Ooo, cookies,” Ryou said happily, taking the bowl of delicious cookies that had appeared at his feet. A card fell out of the bowl, and Ryou scooped it up, reading it aloud: “‘Good for one free human sex toy.’ Neato.”

Ed snapped the whip that had appeared at his feet, grinning maniacally at Princess Roy. “Neato, indeed.” Princess Roy was inclined to agree.
Hawkeye scooped up the camera at her own feet, and moved to tape the memories. Al scooped up the earplugs at his feet, and used them. An incredibly purple and poofy gown was at Mizuki’s feet, but unconscious as he was, he did not notice. Gluttony belly-flopped happily into his butter-filled kiddie pool. In Cancun, Yukimura modeled his new negligee for Sanada, who fully appreciated the show.
And so, the Holy Skittles Power allowed all to live happily--

“Everyone! I think I hear the queen co--”

“SON! I SHALL RESCUE YOU WITH MY MOTHERING SKILLS THAT HAVE BEEN PASSED DOWN IN OUR FAMILY FROM GENERATION TO GENERATION!”

...well, pretty much happily ever after. 

The End.
