- Mighty Ducks - Switch's Saga Part 3 -

By Switch and Trinity (the people, not the ducks. But you knew that)

Previously on "Switch's Saga":

Sandra had just found the picture of her parents from Switch's jacket, and had gone to show Duke. Duke had just realized why Switch might have had it (or he thought, anyway). He left to find Switch, leaving Sandra in the room struck dumb:

"What'd I miss?"

While all of this was going on, Switch and Neo had been hanging out...
Neo and Switch were on their way up to the ice, just as Duke and Sandra passed them on their way back. To put it quite mildly, Neo was in a 'stupid' mood.

"Duke!" He screamed. "How's it going?! How's the ice, dude?"

"'Dude', I'm right here," Duke replied as he passed them, Sandra rolling her eyes. "You don't need to yell."

"Yes!" Neo nearly collapsed with laughter. Duke, shaking his head, continued on his way, Sandra at his heels. A little way down the hall, Neo literally ran into Wildwing, who'd caught a cold recently. Wildwing stumbled backwards, as Neo fell to the floor. He began to laugh uncontrollably.

"Neo, you okay?" Wildwing looked down at him. But Wildwing's now nasally voice only made Neo laugh until he choked and clutched his stomach. Switch put both hands over his face, groaning.

Suddenly Neo's laughter ceased, and he looked directly up to Wildwing. "Hi, Sniffles."

Wildwing's expression at that moment said everything. He slowly backed away and shook his head as he went. Switch helped Neo up.

"Two words, Neo. De-caf."

"What?" He shrugged as the two entered the elevator. Mallory was in there, and on her way out. She watched them step in.

"Hi Switch, how's it going?" This was much different than her usual 'Damn L'Orange' greeting. This was a shocker to Neo.

"You turning over a new leaf or something?" He asked.

 She gave him a 'look' before answering, "No, I'm just being nice to Switch."

"What? You mean to say that Mallory McMallard can be nice? Is that even in your vocabulary, Mal? Nice? Tell me, who put you up to this, and how much are you getting paid for it?"

"Shut-up, Neo."

"Bite me, bitch."

"No thanks, you're way too sour," She said, smugly.

"You're lucky I'm busy," Neo said. "Get outta the el, man. Me and Switch got plans."

"Now you're calling me a man?" Mallory crossed her arms.

"'Bout time you admitted to it--ow!" He winced as Mallory punched him in the stomach. She walked out of the elevator, laughing as Neo flipped her off using both fingers.

@     @     @

As they were putting on their skates in the locker room, Switch was confused as to why Mallory had been so nice to him.

"I just don't get it," He said as he took his skates from one locker that was soon to be his own. "She usually says something along the lines of 'Get outta my face, you stupid Goddamned L'Orange!' What happened?"

"Um...I dunno?" Neo helplessly shrugged, giving away the fact that he knew something Switch didn't.

"Neo, you didn't tell, did you?" Switch paused, holding the skates in mid-air.

"Well...maybe, I just--I mean, I didn't mean--" Neo hesitated, rubbing the back of his neck. "See, that's a complicated question--"

"You did, didn't you?" Switch's expression quickly changed to anger and disbelief. "I know you did, I can see it in your eyes. How could you do this to me? I trusted you! Don't you think if I wanted everyone to know, I'd have told them myself?! As far as I'm concerned, they don't need to know a damn thing about me or my past!" He was yelling now. "What the hell are you trying to do to me, Neo? Ruin my rep, make everyone think they need to feel sorry for me, or be nice to me? I don't need nothing from anybody! Especially you! Thanks, Neo. Thanks a lot!" Switch didn't feel like skating anymore. He chucked his stuff back into the locker and slammed it hard, putting a deep dent in it.

"Switch," Neo began. "I didn't mean it like that, I just thought--"

Switch interrupted him. "Oh, you 'just thought', huh? You didn't think! You know what, you can just go to hell!" With that, Switch got back onto the elevator and left, leaving Neo standing there, wondering what to do. Now he had his best friend mad at him, which pissed Neo off as well. Without thinking, he grabbed one of the benches and threw it across the room, to where it bounced off the doors. He threw his stuff back in the locker and slammed the door shut. Then he just slumped to the floor and rested his head on his knees and felt miserable.

@     @     @

Angry, Switch stormed into his room, threw himself onto his bed and thought angry thoughts. He felt a little sorry for saying those things to his best friend, but what could he do now? Neo was probably mad at him, too. Switch reached down and picked up his jacket from the floor--it had fallen down there when he'd landed on the bed. Wait a minute--hadn't he left it on the chair? The chair was pulled up to the table, which was covered with pucks.

Just then, Nosedive walked in.

"Hey Nosedive," Switch said. "What are those?" He pointed to the pucks.

Nosedive gave him a strange look. "Pucks," He said.

"No, I mean, I know they're pucks. Whose are they?"

"Oh," Nosedive nodded. "Those are Sandra's. But I wouldn't mess with them."

"Yeah," Switch said, absentmindedly. He'd been going through his jacket, and had realized that his picture of his parents was missing. "Her."

"What?" Nosedive looked at him. "Her?"

"Nothing." Switch got up and walked out of the door. He had to find Sandra. She had to have something to do with--

"Looking for something?"

Switch looked up to see Duke standing in front of him, waving the picture.

"That's mine, give it back!" He snarled.

"Temper, temper." Duke waved a finger.

"I tell you, I'm not in the mood today. Hand it over!"

"No," Duke said. "First I wanna know how your thieving hands got hold of this."

"I said that's mine, okay? Those are my parents, okay? I keep it because I never knew them and it's the only thing I have of them, okay?!"

Duke held up his hands. "Jus--stop saying 'okay', okay?" He shook his head. "I need to talk to you, okay?"

"Okay." Switch crossed his arms. "I'm listening."

"Look," Duke continued. "The reason I needed to know where you got this is, these are my parents. Sandra's too." 

Switch's anger and frustration instantly faded. "What? No way, Duke. No way. It can't be...just no way! I'm..." He trailed off as his thoughts flashed back to his dream again. He shook his head as Duke watched him think. "No, those are my--I'm an only child, I can't be--" He sighed and shook his head, leaning against the wall. "What's going on?"

Duke put a hand on his shoulder. "Switch--I think we're brothers."

"Wait a minute! You think we're related?" Switch's jaw dropped.

"Well, that's basically what I said. I assumed you'd understand if I'd put it bluntly, but I guess that idea was blown out of the water."

"But--but--but I can't be related to you, I'm an only child! My sister's dead!" He protested.

"No, unfortunately Sandra's alive and well."

"But--"

"Haven't you ever heard anyone say we looked exactly alike?"

"Well, yeah, but--"

"How do we look any different, minus the ages and the face gear?"

"I guess we don't, but--"

"You know I have that same picture, and Dad had no brothers."

"I--but--the--" Suddenly it all clicked in. The dream, the 'Three L'Oranges', the picture, and everything people kept telling him. He knew, just like he'd somehow always known, that he really was Duke's and Sandra's younger brother. 

But why had the Gennuses lied to him? What was so wrong with his family that they had to keep secrets from him? Suddenly he realized something. Of course! Why hadn’t he seen this before? The answer had been right in front of him the entire time. It had to have been because they were both on the wrong side of the law, Duke the most notorious jewel thief on Puckworld and Sandra the Most Wanted. All this time, the Gennuses had tried to shield Switch from the truth. Maybe they thought that if he knew, he’d turn out bad like them. 

Switch remembered the time his parents told him about his sister, who’d supposedly died at a very young age. He had been at the hospital, having just had his tonsils removed. He’d been sitting in the hospital room. There was nobody in the room, and there was nothing on TV He was so bored, he had to get out. After all, ten year old kids can’t sit still for too long and Switch was no exception. He remembered wandering into the halls, and eventually into the room where all the birth records were kept. Thinking it might be cool to find his own file, Switch began to search for the name, ‘L’Orange’. He found the ‘L’ section and went from there. It didn’t take long. He pulled out one folder, dusty and stiff. Two words printed on the tab: L’Orange, Sandra. 

“Oh my God.” Switch had forgotten what that name meant until now. “It was her.” 

“What?” Duke looked at him. “You spacing out again?”

“N-nothing, I just realized...” He trailed off. How could he have not made the connection? Now it all made perfect sense.

“Now you believe me?” Duke crossed his arms as Nosedive walked out of his room.

“Hey, family reunion, huh?” He called, stopping by the two. Of course he had no idea, he was only joking.

“Yeah right,” Duke shook his head. “Sums it up right there, Dive.”

“You know,” Nosedive circled them. “I never really noticed before, but you two are like, identical. Seriously.”

“We’re brothers, Nosedive,” Switch told him.

He stopped. “How long?”

“The whole time.” Switch nodded.

“Duke? Sandra?”

“Yep.”

“When’d you figure this out?”

“Just now.”

“Oh.”

“Uh-huh.”

“I knew it!” Nosedive punched the air. He leaned against the wall next to Switch, who sighed and went to leave. 

Duke stopped him. “Wait a sec, I’m not finished with you yet, Switch.”

“What do you mean? You’re finished if I say you are!” Switch laughed.

“Cute. But really, I wanna know one more thing.”

“What’s that?” Switch stopped and turned around.

“What in the blue hell is your real name? I know ‘Switch’ can’t be it. Mom and Dad may have ditched you and Sandra, but they definitely had better taste than ‘Switch’.” 

“Yeah?” Switch laughed again. “You call ‘Duke’ good taste?”

Duke stared at him.

“Okay, fine,” Switch gave in. “It’s Thaddeus.”

“Uh-huh, Thaddeus what?” 

“Gage.”

“So...you’re Thaddeus Gage L’Orange, huh?”

“Yep. But you know, I really do prefer ‘Switch’. So you can just keep calling me that, everyone else does.”

“Does anyone else know your real name?” Duke asked.

“Um, nobody living.” Switch looked at the floor.

“Oh.” Duke understood entirely what he meant. “But Neo doesn’t know?”

“Nope.”

“Why?”

“Well, he never asked, really.”

“That’s strange.”

“No. That’s Neo.” Switch chuckled.

“Oh, and while we’re on the topic,” Duke began. “Why are you so mad at him?”

“How’d you know I was?” Switch asked him.

“Quite obviously, actually. I bet they heard you in China.”

“He just--he told you guys about--you know, and now everybody’s feeling sorry for me. I just got mad.” He shrugged. “I don’t need anyone’s help, I’ll get over it on my own. He’s trying to do everything for me and I hate it.” 

“Piece of brotherly advice,” Duke smirked. “Go and tell Neo what you just told me.”

“He doesn’t have to.” 

The two ducks turned to see Neo standing behind them.

“Were you listening to us?” Switch asked. “How long have you been standing there?”

“Long enough,” Neo grinned, “Thaddeus.”

“Yeah, about that. See, I would have told you but-” Switch began.

“No, don’t explain,” Neo interrupted. “I understand. Besides, if Nosedive gets to know...” 

Switch glanced back at Nosedive, who smiled and waved from where he still leaned on the wall.

“I forgot he was there,” Duke said. He looked up to see Sandra headed towards them.

“Okay Duke, I want you to tell me what the hell is going on, because I know I missed something here.”

“Hey Sandra, guess what?” Nosedive pushed himself off the wall. “You’re the middle kid now.”

“What?” Sandra said, point blank and her face dropped. “Whoa, whoa, whoa, wait a minute. What are you talking about? I’ve only got an older brother, who happens to be standing there laughing his ass off.” She was talking really fast, but slowed down as she looked at Duke.

“Well, Sandra, we got another one to talk to in da vents.”

“Yeah, but Duke-”

“Sandra, he says that this picture is his parents.” Duke told her. “It makes a lot of sense.”

Sandra stepped up to Switch, who happened to be a little taller. Duke’s height. “Great. All I need.”

“What?”

“Two of ya. I don’t believe it. Hello, I should have seen it.”

“Huh?” Sandra swore she heard Duke in what Switch said.

“Younger, huh? That’s a plus. Alright then, Bro,” Sandra was now sarcastic, and dragged out the last word. “You got a real name, or is it ‘Switch’?”

“Thaddeus Gage,” He answered.

“Duke Michael, Sandra Tiff. Hah, L’Orange. Aye.” 

“What are you saying, Sandra?”

“I don’t know, I’m--forget it, I still beat ya both.”

“Oh, get off it, Sandra, you’re also the middle.”

“Proud of it, Bro.” Sandra looked at Duke and laughed. “I don’t believe it. Definitely been inside too long.” She walked off and the four looked at each other.

“That went well.”

“Give her a few days, it will really click in.”

“Oh, yeah,” Nosedive nodded.

@     @     @

Sandra walked into Tanya’s lab, laughing--her brother’s laugh.

“Why are you laughing?” Tanya looked up from her latest creation.

“You’ll never guess what I just found out.”

“Probably not.” Tanya grabbed a rag to wipe her hands.

“Duke and Switch just told me we’re related.”

“You look it.”

Sandra stopped laughing. “Huh?”

“You do.”

“That wouldn’t make sense, though. Why would mom ditch me, the n--”

“Sandra think about it.”

“Oh.”

“Right. Haven’t you heard him talk about the ‘Three L’Oranges’?”

“I try not to.”

“Ask Phil,” Tanya laughed.

“No, the last time I asked Phil something, I got in trouble.”

“That doesn’t sound hard.”

Sandra crossed her arms and accepted one of Duke’s ‘looks’. “You would know?”

“No.” She walked past her. “Just realize the truth, that’s all. Have fun, Sandra.”

“Right.” She dropped her arms and grabbed one of the explosive pucks. “Time to rework another one.” Flipping it, Sandra turned. “Even if--” She stopped. She knew it was true.

@     @     @

“Come back for more?”

“Of course.” Sandra and Duke were fighting in the halls again. 

It had been a couple days, and Sandra had dropped the sibling factor. Everything, for the most part, was normal again--but just like before the L’Orange siblings all clicked and there was something different about them.

“We need something to do.”

“Ice, Bro.”

“Why not?” Duke let Sandra up and the two started up to the ice. Another normal day, or was it?

Switch was on the ice...by himself? “Come on, guys, a little two-on-one?”

“Why not?” Sandra had been waiting for this. A chance to take on her newly found annoying younger brother. Sandra jumped onto the ice and charged at Switch.

“What the-” He ducked, or tried to, as she swung the dagger at him. Instead, he slipped and fell backwards onto the ice. Seeing her chance, Sandra jumped onto him, pinning him to the ice with the dagger at his throat.

“What--hey!” Switch protested as he tried to move. “I meant two-on-one as in hockey, not ‘Kill Switch with Sharp Objects’!” 

Duke had leaned in the doorway, where you enter the ice. He just shook his head.

“Besides,” Switch continued, “I don’t have my blades with me.” He jerked out of Sandra’s grasp, and flipped to his feet. “That’s an unfair advantage. But okay,” He began to skate backwards. “I’ll take ya. Both of ya’s, bring it on!”

Sandra turned. “Duke.”

“What?”

“I’m gonna make this fair.”

“Alright.” He threw Sandra the saber hilt, and she threw it to Switch.

“But--” He looked at Sandra. “It’s only programmed--”

“Trust me. Try it.”

Switch did as he was told.

“Now,” Sandra said as she skated towards him, “It’s fair.”

“But--”

Sandra struck. “Go with your natural instincts. It’ll be easier, trust me.”

Duke smiled. That brat had learned something from Boss all those years ago.

“I’ll hurt you.”

“Switch, listen to me.” The two were leaning on each other’s blades and were pretty much face-to-face. “I can hold my own. Don’t worry about me.”

“If you say.”

“I am.” Sandra twisted her wrist and Switch found himself lying on the ice.

“How’d you do that?”

“Like this.”

Sandra was next to Switch, both looking up at Duke. 

“Thank you, Duke. I’m trying to do something.”

“I know. Switch, where are your Katana blades?”

“In my room on Sandra’s table.”

"Alright." Duke walked off as Sandra stood up.

"What's that about?"

Sandra grabbed Switch by the wrist to help him up. "I don't know, Switch. But he'll be back."

"Shall we?"

"Why not, Thaddeus?"

"Hey!"

"It'll keep ya going."

This time he made the first move.

@     @     @

Neo was on his way up to the pond so he could go see Thrash and Mook. Comic time! He opened the door to the ice and stopped. "Well, well, well, if it isn't the 'Three L'Oranges'."

"Neo." The three came to the wall. Sandra, Switch, and Duke, blades out. It was all too real...

"Whatcha doing?" Neo cocked an eyebrow.

"Fooling around."

"Even I knew that."

"Then why'd you ask?"

"You three act so much alike. Go rob a bank or something."

"Want to boys? My ropes in the locker room."

Neo rolled his eyes. "I was kidding."

"That's nice. I wasn't. Is there any way to piss Cleghorn off without getting in too much trouble?"

"Not with Sandra around." Duke looked at Switch.

"Funny, Bro."

"I don't know about you three."

"No one does. They have no files on us that give history anywhere."

"Uh-huh. I'm black."

"Besides, that, Kid."

"You're crazy."

"We're L'Orange." Both Sandra and Duke said at the same time. Neo shook his head and walked off. The three stood there for a minute. Sandra, Switch, Duke, all the blades out. Switch's dream had become all too real. 

The End   

