A Main Game
	Toadette awakes in her new glorious palace bedroom, gently brushing off the blankets to greet the new day ahead of her. Her left hand instinctively whips out to bash the usual spider clan that had made her lap their new home during the night, but is shocked to find nothing. She leaps to her left ready to battle the rats, but she finds herself awestruck to discover beautiful rugs, crimson carpets, indigo cabinets, and Toad-encompassed watercolor-styled mosaic artwork along each wall before her eyes. She hurls off the remaining salmon bedspread and trout covers once more to discover no chains, no locks, no combinations, no bars blocking egress. Wow, what even is this? She almost finds herself lost in boredom as the door creaks, and someone gradually enters the room. She prepares to battle once more lunging for a nearby umbrella as a karate staff/bō (‘bong – Korean, pang – Cantonese, bang – Mandarin, or kun – Okinawan’), forgetting her fathers are no longer in the area. She slowly drops the instrument and lowers her fists, seeing a bright lady stride in with orange juice and toast. This is gonna take some getting used to, she believes, as will the third-person omniscient style we seem to be taking in this tale. Oh wait, it is actually third-person limited as we are sticking with her mind alone mostly, which is unfortunate as omniscient is fancier and more fun to write. 
	Princess Peach: Mornin’, little lady. 
	Guess that’s over now, we’re doing dialogue. Nevermind. 
	Toadette: *setting the umbrella down* Oh, hey. Seriously? You don’t have to. 
	Princess Peach: Aw, you like that one? I’ll teach you how to float down from above ever-so-slowly later. 
	Toadette: Dope. 
	Princess Peach: What? 
	Toadette: Fresh. 
	Princess Peach: What? 
	Toadette: Sorry, sounds fun. 
	Princess Peach: Don’t say that again. 
	Toadette: … 
	Princess Peach: Everything ok? 
	Toadette: It’s just, too ok? I… don’t. What is this? I don’t have to fight, to battle, to… I just sit here. I don’t think I can even do this. Where are the spiders? 
	Princess Peach: Nonsense! You’re to be treated as royalty. You’re with me, now. 
	Toadette: God, this is… nuts. 
Princess Peach: It shouldn’t be? 
Toadette: I don’t have to hunt for my own food? 
Princess Peach: Excuse me? 
Toadette: I mean, it’s usually BotW/TotK style where I go out with a stick and fight grown deer with my bare hands. They, erm, my dads, won’t let me in the cafeteria because ‘they’re going to send someone to our door asking why we’re not giving you lunch money, and I don’t want to explain to them that I want to keep that money for myself why are you selfish all of the time I do not need this crap what did I do in a past life shut up Antoine past lives are SO real you’re just afraid of your own histor—
	Princess Peach: I got it. 
	Toadette: There’s more. ‘…history and all of the bad things YOU have done yeah there’s a lot no doubt about it no, no doubt, Antoine! …that caused you to be this awful in this lifeti—’
	Princess Peach: That’s ok, that’s enough. This is your breakfast now. Whatever you want, all day every day. Your wish is my command. 
	Toadette: Uh, ok. Wow. I still don’t know. 
	Princess Peach: Eat up quick, miss. 
	Toadette: Why is… that? *mouthful of toast* Oh my god. 
	Princess Peach: A friend from your past is downstairs waiting for you. 
	Toadette: Who? *gulping orange juice heavily* God, that’s good stuff. Who, I don’t remember barely anyon—
	Princess Peach: I don’t know, *sly grin* …maybe a little koopa boy that likes to wear a fake mask bib. 
	Toadette: *spits out all toast, eggs, juice, and jam in a chewed-up mesh directly hitting Peach’s forehead* Are you shitting me rn? 
	Princess Peach: *wiping eggs from her eyelids* No, no, he’s downstairs on the sofa waiting to watch TV, and we need to talk about your language, *clawing juice out of her left nostril* later. 
	Toadette: Wha? I-I… him? NOW? I can’t—what? I can’t do this now. I’m not ready. I can’t talk to him. Our souls are not fully spiritually aligned with our predetermined life lessons, astrological calendars, and zodiac totem duplexity. 
Princess Peach: Hashtag Capri *snaps* 
Toadette: Lolz, no… no lolz! I need more time! I was gonna get more in shape, lift some more weights, run on the treadmill, take a jiu-jitsu class, get my doctorate, graduate PA sch—no that doesn’t matter, secure my pension, win the lottery, pass on my legacy to the firstborn, be the chief exec what do they call that oh yeah CEO like Brianna, use the Halting Hex as my last shot at staying in the house against Paul’s sheep, actually sit down and watch Psych cause I’ve never really seen it not just say I am and then forget about--
	Princess Peach: You have 5 minutes, or I’m bringing him up. Don’t be rude. 
	Toadette: Bro. 
	Princess Peach: *in a sing songy tone gleefully (good adverb) leaving the room* 5 min-utes! Hmm-hm-hmm-hmmm…
	Toadette gathers herself as we enter the third-person limited once more, and she calms herself down with a few deep, cleansing, breaths. It’s fine, it’s fine. This’ll go fine. We were friends before, right? That was easy. We’re just a little older now, that’s all. I’ll be fine. Just watch some tele, make some small talk, that’s all you— is it first person now? 
	Princess Peach: GET. DOWN. HERE. 
	Toadette: FINE! *sigh*
	Shockingly, things aren’t that difficult as the two of them catch up sitting on the pristine, halibut sofa. It’s just like times past! They laugh at the silly Nickelodeon jokes, enjoy classic Oreo cookies, and catch up on how their lives have been since Toadette left the kingdom ever so long ago. Princess Peach watches joyfully nearby, preparing to embark on the goings on of the day. 
	Princess Peach: Glad you two are having fun. *setting the phone down* I have your grandma on the line. I think she’s thrilled you’re liking the move. *speaker turns on by accident* 
	Grandma: Peach, I don’t care… I just. don’t. ca—please—stop sending me Reddit updates. I don’t have Reddit—what is Reddi-- *speaker turns off* 
	Princess Peach: Oops, sorry. You two back to having fun. 
	Toadette: Ha, she’s funny. I think I might go visit her soon. Just catching up a bit would be great, you know? 
	Bowser Jr: That’d be nice. 
*massive shouting coming from the phone, Peach holds phone away, plugging her ears*
Toadette: Anyway, what do you do for fun nowadays? 
	Bowser Jr: Ah, you know me, always on the town. Partyin’ with the ladies, chillin’ with the homies, riding the motorcycle with the… me.
	Toadette: The clown car? 
	Bowser Jr: Whatever. 
	Toadette: Sick. 
	Bowser Jr: You need a tissue? I-I can get one. 
	Toadette: *sigh* My dads like to use trendy words a lot, I got used to it. It means cool. 
	Bowser Jr: Oh! Ta-take my jacket.  
	Princess Peach: *from the nearby kitchen* Oh, how sweet. 
	Toadette: You don’t have a jack--
	Bowser Jr: It sounded cool to say. I saw it in a movie. 
	Toadette: Should I get you a jacket? 
	Bowser Jr: Ha, ha… ha… *getting red* um… 
	Toadette: …uh, thanks. *putting imaginary jacket on, both of them laugh together*   
Bowser Jr: How did you end up leaving here anyway? Bustin’ out of this dead-end wasteland for the great beyond?
Princess Peach: Hey. 
	Toadette: Honestly, I’m too lazy to think of a storyline for that right now. Can you ask something else? 
	Bowser Jr: Oh… y-yeah, yeah… sure, sorry. *’trying to be cool’ feet on the table, arms back pose* No problemo. muchacho. 
Toadette: I’m a girl. 
Bowser Jr.: How was monk school? 
	Toadette: O-oh, it’s nice. Lots of praying, I guess. If you believe in that sort of thing. 
	Bowser Jr: Ha, nah. Religion is bullshit. Capital B. Capital S. Capital fantasies to stop scared kids from crying it’s just death grow up. 
	Toadette: Lolz. I forgot how funny you were. 
	Princess Peach: Right on the money, right on the money! *Peach laughs to herself stirring flour and eggs* These kids. Smarter than you think. 
	Princess Peach: *phone ringing, looking at the caller for a few seconds in confusion*
	Toadette: Is that Daisy? Like usual? 
	Princess Peach: No, it’s – ha, I mean, thank God – 
Princess Daisy: Fuck you!  
Princess Peach: No, I—crap, forgot she was on the other line. It’s… give me a minute. 
Toadette and Bowser Jr. laugh uncontrollably on the couch. His hand almost touches hers, but she quickly pulls it away. Everything is just perfect. Too perfect. Nothing has even been remotely perfect for her, hell, nothing like this. Things can’t possibly stay this way, there must be a catch, something bad must—
Princess Peach: We have an emergency. 
Toadette: *sigh*…and there it is. 
Princess Peach: They’re making a major game, like an adventure game. We have to leave right away. Like now. 
Toadette: Are you serious? Now?! We were having fu--
Princess Peach: I know, I know. *Bowser calling* Oh my god. Wow. 
Bowser: Where are you? We need to start filming, the dungeon’s all ready. I think he’s to the last world. We have a lot of cutscenes this time around, have you seen the script? How can we memorize this in tim--
Princess Peach: I know, I know. This is really last minute. Just deal with-- *sigh*. We’re on our way. 
Toadette: Are you ok? 
Princess Peach: No, not really. They’re not remaking Super Mario Galaxy again this year. 
Toadette: …but they always do that. It’s tradition. The gravity thing… I mean it’s perfect to bank on for ages. 
Princess Peach: Apparently, they’re doing something new. Shit, I didn’t think it would be this soon. I mean TotK was distracting them for like a decade. 
***
Nintendo Boardroom Exec: How about we remake BotW… but slightly little changes. 
Nintendo Boardroom: YEAH! *high fives all around* 
Nintendo Boardroom Exec: Make the new shrines harder than all fuck. 
Nintendo Boardroom: YEAAHHH! 
Nintendo Boardroom Underling: *raising hand* I think… I don’t know, maybe we could give him more than 3 hearts at the beginning? He just dies so easily, he can’t even jump from high heights, and there is so much climbing – like massive structures, cliffs, and mountains. Everywhere. The world is just so huge, and the enemies are incredibly strong. Even the weakest ones are intense. Isn’t the game meant primarily for children? There aren’t even that many weapons around to work with… how about 6 or 7 hearts? Maybe? 
Nintendo Boardroom Exec: *angry glare* 3 hearts. 
Nintendo Boardroom: YEAAAHHHH! 
***
Princess Peach: *phone rings, stumbling around grabbing umbrella, purse, wallet*
Princess Daisy: Peach! PEACH!
Princess Peach: *holds phone away and covers ear* Daisy, not now! You don’t need to shout. I’m taking Toadette to Bowser’s. We have to start working on the new material for a main gam--
Princess Daisy: We’re on the soccer field! We ready to kick. Some. BALL. Sorry, sorry, football. Gotta respect all the languages, Peach. It’s disorganized as hell and not thought out much, but ya know, we’re here. Why FIFA when you can you do this weird crap with too many odd powerups? 
Princess Peach: Did you hear me at all? 
Princess Daisy: Oh… oh yeah, the main adventures. Without the sports and games and stuff. I forgot you get to do those, ha. Must be fun, must be cool to… to matter. To not be one of the cattle to fill numbers. To be. To BE, ya know. To be seen *gets hit in the face with soccer ball*.
Kamek: Fuck, my bad. 
Princess Daisy: *grabs Kamek, lifts Kamek up by the armpits, takes off Kamek’s large, fluffy wizard hat, gives Kamek wedgie with hat, throws Kamek back on the ground with a massive thud, steps on Kamek’s back, grabs scepter, beats Kamek’s head with scepter*
Toad Referee: *whistle blown* *whistle blown, little brown feet rushing up to the scene* *extreme high pitch* What the fuck is this fuckin’ crap you’re out you’re fuckin’ out of the game you’re banned from the fucking field! The whole damn field! BANNED! Get the fuck ou--!
Princess Daisy: *bashes Toad Referee in the face with scepter, Toad Referee crashes into the mud, white gloves lift Toad Referee up with whistle string around neck, prepares scepter in a baseball batting stance* 
Toad Referee: Ahhhhhhhhhh! Fucking monst—
Princess Daisy: *bashes Toad Referee in the face with scepter at full force* 
Toad Referee: *slams onto the dirt head first, coughing up large amount of blood, getting woozy, reaches out seeing nothing but blurred uniforms, goalposts, and a sea of cleats* Ah--*cough*- Ahhh, oh no, oh my, hel-help m-!, Please! *sees glimpse of a scepter being held back in stance once more behind a shadowy crown and brown hair* Ahhhhhh! Help m—no! 
Princess Peach: Ok, sorry we gotta go. 
Princess Daisy: Alright, man, bye. 
Princess Peach: *phone clicks off* 
***
Toadette and Princess Peach finally arrive at Bowser’s dungeon, seeing the many torches, koopa skeletons, and dark jail bars encompassing the terrifying enclosures. The musky room is filled with a terrifying smog, a darkening, somber tone, and a murky call of a prison’s last wish. Bowser steps out from the shadows, a large grin and cro-folds arms as his new visitors arrive. Two shadowy figures hover in the back, but Toadette cannot quite make out what they are, though there sure are a lot of hand movements. 
Toadette: We got here… fast. Like instantly. 
Princess Peach: I did the three little stars. 
Toadette: Yeah, but still, quite a jump. 
Princess Peach: You think I’m writing that whole helicopter shit again? That was torture. I don’t have any more adjectives/synonyms in me. This is why books are stupid. And dumb. Yes, that ‘and’ is not right, I know… but who cares? It got my point acro—shown to the reader. God damn it, is this my life now? Having to carefully discern word choices and all varieties of interpretations of every little possibility that can be analyzed? Is this where we truly are, as a society, as a culture, as citizens at this era? Someone might misinterpret what I’m trying to say and run with it. Nah, they wouldn’t do that. We got in there, we flew here, we’re here. There, that enough detail for ya? 
Toadette: *hands raised in surrender* It’s fine, it’s fine. 
Bowser: I… um… *sigh* I did something. 
Two figures emerge from the darkness, almost skipping out of the shadows. Brown robes and sandals gleam with the nearby torch’s shine. 
Ashin: Yooooouuuuu-hoooooooooooooooooooooooooo!
Antoine: …hi. 
Toadette: What? Are you kidding me? 
Ashin: We’re here, bitches! Welcome, welcome to our prison wonderland. A dungeon bonanza. A lockdown of luxury and lavishment. 
Bowser: This… this was a mistake. 
Ashin: Ah! Our little girl is here. And her… *gives Peach a dirty look* that’s ok. Welcome!
Antoine: Hi.
Princess Peach: *muttering under her breath* …bitch. 
Toadette: Hey guys, good to see ya. It’s been too lon—it’s definitely been. 
Ashin: Fuck you. 
Toadette: Just kidding, just kidding. Get over here, ya knuckle-queens. 
The monks and young girl all embrace in a warm, welcoming hug with one another. 
Antoine: Hi. 
Princess Peach: Wha? …those two? Here? How--
Bowser: Yeah… *embarrassing smile* Ta-da! 
Princess Peach: Why did you capture… them? Why on Earth them? 
Bowser: I don’t know, I thought… God, I don’t know. 
Princess Peach: How much thought went into that? How many flights – there aren’t even direct flights with Covid to Nepal, their village is in the middle of nowhere, everything is 10 times as expensive, I—
Bowser: I know, I know. I thought it would be funny. Decisions were made. It happened. They’re here now. We’re all here, let’s make the best of it. 
Ashin: God, this place is awful, Bowser, totes horren! 
Bowser: Kind of the point, man. 
Ashin: It’s like a dungeon. Ugh! Can you imagine sleeping in a place like this? 
Toadette: …no. *hateful glare* 
Antoine: Same. 
Antoine: Hi. 
Toadette: So, what now? 
Princess Peach: What do you think? 
Toadette: Um…waiting for Mario to get here? 
Princess Peach: Bingo.  
Toadette: How long is that gonna take?
Princess Peach: *long sigh* 
Bowser: Ha, I’d get comfortable, little one. It’s gonna be a looonnnngg—
Princess Peach: A long time. 
Bowser: I was gonna say that. 
Toadette: Terrific. No Oreos, no Nickelodeon, no… *sigh* terrific. 
Ashin: Omg, this is all kind of adorable. We’ve got a little party going down here. A little rendezvous of besties! A clique of comrades. We can make this fun, right? I mean—
Princess Peach: Daisy’s calling. 
Bowser: *bashing head with fist* Thank. Go-d-ah. 
Toadette: How high is your phone bill? 
As the clique (Ashin: Good, it’s sticking) waits for Mario’s heroic arrival, is this omniscient now, maybe, everyone does their own thing to pass the ever-so-grueling time. The princesses chat for a bit as Daisy hosts her latest home party gathering, Bowser rethinks his life choices (especially dropping out of accounting at Princeton when his future was set), and Ashin/Antoine (there’s a slash here because another ‘and’ would have looked bad) argue over who’s spirit guides have the better hairstyle. The ladies somehow get on the topic of Luigi’s Mansion and how that series came about over the years. 
Princess Daisy: God, I would’ve bossed that game! *shouts over the party noise, loud music, and guests having fun* All 3 of ‘em. BOSSED. I would have blasted through those mansi—ope! Better not say that, these fuckin’ pussie-, I would’ve owned all of those mansions, sucked up all the ghosts (Toad: *sound effect of the rubber thing by the door being kicked*), and built a beautiful YELLOW mansion at the end. Yellow. Can’t use my favorite color. My favorite color is already taken, you know who took that? *stares at Toad, more than aware of what has happened. Toad: Aw, yeah…* One fucking guess! I’ll give you one fucking guess! 
Princess Peach: Daisy… 
Princess Daisy: Nah, nah, I love yellow. Yellow’s great! Color of French fries. The thing everyone loves. Huh, fucking ironic don’t you think. 
Princess Peach: That is enough. Some people pick you as an option… someone… must pick you… right? *motions to everyone in the room* They keep bringing you back. There has to be, right? 
Bowser: She’s kinda hot, I guess. We’re set in stone tho, bab—
Princess Peach: No, we are not. 
Bowser: *nodding up and down with a full smile* Yeah we are, man. 
Princess Peach: *sigh* Guys? 
Antoine: *shifts shoulders up in confusion* 
Ashin: Maybe… I wouldn’t. 
Antoine: *whispering* I wouldn’t either. *shouting* No offense!
Ashin: Mine can have offense. 
Antoine: I might for a minigame or something by accident; I’d switch after it though. Quick. 
Ashin: God, you are just a saint … ah, I love it. 
Antoine: I love you. 
Princess Peach: Jesus. 
Ashin: Omg I love you and mostly me too! 
Antoine: More than Noah, right? 
Ashin: God, I love you so much. 
Antoine: *blank stare*
Princess Peach: I think we have a scene soon. I should memorize lines, or when I’m supposed to shout “Oh, no!” next. The beginning, middle, end? Or all of it? God, I gotta go. 
Princess Daisy: Anyway, back to mansion biiness. 
Princess Peach: I really can’t talk now. 
Princess Daisy: *motions to the green-hatted gentleman to her left* Gotta protect your manhood, right? That’s what it’s about, man. Fuck. Gotta be the man, huh? The He-man! You save the princess. Me save the day? Nah. No, your precious masculinity, right?
Luigi: What… what is that? 
Princess Daisy: You know, when they said he was getting his own game, I was like… ok, good for him. He deserves it. Why? Cause I’m a good wife! I’m supportive! You go fight those ghosts, babe, that’s what I said. 
Luigi: I don’t think I knew you yet. 
Princess Daisy: Be that hero I’ve always dreamt of. Lord knows I can’t be one myself. Now’s your chance. And when I open the game, what do I find? A terrified little bitch afraid of the goddamn dark. A grown ass man! The whole time! It gets worse as he goes on! There’s not even character development! 
Princess Peach: The dark can be scary, Daisy. 
Luigi: Mm-hm. Very.  
Princess Peach: Luigi, Jesus man. 
Luigi: It is. *widening, child-like eyes* I get nervus *glances at his Toy Story shoes*. 
[bookmark: _Hlk136566048]Princess Daisy: I thought, oh I don’t know, I know I won’t get a major part. It was the early 2000s, you know. I mean, a miracle to even think for myself. 
Princess Peach: I really don’t think you were a character ye—
Princess Daisy: What an era. Bullying was cool, there were giant wooden playgrounds, CDs were a thing, books were on paper that people looked at for a few seconds before going to the movies, there were band posters, playing Yu-Gi-Oh was coo—um, something, you could say things like “get a lifestyle, Shego” in public, there were push-po…ring-pops. Yikes, that one was risky. Windows pinball, Cedar Crest ice cream, family computers, folding chatterboxes…
Princess Peach: Speaking of. *grins at the others* 
Bowser: God, fuckin’ hilarious. I just fuckin’ love it. I love ya. 
Princess Daisy: Shut. up. SHUT UP. *start crying* You’re supposed to like have my back. 
Ashin: 2000s. Good times, good times. 
Princess Peach: Yu-Gi-Oh. Ha, fucking nerds. NERDS. *high fives Bowser* God, I miss beating them up. 
Toadette: Ha. 
Ashin: Same. 
Bowser: Still do. *high fives Peach again*
Princess Peach: Nice.
Antoine: Hi. 
Princess Daisy: You could…  
Princess Peach: What were we talking about? 
Princess Daisy: I don’t rem-- *angry glare, starting at her husband huddled in three Superman blankets on the couch watching The Fairly OddParents with a Nesquik milk bottle* Like, I’m not asking him to fucking save me at the end; I know I’m not worth that shit, right? I know my place. Can I wave bye at the beginning? Bake a ca—oh sorry, sorry, not my fucking territory. I know! Bake muffins at the start, seeing him off. I know that’s not a full correct sentence shut up. Can I have muffins? Can that be for me? Great. I fucking hate muffins… but, nope, nothing! He’s recuing his bro-ther – he’s rescuing the great Mario. Like that makes any fucking sense. The great savior of all needs a scaredy mouse’s help?
Luigi: Love you. 
Mario: I told them it was weird. Like a lot. I was uncomfortable. 
Princess Daisy: *holds phone down* Right? 
Luigi: Love you too. 
Mario: *brushes hand at him* 
Luigi: *drops eyes to the floor* 
Princess Peach: Ya, know, I think they just wanted something different. A brother fighting to save another; I thought it was a beautiful idea. Noble, even. 
Princess Daisy: Yeah, yeah, I’m sure. Why invite Daisy to something important when we can do this gay shit instead? 
Mario: *turning to Wario* It was fuckin’ gay. 
Wario: Ha! Argh argh argh argh. 
Luigi: *teary eyes looking up, drinks a few Nesquik gulps, begins to cry* 
Princess Peach: I don’t see anything wrong with that… 
Princess Daisy: He, hey! *eyes begin to squint, sits up from the couch* Yo-You were in the fuckin’ third one… in the hotel! I remember! You made it to the fuckin’ third one, wtf! He rescued yo-you! I’m here! No other projects; they know that. I’m contractually open—
Princess Peach: Shocker… 
Princess Daisy: That was like a couple years ago! What the-- …hey. Peach, you’re not being very nice to m--
Toad: I was in it a lot. Lots of me. 
Princess Daisy: Out of my fucking house. Out! No one invited you. Did you get in here through the doggy door? 
Toad: … 
Princess Peach: Crap… um, let’s talk about something else. How’s everyone doing? You’re all just hanging at your place? Watching TV or something? 
Princess Daisy: Even brought the fuckin’ dog back… 
Princess Peach: Enough. Is everyone having fun? What shows are you watching? 
Princess Daisy: *placing phone away from her ear* Wario, he-hey, War-i-o! Wario! Imma level with ya. I said, Imma level with ya. We got a treadmill and some weights in the back garage. Maybe… just, I don’t know, have a little look-see. I ain’t sayin’ nothing. *screams into the phone* Peach, Peach! How many cakes you been bakin’ for--?
Princess Peach: Daisy, stop. Honestly. …it’s been a lot. 
Wario: *setting down his beer* You fucking bi—
Princess Daisy: I ain’t sayin’ nothing. Nothin’. After some time in the garage, maybe, MAYBE… you can get all this. *motions up and down herself with both hands in slow motion* Not before! Hey, no. Not before. Hey, hey look at me, look at me. You gotta earn this. Earn it. 
Luigi: What… *buries head in hands on lap* this can’t be oka—
Wario: Argh. Fine. *green shoes scamper off*
Princess Daisy: There we go, there we go. *locks eyes with Luigi for 8 full seconds* He’ll get there, he’ll get there. 
Luigi: I don’t want him to get there. 
Princess Daisy: God, you are such a fuckin’ buzzkill. Like seriously. Like— my whole spirit just.. gone… even looking at--
Princess Peach: Daisy, I NEED. TO GO. We’ve already done a ton of scenes, and there’s way more to go. I’m gonna be here forever at this rate. 
Bowser: We haven’t filmed anyth-- God, that would just-- phenomenal. Don’t tease me like that. 
Princess Daisy: Peach, you’re not like me. I’m so frazzled, lost in a million different errands and tasks at once, never really making progress. You’re just so… on the ball, always on. it. *snaps* God, ya know, I love ya Peach. I do. I’ll fuckin say it. I’ll fuckin’ say it right now! You’re my bestie… for life, for life! I mean it. Hell, I swear, *nervous laughter* I’d date ya if I could! I mean, ha, that’d be crazy. KA-raz-ee. I mean. Could I—
	Princess Peach: No. 
	Princess Daisy: Alright, alright dat’s cool. Dat’s cool. I’m a checker, that’s what I am. I check things. I’m a checker. No chess for this gal, just checkin’… *5 second pause* Now are we sure…
	Princess Peach: No! I’m sorry I really need to leave. I think we’re almost to the end. 
	Luigi: I am. right. here. 
	Princess Daisy: Nah, no prob. No prob. *sweating* We chillin’ here. Do your thing, make that dough. Notha day, notha dollar. That’s what I say. *more nervous laughter* Anotha day, Anotha do--
	Waluigi: Well, yes, macroeconomics plays a vital part in the assembly of manufacturing; but what most even professional executives fail to examine are the micro-structures within the synergy and core competency--
	Princess Daisy: Waluigi, why the hell are your overalls still on? 
	Luigi: Aye, Mamma mia! *buries head into hands, slowly looks up, raises eyebrows with opening hands* Well? 
	Princess Peach: *phone clicks off* You can see why I don’t hang out with them after the festivities. 
	Toadette: I could be watching TV right now with… *sigh* and here I am. 
	Princess Peach: I know, I’m sorry. It sucks. 
	Bowser: Rude.
	Ashin: Peach, who are you seeing right now? You’re likes totes hiding your personal life from the group. We’ve never talked about this. 
	Princess Peach: I just met you. 
	Antoine: Spill, girl. 
	Toadette: *raises an eyebrow*
	Bowser: *clenches fist*
	Princess Peach: I don’t have a romantic life, honestly… too much going on. I’ve just gotten used to being by myself… I’m comfortable that way. Anyone else just gets in the way, too much stress, too much drama, too much… obsession. 
	Bowser: I feel like that was aimed at me? *glancing around the room*
	Ashin: Omg, Peach, I totes agree! Who needs that shit? We should be happy by ourselves, right? Why is this world obsessed with pairing us all off and making us feel incomplete by our own selves. It’s ridiculous. 
	Toadette: Isn’t someone fighting the whole world… for you? 
	Princess Peach: *sigh* Please don’t make me feel bad right now. 
	Toadette: No, I… I’m sorry. 
	Antoine: Hi. 
Ashin: Omg after I get done saying all that I already have the best human there is.
	Antoine: No, no… I have the best human there is. 
	Ashin: Well, yes, but no, I do! 
	Antoine: Omg stop I do. 
	Ashin: No, I do. 
	Antoine: No, me! I do. 
	Ashin: Lolz ok you do. Not gonna fight it. *fake punches*
	Antoine: I’ll fight it. *real fake punch* 
	Ashin: Omg. 
	Bowser: *gesturing to the monks* I fuckin’ want that man, Peach, please… 
	Princess Peach: No! *Daisy FaceTiming* I cannot stress to you all enough why I am not answering this. 
	Everyone: Agreed. 
	Princess Peach: *Luigi FaceTiming* Yeah, nice try. Putting this phone away. 
	Bowser: No one ever calls me. 
	Princess Peach: *Waluigi FaceTiming* O-oh, really? I barely even speak to him. Something must really be the matter… *answers, horrified look, dropping phone onto the cellar floor with bang* Oh my god! Oh my god! Ah! Oh! 
	Ashin: WOWWWW, adults only! Shield her eyes please. That is… a lot. 
	Antoine: Look at you being a dad. *glances at phone* …nice. 
	Ashin: Omg stop. I’m mature. 
	Antoine: You stop. 
	Ashin: Only if you’re stopping me. 
	Antoine: Omg I will. 
	Bowser: Let me see. 
	Princess Peach: *hangs up* That is it! Can you delete FaceTime from your phone? God, I’m blocking her. That’s what I’m doing; I’m blocking Daisy. I am so done. *sigh* No, I can’t. Sarasaland would have my ass on a silver platter. We can’t lose Muda or Birabuto right now in the deal room. So, what? I have to just put up with this shit? Guess so. You think they’ll trade power stars with us after I’ve ceased contact with their princess? Hell no. I’d have to go to Donkey Kong land which apparently is a thing in the movie news to me how long has that been there he usually just goes to the parties. Maybe he could actually help with the ongoing *motions to Bowser* him situation. 
	Bowser: You are so fuckin’ hot when you’re mad. 
	Princess Peach: NOT. NOW. 
	Bowser: *eyes full of stars* God, my whole fuckin’ world right here, my whole fuckin’ world… right here, man. I’m lookin’ at it. That’s it for me, man. That’s it. 
	Toadette: Dude…
	Princess Peach: *bashing her forward with both fists* Where. is. he. WHERE. We’ve done all our scenes, we’ve done everything. Flawlessly. He has to be here soon. 
	Bowser: We haven’t moved from this spo—ok, whatever. 
	Toadette: Hey, didn’t you have your own game? Way back when? 
	Princess Peach: Oh yeah, that was pretty cool. I used my mood swings and unhinged emotions as powers to travel through the world.
	Antoine: Cause you’re a woman? That is fucking hilarious. 
	Ashin: Ha! I love Nintendo; love. ‘em. 
	Princess Peach: I miss that lil’ umbrella. Perry? Something like that. 
	Antoine: If you say what I think you will, I’m leaving yo-
	Ashin: …the platypus!
	Antoine: Omg, I still love you. 
	Bowser: I’ll be your umbrella. 
	Ashin: You guys, we need to have some order now, some structure. Who is in charge of this story? Things have gotten so far off the rails. 
Bowser: I’ll… 
Ashin: What is even going on anymore? 
	Antoine: Hi. 
	Ashin: I mean, I’m obviously the protag—lolz, we all know that. 
	Toadette: Hold on, Pops, pretty sure I am, now. *holds arms back, feet on the table* 
Bowser: God, did ya learn that from my fuckin’ kid? 
Toadette: The whole setting changed when I left last time; never seen it do that for you two. Not once. 
Antoine: You totes don’t have the sole comedic ability to keep this ship afloat.
Bowser: *turns to Peach* I’ll keep your ship afloat. 
Ashin: You don’t even say funny things. 
Antoine: Add to the convo, Ashin. Add, don’t just repeat. 
Ashin: *extremely offended glare, jaw dropped* 
Toadette: No, I need to be relatable. That’s a side character’s gig. 
	Ashin: *turning toward Toadette* You s. t. f. u. 
	Antoine: Rude af, girl. 
	Toadette: …I mean, I would… but then the story would be over. 
	Ashin: That’s it, that’s fucking it. This is what living away from the monastery has done. Lemme at her. *lunges for the mushroom girl, Peach jumps in the way shielding her immediately*
	Bowser: Fuck, she’s the fucking hero too man. She’s just… oh my God. 
	Antoine: *holding him back, kicking and screaming* I mean we were kind of here first, just sayin’. *hand flick* 
	Ashin: *full tears, wiping them away with each robe sleeve* This is what she does, Antoine. She tries to diminish my worth, my sense of self, my aura, my entire state of being with her selfishness. 
	Antoine: I know she does… I know… 
	Ashin: …and then I almost doubt my own badassery, when I know it is off the charts. Like not at the top. Completely off of them. I can’t usually see the charts anymore! It is that far gone. 
	Antoine: I know it is… I can’t see the charts either, and I got LASIK! 
	Bowser: You two can leave. Please. Please. I’ve already purchased 2 Priceline tickets myself. Here are your passports. Go. 
	Antoine: Wow, so can you be alone with her. 
	Ashin: See right through ya, baby *flicks his bulbous, yellow turtle nose back and forth far too many times* Omg it’s like jello. 
	Antoine: Jell-o of Mario-o. 
	Ashin: *uproarious laughter* OMG I LOVE YOU. 
	Antoine: I love you, babe. 
	Ashin: Same. 
	Antoine: Love me, or love you? 
	Ashin: …
	Bowser: Why can they have that, and I can’t? 
	Antoine: *turning to Bowser* Anyway, we’re staying ‘til the end of this. 
	Ashin: Planted *snap* like *snap* trees. *snap, snap, snap, snap, snap… snap, snap, snap… snap…*
	Princess Peach: *grabs Ashin’s arm, looks deep into his eyes* Quiet. time. 
	Ashin: Omg, I can be as loud as I want. Don’t tell me what to do. Nobody tells m--
	Bowser: *massive fire breath unleashed* 
Ashin/Antoine: Ahhhhh! *cowering, whimpering, and holding each other, huddled up on the cellar floor*
Bowser: APOLOGIZE. to. her. *grabs Ashin’s sudden large amounts of necklaces* 
	Ashin: MY CHAINS! LET GO OF MY CHAINS!! NOT MY CHAINS! AHHHHH!
	Princess Peach: Everyone…let’s take a deep breath, and calm down. This must be almost over. Let’s keep our heads. 
	Antoine: *putting his arm around the giant turtle creature* Bowser, playa to playa,  
Bowser: Don’t say that. Don’t touch me… actually, yo-you can touch me. Please. 
Antoine: *removes arm immediately*
Bowser: *massive frown*
Antoine: …seriously, wtf are you doin’ here? What are we doin’? I feel like she’s said no 100 times, and that’s just been in this dungeon alone. 
	Ashin: *between mouthfuls of fettucine* A ba_jill_ion_times. 
	Princess Peach: Where did you get fettucine? 
	Bowser: You… you can’t prove that. 
	Princess Peach: I can. 
	Bowser: Help me out here, hon.
	A shadowy, red figure steps out from the dark end of the cellar, slowly strolling in with shaky legs, a hovering torso, and disoriented stance. 
	Mario: I… am… HERE! 
	Everyone turns and looks in shock, no one sure if Ashin or Peach screamed the loudest. 
	Mario: I made it. I fuckin’ made it. *getting woozy, can’t see straight* I went through all the mushroom lands, the grasslands, all the, all the desert, all the haunted ghost levels with *both hands held around mouth, dropping three octaves* no fuckin’ vacuum!
Princess Daisy: Now, that’s a man. 
Toadette: Nobody called you. 
Mario: …the ice world slippy slippy and mountain rocky world mountain world rocky. All, *spinning, running into the wall* all! all the underwater with that same stupid song every time *starts to sing* Do, do, do, da do… dadodalda do, do, do, da do. Ahhh! Thought I saw another cheepy cheepy swimmin’. *makes dog paddle motion* Cheepy cheepy cheepy. Swimmy Swimmy. 
	Toadette: My God. 
	Antoine: Broken. 
	Princess Peach: Oh, Mario. *camera flashes* …nailed it, yes. 
	Ashin: He’s in no condition to fight. 
	Antoine: Good, babe. You added. 
	Ashin: What has gotten into y… do you know who you’re talking to? 
	Mario: I even beat Bowser Jr, the little shit… 
Bowser: Ha. 
Mario: …in the stupid clown car. Way fuckin’ harder than it needed to be. He wasn’t even a… real boss. Why was it so fuckin’ hard, man? Why? 
	Toadette: What. 
	Mario: Now, let’s, fuckin’… let’s do this, Bows-- *almost throws up, spinning again* Square em’ up. Up. Em. Square. UP. ‘em. Rocky mountain rocky rocky slippy… *slams into the jail bars, collapses onto the ground, slowly fades away to pixels before their eyes* 
	Toadette: He’s… gone? 
	Bowser: OH MY… I can’t beli—wow. 
Ashin: What’s going on?
Antoine: *smile* He’s coming back, right? *Anakin glare*… *frown* He’s coming back, right? 
Bowser: He forgot to save. 
	Princess Peach: NO! You’re joking. N-no, it can’t be. No. 
	Bowser: *sigh* I’m afraid so. 
***
Mario: *glancing up, seeing the Level 1, World 1 design… sitting on the block floor, watching the same Goomba walk back and forth, back and forth, back and forth, getting in fetal position* 
Slippy, slippy, goomba ba goom goom… 
***
	Toadette: I didn’t know HE was part of this. *rageful glare at the princess* I could’ve been with him this whole time! I could have! I didn’t have to be here. We could’ve been in the clown car watching the stars, snuggling through the skies, seeing the world, shining, shimmering, splendid.
	Bowser: Dude…
	Ashin: Chill with the alliteration, hon. 
	Antoine: A bit much. Also grammer is a thing. 
	Toadette: Soaring, tumbling, freewheeling. 
	Ashin: Are those real lyrics?
	Antoine: Same. 
	Princess Peach: Heh… heh… my bad. He is a pre-boss thing, isn’t he? Ah, well. This was fun, though, this was fun. 
Toadette: *motioning to Bowser* Why didn’t you tell me? 
Bowser: I’m lonely! *looks down at feet* I like having friends her--
Princess Peach: We bonded. We had fun. We grew… *motioning to the monks* spiritually, right? 
	Ashin: Ah, my God, same. Yas. 
	Antoine: Same. 
	Toadette: *sigh* Same. 
	Bowser: I’m not doing that. 
	Toadette: Are we heading back to the palace? 
	Princess Peach: I guess. Until we get called again. We’re out of here! 
	Bowser: Fuck. 
	Ashin: I mean we can stay and hang a bit long—
	Bowser: *massive fire breath burst*
	Ashin: Ok, ok fine. 
	Antoine: You’re not coming home with us? 
	Ashin: Yeah! I mean last time the ending was super cute… 
Bowser: Dude. 
Ashin: …and it looked like we were all gonna be a little family again. Maybe Peach was gonna come visit or hang out sometimes, and we could all be friends. 
	Antoine: Adorable. 
	Ashin: I mean sure, we would have our disagreements and our shenanigans and petty arguments, and our differences would surely lead to built-in conflict. …but your real home was with us all along! 
	Toadette: Yeah, I know, that would be more meaningful… it’s just the Mushroom Kingdom might be a better setting for more plotline ideas in the future. I don’t know how much I can work with Tibet/Nepal mountains when these turn into full length-novels. 
	Ashin: Fuck the hell out of you. 
	Antoine: Same. 
	Ashin: Little dick. 
	Antoine: Same. 
	Ashin: You wish you could live in the upper desolate mountains. 
	Antoine: Same… oh, I do *shy blushing*…*whispers* It’s kinda boring. 
	Ashin: Its natural beauty and majesty is too much for you anyway. 
	Antoine: Same. 
	Ashin: You have to be one with spirit to get it. To be evolved. On a higher level of consciousness beyond what normies can fathom. To not need trivial material things like 7/11 and CVS. 
	Antoine: Sa—I do have a prescription. 
	Toadette: *widening grin* I’ll come visit. Even with the no-direct Covid flights. 
	Ashin: You better. I’ll be first in line for a maskless hug, you little shit. 
	Antoine: *crying* Sa-same. 
	All three enter a warm embrace, and Princess Peach smiles lightly in the background. 
	Bowser: Sa-same. 
	Antoine: We’re done with that now. 
***
	Princess Peach continues her daily work in the office, preparing the latest memorandum for the parade marching later this afternoon. Bowser Jr and Toadette play Monopoly, laughing as neither of them can do simple math. 
Bowser Jr: Ha, nah, counting is for nerds. That’s why I don’t do school. 
Toadette: BA. 
Bowser Jr: I thought ‘a’ came first, and ‘b’ was second. *puzzled look* The song I learned was different.
Toadette: No, it’s… I think you’re cool. A rebel. I mean, awesome. 
Bowser Jr: You take math class in Nepal?  
Toadette: My dad always said I shouldn’t learn math cause I could figure out the combination locks too easily and then—
Bowser Jr: *big smile* You’re funny. I like you. 
Toadette: I’m not jokin--*pauses… smiles* Let’s play. 
Bowser Jr: I have $14, is that more than… your $9, or less? 
Toadette: Oh wow. 
Even after all the craziness with Bowser, it seems like things are actually starting to look pretty well in the world. 
Suddenly, the phone rings once more.
Princess Daisy: …
	Princess Peach: What?
	Princess Daisy: …
	Princess Peach: What do you possibly have to say for yourself after that? After that horrific and deplorable display of character. You’re a princess, Daisy. I know I shouldn’t lecture, nonetheless one monarch to another, but your behavior lately has just been out of line. Absolutely unacceptable, and you get away with it because of your title! It’s over. I’m done allowing this. There needs to some order, some decorum, some… remote maturity, at that! You have got to--
	Princess Daisy: Hey. 
	Princess Peach: What? 
	Princess Daisy: Hey. 
	Princess Peach: …
	Princess Daisy: …
	Princess Peach: … 
	Princess Daisy: Hey. 
	Princess Peach: … 
	Princess Daisy: Peaches, peaches, peaches, peaches, peache—
	Princess Peach: No! 

The End 


















Princess Peach: *phone rings* 
Toadette: Your bill must be through the ro—
Princess Peach: Who is it? 
Wario: Hi-er, can you deliver 65 vanilla frosted, strawberry-caramel infused cakes to Wario Land this afternoon? 
Princess Peach: Wario, I’m sorry, I am your friend. I’m concerned. I thought you were changing your ways. That is just too many; your health is declining rapidly, and we--
Wario: They aren’t all for me. 
Princess Peach: Who are they for? 
Wario: …me. They’re all for me. 
Princess Peach: *thinking of the money to replace the castle grounds garden* sigh. They’ll be there by 5 at the latest. 
Wario: Argh, argh, argh, argh, argh. 
Mr. Krabs: Argh, argh, argh, argh, argh. 
Wario and Mr. Krabs: Argh, argh, argh, argh, argh. 

