
It had been one month since the last time Bowser attempted to kidnap Peach, so naturally everyone was a tad suspicious when a mysterious package showed up at the castle gate. It was a boring, wooden thing with no distinguishing marks, but rather on the large side- about the size of one of the Toad guards who dragged it inside to be inspected.

After some discussion it was opened. They pried off the top and the sides fell away, leaving only a simple pot with a single flower sprouting from it. It was a delicate-looking thing, with a red bud surrounded by white petals and a thin, gangly green stem holding it up. It was, however, hardly the strangest example of flora the Mushroom Kingdom had to offer. Just a flower.

Without giving it much thought the guards had it placed in the royal garden. ‘Twas just a pretty flower, probably a gift for the Princess from an admirer.  So no one paid it a second thought, and everything was business as usual for the rest of the day.


*****


Night fell over the Mushroom Kingdom, but that did not mean everyone went to bed. A Toad and Toadette, two youths just short of adulthood, prowled about in the radiant moonlight. There was no malice or evil-doing in their intentions, however- they simply wished for a romantic, moonlit stroll through the royal gardens. Although access was restricted, the castle’s security was incompetent, to say the least- the pair made it to the gardens without incident.

“What a weird flower,” remarked the Toadette as she happened upon the garden’s latest addition. Since being planted it had grown, somewhat. The stem had thickened and extended, supporting a hugely expanded bud. The bud was now larger than a Toad’s head and white dots began to show on its surface. A small crease could be seen running around the bud’s circumference, sort of like a mouth that could be pried open.

“I’m going to check to see if there’re any guards coming,” said the Toad, paying no heed to the mysterious plant. “I’ll be right back.”


Neither one of them noticed a solitary vine sprouting from the ground near the Toadette’s feet, slowly coiling its way around her ankle.


*****


The Toad returned to find no one left in the garden.


“Hey, Toadette? You there?” he whispered, squinting to try and find his friend. To the best of his vision, though, she was gone.

Rustle, rustle.


He turned towards the source of the sound, not far from where he’d left his friend. It sounded like the movement of leaves- perhaps she was moving through the bushes? He moved towards the continued rustling, the sound becoming louder and clearer as he approached.


Rustle. Munch. Rustle.


As he got closer, he noticed the sound becoming somewhat… wet, for lack of a better term.


Rustle. Munch. Slurp. Rustle.


His heartbeat began to quicken. There was something not right about the sounds coming from the plants. It no longer sounded like something was moving the plants, but instead like… chewing.


Munch. Rustle. Slurp. CRUNCH.

… Gulp.


It was staring him down, now, with a mischievous smile and a drooling tongue hanging out of its mouth. Rows of teeth adorned its mouth with pink pieces of fabric stuck between them, all stained with a dark substance. And moving down its stem was a lifeless bulge which settled at the plant’s base, no doubt containing the Toadette. What was left of her, anyway.

Before the Toad could so much as scream the hungry plant moved on for seconds.


*****


‘Twas a beautiful day that came next. The sun was in the sky and wasn’t trying to kill you, the few clouds that were visible had smiles and weren’t ejecting Spinies on passerby, and all in all it was just a good day.

Coincidentally, it was also the day that Princess Daisy was to be paying the Mushroom Kingdom a visit. The two Princesses enjoyed an amiable relationship mirroring that of their kingdoms. Their visits, while somewhat infrequent, were enjoyed by both and helped maintain the peaceful political climate that their lands enjoyed.


So of course, to avoid any incidents, the activities of the two Princesses were restricted to the decidedly non-dangerous. The threat of a Bowser kidnapping, too, was always a possibility. As a result, Princess Peach and Princess Daisy were taking a stroll through the royal gardens. The warm weather warranted a change from their usual attire. Peach had exchanged her pink dress for an identically-colored, shorter skirt and blouse. Daisy, due to her tomboyish nature, had on a yellow t-shirt with her namesake on the chest, and a pair of orange shorts.


While walking through the garden Daisy happened upon a very unusual plant. In contrast to the previous night, the plant was once again in a miniaturized, harmless shape, looking like an ordinary bulb sticking from the ground. Not a trace of its previous victims remained, and Daisy couldn’t quite figure out just what it was.

“Peach, what’s this ugly thing?” asked Daisy, giving the tiny red and white bulb a poke.


“Oh, that?” responded Peach. “One of the Toads said it was delivered to the castle, yesterday. Not sure who sent it.”


“It was probably Bowser,” Daisy suggested with a laugh, turning away from the plant to face her friend. “Only a creep like him would have such terrible taste in flowers.”


The two laughed together, neither noticing that the plant was once again growing. It slowly increased in size behind Princess Daisy until it was even bigger than it was when it devoured the two toads. 


It wasn’t until it opened its maw, large enough to fit an entire human inside, that Peach saw what was going to happen. “Daisy, look out!”


The princess turned around just in time for the colossal pair of jaws to close around her, scooping her clean off the ground. Not wasting any time, it immediately swallowed the struggling princess with a swift, hard gulp. Peach watched in terror as her friend, now no more than a wriggling lump, traveled down the plant’s stem and settled against the dirt.

“It’s… it’s a Piranha Plant!” shrieked Peach, turning to run. She immediately fell forward, however- the plant had anticipated her escape, and wrapped a vine around her ankle to prevent it. Using the energy from the digesting Daisy, it lifted Peach into the air by her ankle, growing all the while, and dangled her over its waiting mouth. Despite her mortal peril, Peach was reaching to hold up her skirt, which gravity threatened to overturn and expose her underwear to the world.

The castle guards, attracted by the commotion, arrived on the scene. “Let her go!” shouted one in a case of foolish genre blindness.


The Piranha Plant heeded the guard’s words and released its grip on the princess, snapping its jaw shut just as her waist passed its lips. What resulted was Peach’s leg and butt dangling from the plant’s mouth, kicking futilely while she screamed. In spite of her previous efforts, the entire guard could see her exposed bottom, covered only by ornate, pink panties with frills befitting of a princess.

Inside the mouth the Piranha Plant wrapped its tongue around the Peach’s body. She struggled to pull the squishy appendage away, but her strength was no match for her captor. It tugged at her body until her legs slipped through its lips and into its mouth, forcing the princess to curl herself into a ball.


From outside the guards heard only a scream. “Somebody HELP ME!” with the final syllable stretching out and slowly fading as they watched the lump containing their devoured princess be swallowed.


“W-what are we supposed to do?” stammered one guard.


“Call Mario! He can save the princess!”


Peach was deposited unceremoniously into the plant’s stomach within seconds. She was pressed up against the walls, adding to the claustrophobic feel of her unbearably hot confines. Daisy, though- where was Daisy? She had been swallowed less than a minute ago, so where had she…?


A piece of fabric that shared the stomach with her answered her question, and her fate was to be the same. Once more she screamed, fighting in vain to prevent the only, terrifying outcome left: digestion.

The lump in the Piranha Plant’s stem began to shrink as its stomach acids made quick work of its contents, dashing any final hopes of rescue. The plant let out a satisfied belch, and out came just a single pair of pink, frilly panties, their seat stained a conspicuous brown as a testament to their former owner’s last moments of panic and fear.


And so, the two princesses were nothing more than fertilizer for a hungry plant, which turned its attention towards the fearful bunch of Toads who thought to rescue its meal…

