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		Description

Button Mash has been into gaming ever since he first got that Joyboy. When he plays a particularly adrenaline filled game, he gets so engrossed in the experience that he feels the need to ask his mother about how games used to be.
A/N: A prompt given to me by my friend Atlas Nebula. Written within a two hour time limit. Hope you enjoy!
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	“Alright… Final boss room. This is it. The moment I’ve been waiting for all day!” Button Mash stared intently at the slightly dark screen of his Joyboy. His muscles ached from laying in uncomfortable positions for the entire day. His eyesight seem to flicker inwards and outwards, causing him to nearly go cross-eyed from the strain being put on them from staring into the dark screen. Still, he focused, channeling his vision into a small tunnel, every fiber of his body tensing in anticipation for the climactic fight. This was the final battle, the one that would end them all, and open the final path towards the beloved captive princess held beyond the golden gates of the castle.
Visible droplets of sweat cascaded down his brows like a small stream, running down his body, but he paid them no mind. He watched in morbid fascination as through the golden gates, a monster unlike any he’d ever seen before came crashing into the middle of the small courtyard he was in. Pixelated rain fell all around and the ominous noise of pseudo thunder rang through his mind, capturing his attention and giving him a sense of finality. He felt as if he was some sort of guardian, defending the gates of heaven from this devilish hell beast before him, it’s razor sharp fangs glinting in the electric light of the moist air.
“So… You’ve come at last noble warrior” the creature started, spitting each word with pure hatred. “You’ve foiled all of my plans up to this point… Defeated my best men. You shall come no further fool. This shall be the place where your game ends. I shall relish your screams of pain before I consume your soul…” The dark beast chuckled as his voice reverberated throughout the courtyard.
“Oh yeah?! Well watch this! I’m gonna kick your ugly butt right back where you came from and save the princess, and there’s nothing you can do to stop me from doing it! Prepare to be killed you disgusting thing!” Button yelled at the screen of his Joyboy, totally engrossed in his gaming experience. He was so engrossed, that he didn’t notice his mother walk into his room, carry all of his clean folded laundry on her back.
“Button Mash? Have you been playing that game all day long?” his mother asked with a small bit of concern in her voice. She eyed him curiously, noting his tensed muscles and spasming face. It brought back memories of when she’d used to play herself on the Joyboy. All of those nights spent up late, playing games, shifting positions, and battling through hordes of monsters… Hopping on the very next morning eagerly awaiting the next wonderful experience that her games would bring her. She shook her head and set his clothes down on the bed next to him. “All right Button, that’s enough. It’ll be your bedtime soon, and I want these clothes put away before you go to sleep,” she said in a stern, motherly tone.
“Yeah. Uhuh. Sure mom. I-I’ll get right to that… At some point. Eventually. Or something.” He tuned most of his surroundings out, focusing on the intense battle that was currently raging inside of his electronic device. His character-a stereotypical knight in shining armor- was locked in pitched combat with the final boss of the game. Blows were traded as he hacked and slashed at the monstrous beast, slowly whittling down his massive health bar as hellfire and brimstone rained around him. He could almost see himself there, beating back the evil with his own hooves, cutting the monster open bit by bit with his Great Claymore Ultraslayer sword.
He dodged out of the way of a particularly nasty spell, the spell impacting the ground and causing a large swath of lava to spread out in every direction around its epicenter. He quickly weaved left and right with his character, dodging under the beasts arm to deliver a particularly devastating looking blow to the beasts abdomen, causing it to stagger. “Come on… Come on! Left! Right! Dodge! Duck! Duck! I said duck! Counter! Parry, parry, parry!” He shouted into his screen as if the character could hear his commands, masterfully dancing across the great battlefield as if he was a great and glorious general of combat.
His mother tapped her hoof impatiently, looking at him sternly. “Button… I told you to put your clothes away and get ready for bed! You can always continue your game tomorrow!” She felt slightly bad at cutting off her son’s accomplishments early, but it was already getting late into the night, and she knew that the young colt needed his beauty sleep, even if it was the weekend.
“Can’t do that right now mom. I’m battling the Magi Inferno Beast of Gamalarnix! I have him down to like three-fourths health. It’ll only take me a couple minutes to beat him. Once I do, I’ll have rescued Princess Galaxia and brought peace back to the magically kingdom of Solaria!” Button continued to mash the buttons on his controller in an attempt to stay in control of the fight.
“Well, you can always continue tomorrow! Can’t you just…save the game or something?” As soon as the words left her lips, she brought her hooves over them in shock and shame. That was the one question that she knew every gamer, no matter how young or old, hated with a fiery passion. It marked the inconsiderate destruction of progress, with no regard for the countless hours of blood, sweat, and tears poured into achieving a milestone in the game. It was the mark of somebody who didn’t understand game mechanics, somebody who didn’t understand gaming.
“No mom! There’s no save block near here!” Button shouted. His mother’s constant distraction combined with his own fatigue had other plans for his ill fated quest. One failed dodge later and Button was thrown to the ground, his character backing away from the beast in absolute fear as he approached. With an evil smirk and a snarl, the final boss picked him up, staring into his wide eyes.
“You have failed foolish warrior. Look into my eyes and know fear! Your fate was sealed the moment you came to my lair, now prepare to meet your ‘destiny’. I shall offer you no recourse.” The beast began to squeeze its large, meaty palm around Button’s head as the screen faded to black, displaying the words ‘Game Over’ in ominous crimson. Button groaned in frustration, turning off his system and setting it beside his bed on his small bed stand.
“Sorry Button, but you know the rules. Now put your clothes away and get ready for bed.” With that, his mother walked out of his room, leaving the door open. Grumbling his grievances away, Button began slowly packing his clothes into his dresser, all the while focusing his thoughts on the fight with the final boss. It had been so invigorating. It was like he had really been there, fighting with all of his might to save the princess. He thought that it was almost the same as reading books had been, although more interactive, giving his mind control of his own adventure instead of the static path that a book set for him.
He walked into the bathroom, slightly disoriented from his long day of gaming. He looked at himself in the mirror, leaning his left eye towards its reflective service and seeing the angry, inflamed blood vessels. He grimaced a bit, wetting his toothbrush and putting a small dollop of toothpaste onto it. Yeesh… Maybe I have been playing that game for too long today. My back kinda hurts a little too… Gotta try and find a more comfortable position for when I play.
As he began to brush his teeth, his thoughts were suddenly brought back to a time long ago. It was a time when he had been a small colt, still afraid of the dark. Every night, he had asked his mother to tell him a story to help him sleep; it helped him beat back whatever fears he had of a monster in a closet by replacing them with visions of great castles, glorious adventures, and fearsome enemies. Them memories brought back a small, fond smile to his face, alleviating his earlier anger with his mother.
Spitting out the remainder of the contents in his mouth, he began to think. As he ran his tooth brush under water, he suddenly realized that those old tales reminded him a lot of the video games he had played. His mother had showed him the Joyboy, so she must have been an avid gamer. Perhaps she’d gotten her own inspiration from the little cartridges that contained so much entertainment. He turned off the faucet, finally finished rinsing. He resolved to ask her about how it felt to live in a time when gaming had been so much simpler.
He went back to his room, tucking himself tightly into his warm covers. His mom entered the room to wish him a good night, standing in the doorway and observing him with a smile. “Goodnight Button. I’m sorry for ruining your game tonight, but it really is time to go to sleep. Sweet dreams, honey.” As she turned to leave, Button suddenly felt the need to ask her about it.
“Uh… Wait! Mom?” he called.
“Yes, honey?”
“Um… What was gaming like back then, when you were little? I’ve kinda been wondering about it. Video games are just so cool and awesome! Do you think that you could tell me a little bit about them?” Button gave his mother huge puppy dog eyes, begging her to sit down and talk to him. She walked over to his bed, laying down on the covers next to him, her eyes seemingly far away and remembering a time long forgotten.
“Well, Button… We didn’t always have the sophisticated electronics of today,” she said, pointing towards his Joyboy. “The very first game that ever came out was Pong. I was just a young mare at the time, still in my teenage years. It wasn’t much; it was just a device that you plugged into your T.V. We used what were basically just two plastic sticks to bounce a square back and forth across the screen.” She chuckled in nostalgia as she thought of the times that she had stayed up all night playing Pong with her older brother.
“That doesn’t sound very fun at all, especially by yourself. It’s just bouncing a ball back and forth! You can do that in real life!” Button’s face was wide with astonishment, thinking of the barbaric simplicity of earlier games.
“Well… I didn’t always play on my own. I used to play games all the time with my older brother. Pong was just one of these games. Oh geeze… When we would just sit there, bouncing the ball back and forth… That was some of the most fun I’ve ever had in my life. It wasn’t much, but we could always pretend. My brother and I… We would always pretend and make up some sort of background behind each match. I remember that we used to pretend that we were both professional tennis players, facing off to see who would win the world cup. Boy, sometimes those matches would get so heated.”
“I didn’t know that you had a brother,” Button stated confusedly.
“Oh, yes, I have an older brother. I haven’t seen him in some time, but we still keep in touch. He’s a professional Pony Kong player now. He set the world record! He’s set the world record for plenty of games, come to think of it. That’s how I got so good at gaming. Having a professional older brother to play against really keeps you on your toes,” she said with a chuckle.
“Wow! He sounds really cool!” Button yelled enthusiastically.
“Yes. He was very cool. The coolest brother ever. After Pong, there were other, more advanced games. I remember one of the first ‘real’ game systems that we picked up was the N.E.S. Your uncle and I would play Super Marty-O Bros. almost every night. I swear that we beat it almost twenty times. I was always player two of course. Wigi was always my favorite of the two.” Button’s mother wiped her eyes absent mindedly, not noticing the few tears of nostalgia falling down her face. It has been so long since she’d played a proper video game.
“That sounds really fun! Mom? What do you think makes video games so cool? I mean, they’re so awesome, and they’re always so fun to play. I don’t think I’ve ever played a videogame that I hated, come to mention it,” Button said, tapping his hoof to his chin thoughtfully.
His mother gave a derisive snort. “Oh, believe me, there are bad games out there. I wouldn’t want to torture my wonderful son with any of those monstrosities though…” She shuddered a bit, remembering a certain game. An expensive game. A game that contained exactly fifty-two other games… Shaking her head to clear the thoughts, she turned to face her son again.
“Are you alright, mom? You were kind of out of it there…” Button asked, concerned.
“Oh? Oh! Yes, Button, I’m fine. You see, what separates a good video game from a bad video game is presentation. A good video game allows you to be a part of the experience. It allows you to feel like you’re there. It doesn’t matter if you have good graphics alone, good story alone, or even just good gameplay alone. All of those things come together to give a great experience to the player.”
“A great game combines great visuals, smooth controls, and amazing stories together. It allows the players to insert themselves into the game, and to experience it alongside the main character as if they were actually there. Like with your game earlier. The reason you were so engrossed with it was because it has solid controls and creates quite an atmospheric scene. It makes you connect with the world and characters, and care for them.”
As Button listened to his mother, something inside of him began to churn. He was beginning to remember all of the great games he had played. He remembered how those experiences had touched him; he remembered every last detail from the boss fight earlier, down to the individual actions. He realized it was because the game forced him to connect. As his brain began to chug into overdrive and think of the mechanics and details that made his games complete. His tiredness got the best of him, as he yawned and lay back in his bed.
“Aaaaaagh…. Mom? I think I wanna be a video game designer when I grow up.” This elicited a small giggle from his mother, who then leaned down to kiss his forehead.
“And I’m sure you’d make a great one, honey. Now you must be very, very tired now. How about you get some sleep? I’ll to you in the morning. Goodnight.” With a smile, she left the room.
“Goodnight, mom! I love you!” Button rolled over to his left side, reaching a hoof out to his bedside lamp and turning it off. As he lay in bed, his thoughts churned with ideas and concepts for new games and systems. There was a whole new world of ideas just waiting to be explored! There were so many places to go, that had never been explored before! There were- 
Button’s mind finally gave out as he fell asleep, snoring noisily. His mother listened with a smile, envisioning her son’s cute face, sleeping, as his nose crinkled from the stray air. She giggled, heading down the stairs. When she reached the bottom, she went into the closet on the side, rummaging through it for a moment before pulling out an old machine. 
“Finally, I’ve remembered about you,” she said, eyeing the machine. “Time to play some Super Marty-O Bros!”
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