
Kooper Koopa is a name that is not commonly known to many, despite being the eldest kin of the great king Bowser Koopa and the prince of the Koopa. However, it is understandable why Kooper's name is often forgotten among Bowser's vast family. With a total of twelve children, including two biological and ten adopted, it can be challenging to keep track of all the personalities in the family...

Kooper stood in the dimly lit library of Bowser's castle, staring out of the arched windows. The moon cast a silvery glow over the courtyard where his father, King Bowser, was engaged in a playful scuffle with his younger Koopalings. Laughter and yells echoed through the stone walls, tugging at Kooper's heart with a pang of longing.

Kamek, Bowser's most trusted advisor and father figure, Kooper's wise and elderly grandfather, shuffled into the library, his tall blue hat slightly askew. His kind, knowing eyes settled on Kooper's brooding figure. "Kooper, my boy, why the long face?" he asked gently.

Kooper sighed, turning to face Kamek. "It's nothing, Grandpa. Just feeling a bit... forgotten, I guess..."
Kamek moved closer, his long blue robe swishing softly. "Forgotten? You are the eldest son of King Bowser! You are destined for greatness, my boy."
Kooper looked away, frustration etched into his features. "But it doesn't feel that way. Father is always busy with his schemes and adventures. And my siblings... They overshadow me at every turn."
Kamek's eyes softened as he placed a comforting hand on Kooper's shell. "Your father loves you, Kooper. The kingdom requires his attention, but you hold a special place in his heart. You mustn't doubt that."
"I know..." Kooper mumbled, shifting uncomfortably. "But sometimes, I just wish I was more than an afterthought..."
From outside, Bowser's loud voice boomed with laughter as he chased the Koopalings around the courtyard, his footsteps shaking the ground with each step. Kooper felt another pang of longing tug at his heart, his eyes downcast. 
The library fell silent, the air heavy with unspoken emotions. Kooper sighed again, his shoulders slumping in resignation. "I'm sorry, Grandpa. I shouldn't burden you with my problems."
Kamek's eyes shone with compassion. "You can always talk to me, Kooper. I may not always have the answers, but I will always listen." He said, patting Kooper's shell comfortingly. "Now, come. It's getting late. You should get some rest."
Kooper nodded, following Kamek out of the library. As they made their way down the dimly lit hallway, Kamek's eyes flickered with a distant memory.
Kamek's eyes misted over, a faint smile tugging at his lips. "I remember the day you were born, Kooper. You were such a small, precious thing." He chuckled softly, his voice tinged with nostalgia. "Your father was so proud, he wouldn't put you down for anything."
Kooper smiled, his mood lifting a little. "Really?"
Kamek nodded, his eyes twinkling with amusement. "Indeed. He would carry you everywhere, showing you off to anyone who would listen." He chuckled again, shaking his head fondly.
Kooper chuckled, imagining the scene. Bowser, the mighty king of the Koopas, proudly showing off his newborn son to anyone within earshot. It was a hard image to conjure, but Kooper couldn't help but find it endearing.
They continued down the hall, their footsteps echoing softly in the silence. Kooper's smile faded, his thoughts drifting back to his earlier feelings of loneliness and longing.
"Grandpa?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.
"Yes, my boy?"
Kooper hesitated, his eyes downcast. "Do you think Father will ever have time for me again?"
Kamek stopped, his eyes filled with compassion and understanding. He placed a gentle hand on Kooper's shell, his voice soft and reassuring. "Of course, Kooper. Your father loves you, and he will always make time for you. Even if it is only for a moment, his heart will always be yours."
Kooper nodded, his eyes glistening with unshed tears. Kamek smiled, giving his shell a gentle pat. "Come, my boy. Let's get you to bed. It has been a long day."
Kooper followed Kamek to his room, his mind still swirling with conflicting emotions. As he climbed into bed, he glanced out the window, watching as the moon slowly disappeared behind the clouds.
"Grandpa?" he murmured sleepily.
"Yes, Kooper?" Kamek replied softly.
"Thank you... For everything."
Kamek smiled, his eyes filled with wisdom and kindness. "You are welcome. Now, get some rest."
With that, he turned and quietly slipped out of the room, leaving Kooper alone with his thoughts. 
Kooper found himself lying in bed, staring at the ceiling of his dimly lit room. The events of the day played out in his mind like a never-ending loop. His father, Bowser, seemed to only have eyes for his younger siblings, leaving Kooper feeling forgotten and lost in the sea of personalities that made up their sprawling family. As he lay there, a surge of determination filled him. He wanted nothing more than to prove himself and earn his father's recognition. The thought gnawed at him, creating a restless energy that kept him tossing and turning.

Out of the darkness of despair, a bold idea struck Kooper. If he could capture Mario, the famed hero of the Mushroom Kingdom, and bring him to Bowser, then surely his father would have no choice but to notice him. The mere thought of Bowser's pride and praise brought a rare smile to Kooper's downcast face. With newfound purpose, Kooper made a silent vow to himself to carry out this plan alone, without telling anyone. This was his chance to make Bowser proud and regain his place in his father's eyes.
In the dead of night, Kooper slipped soundlessly through the corridors of Bowser's colossal castle, his heart pounding in his chest. He paused when he heard the gleeful giggles of Lemmy, his brother, emanating from his room, but once the coast was clear, Kooper darted down the stairs and out into the chilly night air. The moon hung high in the sky, its silver glow casting an ethereal luminescence over the grounds as Kooper emerged from the colossal shadow of the castle.
The crisp night air ruffled Kooper's red hair, and for a moment, he stood there, taking in the breathtaking expanse of the darklands. The daunting task ahead of him loomed large in his thoughts, but his determination only grew stronger. He knew he was ready to embark on this perilous journey, and his father's approval was worth every risk.
Guided by the light of the moon, Kooper ventured back into the castle, delving into the silent, untouched library. There, he pored over maps, meticulously planning his route to the distant border of the Mushroom Kingdom. He packed supplies, ensuring he was equipped for the rigorous journey that lay ahead. Gazing at the map, Kooper realized that he would need to traverse the treacherous Goomba Woods to reach the border and break into enemy territory.

Emerging from the castle under the cloak of darkness, Kooper headed northwest, striding through the labyrinthine woods with a steadfast determination. Every snap of a twig beneath his feet sent shivers coursing through him, causing him to jump at the slightest sound. Yet, Kooper pressed on, unfaltering in his resolve, the thought of earning his father's pride propelling him forward.

As the dense forest began to envelop him, doubt gnawed at Kooper's resolve. What if he became lost in these eerie woods, never to fulfill his plan? Yet, he couldn't falter now; he had vowed to make his father take notice of him, no matter the cost.

With fatigue gnawing at his bones, Kooper finally emerged from the clutches of the ominous woods, the first light of dawn painting the sky in hues of pink and gold. He peered beyond the landscape that stretched before him, spotting the distinct outline of the Mushroom Kingdom in the distance. It was a sign, a glimpse of his impending destiny, and Kooper felt a surge of determination bolstering him for the challenges yet to come.
Kooper carried on, striding along the rim of the forest, casting his gaze over the horizon to a humble home on the outskirts of the Mushroom Kingdom. It was there that Mario would least expect to encounter danger, and there that Kooper had resolved to execute his daring plan.
...

The sun hung high in the clear blue sky as birds chirped and frolicked in the lush garden. Bumblebees danced from one vibrant blossom to another, collecting sweet nectar. In this tranquil haven, Luigi, Mario's younger twin, tended to his beloved garden with gentle care, his deep green hat casting a shadow over his bright blue eyes. His gentle smile and slender form seemed to harmonize with nature's symphony, as he hummed a soothing tune while carefully tending to his bed of blooming sunflowers.

As Luigi knelt among the fragrant petals and swaying leaves, he felt an overwhelming sense of contentment. The earthy scent of the soil, the warmth of the sun on his back, and the delicate touch of each flower brought him a sense of peace that was unrivaled anywhere else. With each meticulous action, he conveyed admiration for his natural sanctuary, a place where tranquility hummed in harmony with his heart.

A flock of Toads, adorning various colored hats, trotted over to Luigi's garden, and one of them called out in their distinctive high-pitched voice, "Hey, look! It's Green Mario!"

Luigi's shoulders tensed imperceptibly at the familiar moniker. Though it was meant as a term of endearment, Luigi couldn't help but feel a sting of rejection each time he was referred to as Green Mario. He knew his heroic brother, Mario, held a place in the hearts of the people of the Mushroom Kingdom, and rightly so. But it was moments like these that left him wondering if he would ever truly stand out as his own person. However, he accepted the Toads' kind presence, bestowing upon them a gentle nod and a serene smile.
The Toads rambled on about their daily adventures, pausing to admire the resplendent garden at every turn. Luigi's genuine laughter mingled with the joyous chatter, infusing the air with warmth and camaraderie. Soon, the Toads bid Luigi a fond farewell and departed with cheery waves, continuing their lively trek down the winding path. Luigi watched their retreating figures, his smile fading as he was left to his tranquil abode once more.
"Green Mario... It's better than being forgotten altogether," he murmured to himself. "Maybe they'll remember my name this time..."
Luigi shook his head, banishing the intrusive thoughts that threatened to dampen his tranquil sanctuary. He returned to tending to his flowers, immersing himself in their soothing presence.
He stood amid the blooming flowers, basking in the afternoon light as melody escaped his lips. The soft hum of a gentle tune melded with the rustling leaves and the distant calls of woodland creatures, forming a melody of comfort and tranquility. It was in these moments that Luigi found solace and respite, far from the tumultuous life of his adventurous twin.

Unbeknownst to Luigi, danger prowled just beyond the garden's edge, the serene ambiance masking the impending turmoil.
In the quiet of the shadows, a rustling stirred from the thicket, growing steadily louder and more defined as it approached the serene garden. A figure emerged from the shadows, its form shrouded in the dim light.

As the figure stepped into view, the tranquility of the garden gave way to an unexpected presence. A young Koopa, clattering clumsily through the underbrush, emerged at the periphery of Luigi's oasis. His determined expression was etched with a sense of purpose and fervor, his vibrant red hair ruffled and disheveled from the journey. Kooper, the forgotten prince, had finally reached Mario's peaceful abode.
Intent on carrying out his clandestine mission, Kooper observed Mario from afar. A feeling of urgency and hesitance mingled within him as he contemplated his next move. Despite his resolve, a tinge of uncertainty gnawed at his thoughts, casting a shadow over his determination.

As Kooper watched Mario, a sense of unease crept into his heart. The innocent tranquility that enveloped the garden and the figure tending to it tugged at his conflicted emotions. As his gaze lingered on the peaceful scene, the weight of his actions bore down upon him, stirring a storm of doubt within his core.
Before him, amidst the dancing bees and colorful flowers, he saw not a formidable adversary but a gentle soul immersed in the serenity of his garden. In that moment, Kooper's determination wavered, and the depths of his father's expectations intertwined with the fragility of his own aspirations.

As the gentle melody of Mario's song met Kooper's ears, a fleeting shadow passed over his face, revealing a turbulence of emotions beneath the faÃ§ade of resolve. Caught in the tender embrace of the tranquil night, Kooper grappled with the weight of his burdens and the irrevocable consequences of his fateful decision.

In the serenity of the garden, two disparate destinies converged, their paths intertwined by the invisible threads of fate, poised on the precipice of an unforeseen encounter.
Kooper crept stealthily towards the unsuspecting Mario, his heart pounding against his plastron. Mario stood humming contently among the colorful flora, oblivious to the impending danger lurking behind him.
"This is it, Kooper. Don't mess this up," Kooper muttered to himself under his breath, psyching himself up for the moment.
Mario's back remained turned, granting Kooper the element of surprise. He tiptoed closer, his claws digging into the damp soil. His heartbeat pounded in his ears, drowning out the peaceful melody that hung in the air. 
With a deep breath, Kooper lunged forward, closing the remaining distance between him and Mario, and tackled the unsuspecting hero from behind. The impact sent them both tumbling to the ground, the flowers' delicate petals raining down upon them in a shower of vibrant colors.
Mario let out a cry of alarm, his eyes wide with shock and confusion. His cap fell askew, revealing his signature mustache.
"W-who are you?!" Mario cried, scrambling away from Kooper. He looked terrified. Rightfully so, but Kooper couldn't help the pang of guilt that shot through his heart. Mario was his enemy, but seeing him cower in fear ignited a spark of compassion within Kooper.
Kooper hesitated, indecision weighing heavily upon him. Mario's fearful expression mirrored his own conflicted emotions, casting a shadow over his resolve. Yet, the thought of Bowser's recognition and pride compelled him forward, and the spark of compassion was snuffed out.
"Mario," Kooper declared, his voice ringing with conviction. He towered over Mario, his imposing form looming like a shadow cast by the setting sun. "I am Kooper, eldest kin to the mighty king Bowser and Prince of the Darklands! I've come here to capture you and bring you to my father!!"
Mario stared up at Kooper, his expression a whirlwind of emotions. Shock, fear, and disbelief swirled in his eyes, his mouth hanging open in a silent gasp.
"You're... You're Bowser's son?!" Mario exclaimed, his voice laced with disbelief. He scrambled to his feet, his eyes darting around frantically as if searching for an escape.
Kooper steeled himself, pushing down the creeping doubt that threatened to engulf him. He couldn't falter now, not when his dad's praise was within reach.
"That's right," Kooper replied, his voice steady and unwavering. Mario trembled, his eyes darting around the garden as if searching for a means of escape. Kooper couldn't blame him; Bowser was Mario's arch-nemesis, after all. He could practically see the gears turning in Mario's head, trying to piece together his plans. Kooper suppressed the pang of guilt that threatened to creep up once more, determined not to let his emotions get the better of him.
"Mario," Kooper declared once more, his voice echoing through the garden. "Prepare to be taken captive by the mighty Prince Kooper!"
"W-wait, hold on!" Mario cried, raising his hands in a placating gesture. "I-I-I'm not!-!"
Kooper lunged forward, cutting Mario off mid-sentence. Mario let out a yelp, scrambling to avoid Kooper's grasp. They dashed around the garden in a frantic chase, the flowers and shrubbery crashing to the ground in their wake.
Kooper's heart pounded in his chest, his determination fueling his steps. Mario's cries rang out through the garden, mingling with the flurry of movement. Kooper lunged once more, his claws narrowly missing Mario's shirt.
"Please, wait!" Mario cried, his voice tinged with desperation. "I don't want to fight you!"
"Enough with your tricks, Mario!" Kooper shouted, his voice laced with determination. He couldn't afford to let his guard down, not when the fruits of his efforts were within his grasp. Mario's pleas fell upon deaf ears as Kooper pursued him relentlessly, their chase echoing through the garden like a chaotic dance.
Kooper took a deep breath, steeling himself. He couldn't afford to let Mario slip through his claws. With a surge of determination, Kooper lunged forward once more, his claws finally grasping the hem of Mario's shirt.
Mario let out a cry, his eyes wide with fear. Kooper's claws dug into the fabric, pulling Mario towards him with a triumphant shout.
"Gotcha!" Kooper exclaimed, his voice laced with exhilaration. Mario struggled in his grasp, his eyes wild with panic. Kooper held firm, his resolve unwavering. Victory was within his grasp, and nothing would stand in his way.
Mario wriggled in Kooper's grip, his cries filling the garden. Kooper's claws dug into his shirt, his strength unyielding. "I'M NOT MARIO!"
Kooper froze, Mario's desperate cry ringing in his ears. "What?"
Mario stared up at Kooper, his eyes shining with an array of emotions. Kooper's grip loosened, his confusion overtaking his determination. "W-what do you mean?"
"I'm not Mario!" Mario repeated, his voice trembling. "I'm his younger brother, Luigi!"
Kooper stared down at Mario, disbelief etched on his face. Mario - no, Luigi - stared up at him, his expression a whirlwind of emotions. Silence hung heavily in the air, the chaos of their chase dissipating. Kooper's mind reeled, the revelation casting a shadow over his resolve.
"You're... You're not Mario?" Kooper stammered, his voice laced with uncertainty. Luigi shook his head, his expression a whirlwind of emotions. Kooper's jaw clenched, his confusion swirling with disbelief. No. Nonono. This couldn't be happening. This had to be Mario!
Kooper glanced down at Luigi, his grip tightening once more. "You're lying!"
"No, I'm not!" Luigi protested, his voice laced with desperation. "I'm Luigi, his younger brother!"
Kooper's resolve wavered, his emotions threatening to consume him. Luigi's cries pierced the silence, mingling with his own chaotic thoughts. "No!"
Kooper shook his head, desperation consuming his heart. Luigi squirmed in his grasp, his cries echoing through the garden. "Let go of me!"
Kooper's mind reeled, his emotions swirling in a tempestuous storm. Luigi's desperate cries filled the air, mingling with his doubts. No, he couldn't afford to falter now, not when victory was within his grasp. Kooper tightened his grip once more, his determination renewed. Luigi cried out, his voice laced with pain.
"I'm not falling for your tricks!" Kooper shouted, his voice trembling. Luigi's cries fell upon deaf ears, his protests falling into the tempestuous storm of Kooper's emotions. "You are Mario! A-and I'm taking you with me!!"
Kooper dragged Luigi across the garden, his resolve unwavering. Luigi's cries echoed through the air, mingling with Kooper's chaotic thoughts. Doubt and determination swirled in a tempestuous storm, threatening to consume Kooper's heart. Luigi struggled in his grasp, his cries filled with terror. "Someone, help!" Luigi cried.
Kooper ignored Luigi's desperate plea, hoisting him over his shoulder.
"Stop struggling!" Kooper snapped, his claws digging into Luigi's overalls. Luigi whimpered, his struggles ceasing. Kooper trudged through the garden, his heart pounding with adrenaline and determination. "Thank you."
Luigi let out a gasp of shock as Kooper began carrying him towards the woods, his eyes wide with terror. "Please, please, please let go!" he begged, his voice tinged with fear. 
"Mmnno. Nope. Not gonna do that," Kooper stated. "I've got to do this, for my father."
"Your father? He sent you?"
"And what makes you think I'm gonna tell ya that info, eh?"
Luigi shuddered as Kooper's voice filled his ears. "Well..." Luigi paused, seeming to be thinking something over. "I-I uhm...D-dont you think I h-have the right to know? I-I'm kinda g-getting kidnapped, after all."
Kooper didn't answer, but a thoughtful look crossed his face. "That's true..." He hesitated, debating whether to tell Mario why he was kidnapping him in the first place. Did it matter if he told him? Luigi- no, Mario would probably find out anyway once he was locked up in the castle's dungeons. He had to think carefully about this; he was the prince and was responsible for the actions he did, not only for himself but for his entire family. 
if he told Mario then that meant risking his plan and giving the enemy valuable information, which he really couldn't afford to do. He could just not tell Mario why he was being kidnapped...But that felt wrong too, somehow. "Fine. But you have to promise to stop squirmin' or else I won't tell you anything."
Kooper felt the plumber tense, then relax against him. "A-all right..."
Kooper hesitated, unsure how to explain to Luigi why he was being kidnapped. Just coming out with it and telling him 'I'm kidnapping you because I'm desperate for my father's approval.' felt utterly humiliating. And besides, what kind of evil kidnapper explained the reasons for their evil kidnapping? That's like an evil scientist saying, 'I'm creating a doomsday device so the world will end!' No, you kept that a secret from everyone else. You only told them you were going to build a doomsday device when it was complete. That was the professional, evil kidnapper's way of doing things. But this was a unique circumstance, so...Kooper would break the rules just this once.
"Uhm, So like..." Kooper began, scratching his cheek. "My pops has a lot of kids. You're probably like, 'No duh, shell-head, I've fought them!' And like, yeah, but it's a really big family! And I'm the oldest, so I-" he paused, considering how he should say the next bit. He decided on: "So, getting...Overlooked happens...On the regular. And it's understandable! There are twelve of us! That's a lot of children to remember...It's no wonder that I get left out all the time. I'm the only one that doesn't cause trouble! So, Dad has to give more of his attention to them..." he paused again, debating on what he should tell him next.
" But... if I got you out of the way, Dad will be able to take over the mushroom kingdom, we'll have a mom, which Junior will love, and Dad will have more time to spend with me-" he choked on the last word, immediately embarrassed and wishing he'd left that out. 
Luigi was quiet for a few moments as he thought over the information, then slowly nodded his head. "I see...Wait-" Luigi blinked, realizing what Kooper had said. "You're...Not Junior??" Luigi blurted out. Kooper sighed, pinching his snout between his eyes. 
"I told you my name when I tackled you!!" 
"I know! I just- I forgot! And you look so much like your father-!"
"He's like six! Do I look six to you??!?!"
Luigi raised his hands, shaking his head frantically. "Nono! You're older! I'm just-"
"A clod? Yeah, you are! You don't know the difference between us, you ding-dong!" Kooper hissed. Luigi gulped, feeling embarrassed by his mistake." I'm so sorry! Really, I am. I know how it feels to have people mistake you for someone else...And well-" he paused, glancing away awkwardly. "I've personally uh, been acquainted with that sort of confusion myself." 
'Including right now' Luigi thought to himself. He had thought he was going to have an evening of quiet solitude, not getting tackled in his garden, carried through the woods, and learning the motive for why this whole kidnapping was taking place. He didn't even get his dinner, either. Luigi was starving!
Luigi sighed, rubbing the back of his head. "I'm sorry that I mistook you for your brother."
"Meh, it's fine." Kooper grumbled, shrugging his shoulders. "Like you said, we look almost identical..." He sighed, then gave a sheepish smile to Luigi. Kooper continued on his way with Luigi slung over his shoulders.

They walked in silence for a while until Kooper stopped again. Luigi looked up, curious about why he'd stopped, when Kooper put him down. Luigi dusted himself off and adjusted his shirt, frowning at the small holes Kooper had accidentally ripped.

"I...uh, we're taking a pit stop." Kooper said, awkwardly glancing to the side. He shifted uncomfortably, clearly not liking the idea. Luigi's frown deepened but before he could ask what was wrong, Kooper's stomach growled loudly. The teenage Koopa let out a whine and crossed his arms in annoyance. "Stupid body needs stupid food."

Luigi let out a small chuckle, amusamused guessing.

"That's not funny," Kooper snapped, turning his head to put in a different direction. He forgot to eat yesterday...He just hadn't been hungry, okay? He huffed and retreated into his shell, rummaging Koopad for his pack. He could feel Luigi's eyes on him, watching what he did with a slight frown. "I-I'm getting food and water and you're gonna wait here. So don't run or...uh I'll chase you again, got it?"

"I w-wouldn't dream of running, Prince Kooper!" Luigi started, shaking his head frantically. "You don't need to worry!"

Kooper gave him an unimpressed look and popped out of his shell, holding his bag. "Sure you won't." Kooper set the bag down, digging out ingredients for a sandwich. He made the sandwich, taking a big bite out of it with a hum of approval. He watched Luigi the whole time he ate, keeping an eye on the man to make sure he didn't try anything. When he finished eating, he looked over at Luigi thoughtfully. He didn't say anything as started to make another sandwich. "Do you want mustard?" He asked, breaking the silence between them.

Luigi looked taken back by the question, then nodded his head quickly. "Oh, uhm, y-yes, please! If you don't mind?"

Kooper handed him the sandwich, shrugging. "You gotta be well-fed for the journey. Wouldn't be a good kidnapping if you starve to death in my custody."

"I g-guess that makes sense."

Kooper made another sandwich for himself and started to eat, keeping an eye on his 'hostage.' It was hard not to feel a bit bad for the plumber, having to deal with an over-excited, nervous koopa prince as his captor. Luigi nibbled on the sandwich, his eyes on his captor the entire time. Kooper made it a point to eat the food as quickly as possible. The sooner they finished their meal, the sooner they could get back to the task at hand. He watched Kooper with a wary gaze, still nervous about his intentions. When he had finished the sandwich, Luigi let out a soft sigh of relief.

"Do you want something to drink? I think I have some water in my bag..." Kooper mumbled, wiping crumbs off his face and glancing at the bag.

Luigi nodded slowly. Kooper nodded in return and handed him a flask full of water. Luigi took it hesitantly, drinking it in small sips. He eyed Kooper warily the whole time. Once the water was gone, he handed the flask back to him, careful not to get too close. Kooper took the flask, his tail swaying lazily back and forth. He placed the flask back into his bag and turned to the plumber. He had a rope in one clawed hand, the other hand empty and held out in an offering to help Luigi to his feet.

Luigi stared at the hand for a few moments before hesitantly taking it, standing up with Kooper's help. Kooper kept hold of his hand even after Luigi stood.

"Uh, could I have my hand back?" Luigi asked quietly, eyeing the hand warily.

Kooper shook his head. "Nope! I have to make sure you don't run. It's kinda hard to run with your hands tied up. If they're free you can run, see?"

Kooper pulled on Luigi's arm, demonstrating the problem. "I don't wanna have to chase you through the forest. That'd be a waste of energy and I just finished my meal. So if I tie them together and lead you around, I won't have to worry about it."

He tied the rope around Luigi's hands tightly. He tied the rope to one of the spiked bracelets he wore and pulled Luigi behind him as he started to walk. The rope was long enough to give him a few feet of movement, but short enough that Kooper wouldn't have to worry about losing him. Kooper made his way deeper into the woods, not bothering to look behind him to see if Luigi followed or not.

He didn't need to, because Luigi knew if he ran now he'd be caught anyway. The rope wasn't long enough for him to outrun the turtle. It wasn't worth the effort anyway; the prince would only catch him if he tried. 
"So...uh, Prince Kooper," Luigi spoke, trying to start a conversation. Kooper stopped and looked back at Luigi with an arched brow.
"You can just call me Kooper, no need for the Prince," Kooper stated. Luigi blinked but nodded, trying again.
"Ok. So...uh, Kooper?" Luigi waited for the young Koopa's approval and got a nod, so he continued. "Why haven't I run into you? I mean- you are the oldest. And I've had a run-in or two with your siblings before. But never you. So why?"
"Oh. Uhm, that's cause...uh..." Kooper glanced at him sheepishly. "I kinda never got involved with my father's plans..." he admitted. Luigi raised a brow, a bit confused by that.
"Never? Why?"
He tied the rope around Luigi's hands tightly. He tied the rope to one of the spiked bracelets he wore and pulled Luigi behind him as he started to walk. The rope was long enough to give him a few feet of movement, but short enough that Kooper wouldn't have to worry about losing him. Kooper made his way deeper into the woods, not bothering to look behind him to see if Luigi followed or not.
He didn't need to, because Luigi knew if he ran now he'd be caught anyway. The rope wasn't long enough for him to outrun the turtle. It wasn't worth the effort anyway; the prince would only catch him if he tried. 
"So...uh, Prince Kooper," Luigi spoke, trying to start a conversation. Kooper stopped and looked back at Luigi with an arched brow.
"You can just call me Kooper, no need for the Prince," Kooper stated. Luigi blinked but nodded, trying again.
"Ok. So...uh, Kooper?" Luigi waited for the young Koopa's approval and got a nod, so he continued. "Why haven't I run into you? I mean- you are the oldest. And I've had a run-in or two with your siblings before. But never you. So why?"
"Oh. Uhm, that's cause...uh..." Kooper glanced at him sheepishly. "I kinda never got involved with my father's plans..." he admitted. Luigi raised a brow, a bit confused by that.
"Never? Why?"
Kooper's pace was much faster than what Luigi could keep up with. And the terrain wasn't doing them any favors. Every once in a while, he had to help Luigi keep from falling or getting tripped by the uneven ground. He could hear the plumber struggling behind him and stopped, turning to face Luigi with a frown. "Can you walk any slower? We've been walking for two hours. And you keep getting your foot stuck in roots or falling on your face. I'd appreciate if we didn't have to stop for every little thing."
Luigi gave him a pained smile, panting from the effort. "S-sorry. It's just-" Luigi stopped, wincing and holding onto the rope that bound his wrists. The koopa's head tilted to the side, a concerned expression crossing his face. Luigi held up a hand, reassuring the Koopa that he was ok. "You're kind of dragging me behind you, I can't walk as fast as you can. And it's been a rough two hours." He mumbled. Kooper gave a look, not fully understanding. "I'm a plumber, Kooper, not a...Not a... whatever you're expecting."
"But you've defeated my dad ...countless times. And like, I've heard a lot of stories about you fighting. I just- I dunno, I just figured that you were..." He shrugged, trying to figure out the best way to explain himself.
"That I'm what? An experienced warrior? An expert at hand-to-hand combat?"
"Yeah...Yeah!"
"Well...I'm not!" He cried. Kooper crossed his arms, an annoyed look crossing his face. "I just get lucky with my punches. And I'm very quick to flee! A-and my brother is the one doing most of the work!" Luigi let out a defeated sigh as plopped to the ground, shaking his head. He looked up at the young Koopa with an apologetic look. "I'm sorry that I can't keep up, but I'm...I'm not exactly the most athletic person, Kooper."
Kooper tapped his claw to his snout thoughtfully. "Okay." He put a hand on his hip, frowning in concentration. "I'll just carry you. I can go a lot faster if I don't have to drag ya."
Luigi let out a nervous laugh but before he could say anything Kooper picked him up with a huff. "And it's not that you're heavy or anything. You're just slow and awkward. If you walk behind me you'll trip again."
The koopa gave him a grin before setting him down on his shoulder like a parrot, a little off-balanced because of his shell. Luigi let out a squeak of surprise when Kooper picked him up like he weighed nothing. He wobbled a bit and Kooper laughed softly as he reached over and steadied him on his shoulder. "See? You're fine!" Kooper looked up at the man on his shoulder, a small smile crossing his lips. Luigi returned the smile nervously and Kooper turned back towards the direction they needed to go. "Hang on, we got a ways to go." Kooper mumbled before walking at a quick pace through the woods, making sure his cargo stayed in place.
Luigi let out an 'Eep!', holding onto Kooper for dear life. Kooper had no issues walking through the woods while carrying his hostage. His strides were longer and faster, and he easily made up for the time they'd lost earlier. 
Because if the past few hours had proven anything, it was that the journey to his destination would take more time than he initially anticipated. 
...
Kamek had been thinking about his conversation with Kooper the previous night. The more kamek thought about what Kooper was expressing, the more he realized that he needs to have a discussion with Bowser. He knew the king was busy plotting their next course of action for their hostile takeover but...Well, Kooper's well-being was important.
It was nearing dinnertime and he figured now would be as good a time as ever. Kamek approached the throne room, pushing open the heavy doors without hesitation. Inside, he found his liege sitting on his throne, talking to Kammy Koopa. The two of them were going over some things before Bowser left to dine with his brood.
"Your majesty, if I may, we have something we should discuss," Kamek stated.
Kammy shot him a glare while Bowser sighed in exasperation. "Can't it wait Kamek, I have dinner to attend," He growled.
"It's about Kooper, sire." Kamek said, his tone urgent.
"Oh...oh. Then what are we waiting for, get your shell over here! And tell me what's up." Kamek approached Bowser, clearing his throat as he approached his lord.
"My liege, I was approached by Kooper about certain feelings he has. I don't wish to make a hasty judgment about anything but he's been acting off as of late and he approached me about certain concerns."
Bowser's expression changed from a look of annoyance to worry as he listened to Kamek's explanation.
"Well? Spit it out!" The King grumbled, his tone growing irritated. "You've been dancing around the subject for the past minute or so, stop wasting my time and tell me what he told you."
"Well... I suppose the first thing he expressed to me was an intense loneliness."
Kammy's eyes narrowed slightly. "A loneliness?" She asked curiously, arching a brow at her co-worker.
"He was... I believe it was a bit deeper than simple loneliness," Kamek elaborated. "My king, when was the last time you've spent any meaningful time with your eldest?"
The question was met with silence from Bowser, who had an unreadable expression on his face. He tapped his clawed hands on the arms of his throne, pondering over the question. Kammy frowned as she considered it, trying to remember a time where they spent any meaningful amount of time with Kooper. It's been a while, to say the least.
Bowser hummed to himself before he finally broke the silence. "It's been... awhile," the king answered slowly. "A good long while...Kooper is my good kid. He doesn't give me any problems like his siblings do, so I guess I-" Bowser paused.
Kammy took a few steps forward. "I... think that was the problem. Sire, the kid never gives you any problems, so you don't have to interact with him very often. But you don't seem to realize how much he looks up to you. If you would've paid attention, you would know he tries so hard to impress you."
Bowser's eyes widened as he realized what Kammy meant. "What do you mean he tries to impress me? How? He doesn't do anything impressive. He just plays games all the time!"
"Sire... Think back on everything Kooper has ever done."
Kammy looked over at him with a serious expression on her face. Bowser glanced back and forth between Kammy and Kamek. After a few moments of silence, his eyes widened as he began to understand what she meant.
"Oh... OH."
He covered his eyes with his hands, leaning back against the back of his chair. His head lowered to his hands and he rubbed at his temples, muttering something under his breath. Bowser stood, his massive frame towering over the pair of Magikoopa. His arms fell to his sides, clenching into fists. "Why didn't anyone say something to me sooner about this!? If I knew it would affect him so deeply-"
Kamek held up his hands defensively, trying to calm him. "Sire! It's not your fault. I should have mentioned something to you sooner, but I never expected Kooper's feelings to run so deep."
"Sire," Kammy added. "Kooper's still young. You haven't noticed the changes he's gone through, but he has. He's growing up, and he's going to experience emotions that you're not used to dealing with."
"That still doesn't excuse the fact that he felt like this, Kammy," Bowser stated firmly. "I'm gonna go find my kid. You two can finish up here for me." Bowser stormed out of the room without another word, leaving the pair of magikoopa alone. Kamek and Kammy exchanged looks with one another before sighing heavily. They knew their liege was not one to accept failure well. And now that he had an inkling of his child's suffering, he'd make sure to address it.
The King of the Koopa would not stop until his eldest son's needs were met.
Bowser marched down the hallway, ignoring the salutes and bows that came with his presence. He didn't have time for that.
His thoughts kept circling back to Kooper and his own feelings on the matter.
He had never considered how much it might have hurt to see him interact with his siblings but never with him. Sure, he gave Kooper all the attention and time he wanted when he was young, but things had changed. It's not that he didn't love his son as much as his other children, but...well. They had grown distant from each other as he'd focused more on their wars. And because of his focus, Kooper had been pushed aside.
Bowser came to a stop in front of Kooper's room, lifting a hand and rapping sharply against the door. "Koop?" he called out loudly. There was no response from inside, so Bowser knocked harder and repeated the question, "Koop, it's dad. I know you're in there."
There was still no answer, and Bowser frowned deeply. He was getting concerned. Bowser sighed heavily before stepping into the room, the door swinging open easily under his weight. He stepped into the dark room and paused for a moment before switching the lights on. "Koop?" He called out again, looking around for his son. 
He wasn't there. The bed was made, there wasn't a trace of his son's presence in the room. Bowser tutted, he must be with one of the other kids then. That was alright. He'll just search for him. 
With a grunt, he walked back to the hallway. He heard the sound of Morton and Roy roughhousing and rolled his eyes, walking down to Roy's room. Morton and Roy were playing their usual wrestling games, Morton having pinned Roy to the ground by sitting on top of him. Bowser cleared his throat to announce his presence "Oi, brats," he grunted. Morton smiled widely, his face lighting up at the sight of his dad. "HI!"
Roy kicked Morton off of him, pushing the young Koopaling away. "Sup pops." He said with a slight shrug of his shoulders, brushing the dirt and dust from his shell.
Bowser nodded to his kids, but his mind was still on Kooper. "You two haven't seen Kooper, have ya?" he asked. Roy and Morton shared a look of confusion, glancing at each other before shaking their heads. "Morton not see kooper!" Morton exclaimed, crossing his arms in front of him. Roy nodded. "I haven't either, haven't seen the dude in ages."
Bowser nodded slowly and muttered a "Thanks, brats" before he walked to Ludwig's room next, finding the blue koopaling composing another one of his songs. Ludwig glanced up when he heard the sound of the door opening, looking up to see his father standing there. "Father.." He greeted him with a slight bow of his head before turning back to the piano. "What is it you want from me? Can't you see I'm busy composing my newest masterpiece?" he said haughtily.
"Have you seen your brother?" Bowser asked. "He's not in his room. And I know you like to drag him to your rehearsals."
Ludwig arched a brow and paused his composing to ponder over his father's question. "No. I have not seen him." Ludwig set the baton down, scratching at the bottom of his snout. "I suppose he hasn't been around very much recently, but I can't say that I know his whereabouts, no," he admitted, "If you don't mind, I need to get back to composing my masterpiece." He said dismissively. 
Bowser rolled his eyes, "Alright, well... let me know if you see him, will ya?"
"Yes, whatever, whatever," Ludwig answered, not really listening. Bowser nodded and turned to leave the room, pausing in the doorway for a moment, "And...Uh... Your music sounds good."
Ludwig's eyes widened at his father's words of praise and a small smile crossed his lips. 
Bowser shook his head before moving on to Lemmy's room. Lemmy was hanging upside-down from a ceiling beam, laughing happily and swinging his body back and forth while Larry sat on the floor with the triplets. The hatchlings were watching their older brother's antics, giggling at him as they did.
Bowser leaned against the doorframe, watching his children. "Hey boys," He called out. Larry perked up at the sound of his fathers voice, looking over to his dad. "Hi dad!" He called back cheerily. The triplets smiled at the sight of their dad. "Dada." They babbled, waddling up to their father and pulling themselves onto his legs, clinging to him as if their lives depended on it.
Bowser smiled, picking them up, two in one arm, one in the other. "Hey brats," He greeted them lovingly, holding them close to him.
Lemmy jumped down from his beam, landing with a roll on the floor. He grinned, waving to his father. ""Hiii~! How's it goin', pop? Is it dinner time yet? I'm super hungry! And I wanna go eat something tasty!" Lemmy began, his eyes sparkling in excitement. "Oh! Wanna see my new tricks?!?!"
Bowser couldn't help but smile as he listened to his young child go off on a ramble. Lemmy's excitement was always so infectious and he found it hard to stay annoyed around his energetic child. He chuckled and set the hatchlings down before kneeling down in front of Lemmy. "Not now, kiddo. But if you can behave, then yeah, after dinner I'll let you show me what ya got." Lemmy whooped in excitement. "You bet!" Lemmy exclaimed as he threw his arms around Bowser's neck in a quick hug.
Bowser smiled and patted his youngest's head. "Hey, uh...Have you seen your brother Kooper lately?"
"Mhm! He was here yesterday, helping me with my circus stuff!" Lemmy said brightly, smiling up at his father. "Larry, have you seen Kooper around?" He turned to look over at his brother, who shrugged and shook his head.
Bowser frowned, standing back up to his full height. "I see...if you do, tell me, would you?" He asked. Lemmy nodded and saluted to his dad with a silly expression on his face. "Yes, sir!" he exclaimed. Larry and the hatchlings mimicked Lemmy's salute, grinning widely. Larry giggled, "Will do dad! Oh! By the way, Wendy said something about wanting to do Kooper's hair. So maybe he's with her?"
Bowser smiled, "Good to know, thanks guys," he said. He turned away from his kids and waved his goodbyes, the triplets waving back happily, while the other two continued their playtime.
Wendy's room was the next door down from Larry's and Bowser decided to check in there as well. He knocked on her door, which was bedazzled in pink gems. "Princess? Can I talk to ya real quick?"
Bowser waited patiently outside the door until finally, the door opened with a soft click, and Wendy emerged from behind it. Wendy was in a robe with green gunk all over her face. "Daddy! I'm in the middle of my skincare routine! I have to let my before dinner face mask sit for a little longer." She groaned in frustration, "And I'm in the middle of painting my nails!" She held her fingers up, showing off the bright pink nail polish on them.
Bowser frowned. "I'm sorry, pumpkin. I wouldn't have interrupted if it weren't important. I'm lookin' for your brother."
"Daddy, I've got eleven. You've gotta be more specific than that!" She huffed in annoyance, crossing her arms in front of her. Bowser sighed. "Kooper. Have ya seen him lately? Larry mentioned somethin' about you doing his hair."
Wendy scoffed, putting a hand on her hip. "He promised to let me do his hair, but he didn't show up!" She pouted angrily. "He stood me up! I was going to make him look fabulous." She glared daggers at Bowser, "So don't expect me to be very nice to him right now. I'm so mad at him!"
"He stood you up?" Bowser arched a brow and frowned in disappointment.
"He promised me daddy. But he broke that promise! How do you think that makes me feel?" She hissed at him.
"Oh." Bowser frowned, rubbing the back of his head with his clawed hands. "Right... I'm sorry, princess." He apologized to her again and patted the top of her head. Wendy's expression softened at her fathers apologetic tone. She reached out to squeeze her father's large hand.
"You know...I think you need some more skincare products daddy. Your hands are all dry! Seriously, I've gotta do something about it before you crack from dehydration," she said in a slightly more playful tone than before, a grin tugging at her lips. Bowser let out a chuckle as he shook his head at his daughters antics.
"Thanks pumpkin. I'll... see about that." He gave his daughter another smile before continuing, "Sorry to have interrupted. Go back to your skincare and stuff." He kissed the top of Wendy's head and ruffled her bow before stepping away and walking down the hall, heading towards Iggy's room.
The cackles of the green haired koopa were the loudest of any of his siblings. He could be heard even down the hallway as Bowser approached his room. The sound of welding and his chain chomps, Lug and Nut, growling and barking were all he heard. 
Bowser opened the door slightly, sticking his head into Iggy's lab. "Iggy!" He shouted to get Iggy's attention. The tall, lanky Koopaling was hunched over a work table, using a welding torch to fuse two metal plates together. His room was cluttered with half completed machines and equipment. It was a mess of parts and tools lying on tables. There were even piles of mechanical components that took up the entirety of one wall. And his desk? That was littered with notebooks, blueprints, tools, and other junk that Bowser didn't have any clue how his son could keep track of.
Iggy continued working, seemingly unaware that anyone else was around. Lug and Nut sat patiently next to him, watching intently as Iggy worked. "Igg's!" Bowser called out again, a bit louder.
Iggy looked up at him with a pair of large goggles covering his face. When he saw it was his dad, he grinned widely and waved his arms excitedly. He always did that when he was really excited. Bowser walked in further, having to avoid the random bits of metal scattered across the floor.
"Dad! Hahaha!!" He exclaimed in excitement, running towards Bowser, his tail wagging wildly. He threw off his goggles, tossing them to the floor. His regular glasses were on top of his head and they fell down when the goggles left, landing on Iggy's face. The thick frames of Iggy's glasses magnified his eyes ten times larger. And because of his unique eye blue and white eyes, it made him look insane. Which fits, really.
The chain chomp's barking grew louder at the sight of Bowser. They dashed forward towards the koopa, jumping on the king, knocking him to the floor. Bowser fell backward onto his back with a loud grunt. "Ah-!" Bowser cried out as the chomps began to nuzzle and give him love bites all over, covering him in kisses. "You crazy things! HA!" he laughed heartily. He hugged them back as best as he could with them all over him. He reached up and grabbed them, giving them pats on the head.
Iggy cackled wildly at the sight of his chomps all over his father, and it only grew louder when they licked and nipped at his nose and snout. 
Bowser tried pushing the chomps away, but they were stubborn and they wouldn't stop licking and biting his nose. He managed to sit up slightly and grunted. "Hey, knock it off!" He pushed at Lug and Nut. Iggy whistled at them sharply. "Chomps! Off!"
The two chain chomps moved away from Bowser and sat back, staring at the koopa king. Bowser sighed in relief and pushed himself back to his feet. "Look, Iggy...I wanted to ask, have you seen Kooper at all?" Iggy rubbed at the underside of his snout in thought and looked around his workshop. "Hmm...Nope. Sorry Dad." He said after a minute of searching, shrugging his shoulders.
Bowser groaned, his head hung low as he muttered, "Figured as much." He straightened his shell, shaking his head before continuing to speak to Iggy. "Do you have any idea where he might be, though? I know you guys hang out."
Iggy thought about the question, putting a hand to his chin as he did. He closed his eyes tightly as he racked his brain. "Mm, no... Sorry... Wait! HahahA!" He exclaimed. His eyes suddenly lit up and he grinned wide. He ran off, jumping over a pile of parts that were scattered on the ground. "Junior! Check with junior! Yes, yes. Yesterday Junior and I where tink-tink-tinkering! Yes, Ha! And he said that he was finally going to beat Kooper at a game!" He said cheerily. He looked to the King, his tail wagging wildly. "And I told him that there was no way that was happening! HAHAHAHAhahahaha!" Iggy started to laugh madly again and his face contorted into one that only a true mad scientist could pull off. He seemed to suddenly lose his train of thought and he paused mid-laugh. "Eh? Where was I? Eh... What was I saying?" He rubbed at his chin, trying to think of his original thoughts. He then began to ramble again, "Junior! HAHAHAhahahaha!" he cackled wildly.
Bowser raised his hands. "Right. Well, thank ya Iggy," he said with a sigh, "If you see him, tell me, would ya?" Iggy grinned, showing his sharp teeth and his eyes twitching slightly. He began to cackle maniacally, but didn't really acknowledge his fathers words, as he had already run off to tinker with whatever machine he had on his desk.
Bowser sighed and looked down at the chain chomps, who looked up at him expectantly. He reached down to pat the top of their heads. "Bye boys."
The koopa king waved goodbye to Iggy before stepping out of the workshop. Bowser closed the door and stepped into the hall. He didn't like this. Kooper was usually with at least one of his siblings and for him to be nowhere in sight was odd. He had a gut feeling something wasn't quite right and the longer the koopa didn't turn up, the more that gut feeling nagged at him. 
He continued walking through the long hallway of bedrooms, glancing in at Junior's room, and finding him painting something at his desk.
He poked his head inside. "Hey junior." He called to his son. Junior turned at the sound of his dad's voice and waved to him. "Dad!" He said happily, dropping his paintbrush down onto the table before getting up to walk over to his dad. He paused halfway and realized his that his hands were covered in paint. Junior grinned mischievously before quickly running to his dad to hug him, covering him in blue and green paint in the process. "I missed you!" he cried as he hugged him, the paint spreading all over Bowser.
Bowser groaned at Junior's actions but he returned the hug regardless, ignoring the paint now staining his clothes and body. "Yeah, yeah, missed ya too kid." He patted his head, smiling a bit. He looked over to what Junior was painting and saw a very rough looking picture of the whole family, Junior sitting front and center.
Bowser couldn't help but feel a small amount of pride in the messy, paint-smeared picture his child had made. He pulled away from his hug to get a better look at the picture, smiling a little wider. "Nice." He said approvingly.
Junior's eyes widened as he beamed in joy at Bowser's approval. He jumped up and down in excitement, squealing happily at his father. Bowser shook his head slightly at his child's antics. "Alright, alright." He ruffled Junior's hair.
"Anyways, Junior...I know you and Kooper are real close and I haven't seen him around in a while. You got any idea where he's hidin'?"
Junior's happy expression melted away as he listened to Bowser's words. He frowned, thinking to himself as he tapped at his chin in thought. "I haven't seen him since yesterday.... I was gonna ask him to play with me... But I couldn't find him! And I went all over the castle and everythin'. Even outside! But I couldn't find him." Junior sighed heavily. "I wanted to play a video game with him so he wouldn't be so..." he trailed off.
Bowser raised his eyebrow. "So?"
Junior sighed sadly, looking down. "He's so sad...And he pretends he isn't, but I can tell..." he mumbled.
Bowser sighed, kneeling down to pat his youngest on the shoulder. "Don't worry Junior. I'm sure Kooper'll turn up soon. Maybe he's just goofin' off somewhere, you know?" Bowser said reassuringly to him, giving a little smile. " 
You guys are gonna get a chance to play, just you wait and see."
"Promise?" Junior looked up at the King, his eyes shimmering slightly in the light. Bowser smiled reassuringly, ruffling Junior's hair once more.
"Promise. You and me can play later, okay?" Bowser stood back to his full height. "And try to get all this paint off you." Bowser gestured to his son. Junior smiled and giggled.
He looked up at his dad with a huge grin. "Yeah! You better watch out 'cause I'll beat ya!" Bowser grinned in amusement, chuckling lowly at his child's declaration.
"We'll see, kiddo." Bowser grinned.
"Bye dad!" Junior waved goodbye before skipping over to his paint. Bowser watched him go before walking out of Junior's room. He paused before he closed the door and called back out to Junior.
"If Kooper does show up, let me know, would you?" he asked. Junior nodded excitedly as Bowser stepped back out into the hall. "You bet I will!"
He shut the door and started heading back up the hall.
It was nearing dinnertime when the Koopa King was walking out of Junior's room. He had made a trip around the castle to speak to each of the Koopalings...And yet, no sign of Kooper. It was almost time for dinner now and he had yet to run into the him. Bowser let out a long sigh as he continued down the hall. "That kid..." He muttered to himself as he walked down the hallway. He ran his hands through his hair. He couldn't believe that no one had seen Kooper in so long.
It was starting to bother him more than he'd care to admit. It wasn't like his children to stay out of his sight for this long and it left him with a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach. Something just felt off to him about the situation. He hadn't heard Kooper complain about anything to any of his other siblings. Nothing.
Not that that was entirely uncommon, as the oldest was often very secretive when he was upset, but the fact that he'd been keeping it all inside and then disappearing was not a good thing to hear.
"Kamek!" He bellowed, walking quickly through the halls.
Kamek appeared in front of the koopa king a moment later, flying above the king as usual. He stopped when he was right in front of the large koopa. "You called, my King?" Kamek bowed his head respectfully.
Bowser looked at him. "Yes! I need you to find out where Kooper is." He said bluntly, looking up at the kamek, frowning in irritation.
Kamek frowned back, tapping his wand against his hand. "You haven't been able to locate him yourself, sire? How unusual.." Kamek mused aloud as he rubbed at his chin with one hand. "I'm sure that he's just...Off somewhere. Perhaps hiding, perhaps not. Regardless, I'll get a team of Magikoopas searching the castle and the grounds right away, your Majesty. We'll find the prince posthaste."
"Thank you," Bowser said in an irritated tone. He crossed his arms over his chest. "Just...Keep an eye out." He looked away from Kamek. The elder magikoopa simply nodded in response and vanished a moment later.
Bowser stood alone in the hallway now, frowning deeply.
It didn't feel right, he thought to himself, having not seen or heard from his son for a day, especially when his son usually talked with one of his other kids.
He clenched his fist tightly, gritting his teeth in frustration as his thoughts were consumed with worry. "Something isn't right." He whispered quietly under his breath...Bowser walked into the dining hall with a heavy heart, taking his usual seat at the head of the long table. The hall was already bustling with chatter, laughter, and the clinking of plates and cutlery. One by one, his children waddled into the room, each engaged in their activities.

Larry, Lemmy, Roy, and Morton tumbled into the room, chasing each other with exuberant energy, while Junior sat quietly at the table, creating new pieces of artwork to show his siblings. Wendy strolled in with an air of confidence, making an entrance with a flourish of her hand and a dramatic pose. Ludwig and Iggy followed soon after. The older of the two Koopalings walked in with the grace and poise that his music demanded while his brother trailed behind, looking as if he were in a world of his own. 
Kammy also walked in with the triplets. She was using her magic to carefully keep the hatchlings levitating behind her. With a twirl of her wand, the three babies were put in their high-chair at the table, clapping their hands as they were let go of her magic. She then sat at the table beside Ludwig and the other Koopalings took their places around the table, eager for a meal.
Everyone was there.
Everyone but Kooper.
Bowser tried not to let his anxiety get the better of him, but as the dinner dragged on and there was no sight of the young prince, Bowser started to wonder if maybe he should start panicking. Maybe he really shouldn't be panicking. Maybe Kooper was fine. But...If he was, where was he?
His anxiety continued to mount with each minute that ticked by, growing worse as the seconds dragged on.
Meanwhile, Kamek scoured every inch of the castle, searching high and low for his missing grandson. But Kooper was nowhere to be found. Panic coiled in Kamek's chest as realization dawned upon himâ€”Kooper was truly missing. 
Without a moment's hesitation, Kamek teleported to Bowser's side, his face taut with concern. "My lord," he said urgently, "I have searched the entire castle, but Kooper is nowhere to be found."
Bowser's eyes widened in shock and fear. "Nowhere?!" he bellowed, his voice echoing through the hall. His children paused their activities, turning their attention to their father. The Koopa King glared down at Kamek with blazing red eyes, demanding an answer. "Do you have any idea where Kooper might be?"
"N-No, my lord, not at the moment...but...I can continue to search for him! Yes! That's it, we shall continue our search and we will find him!" He cried out in a panic, his voice strained from stress.
"Koopers gone?..." Junior spoke up, his face scrunched up in a mixture of confusion and concern. His expression fell when he looked to Kamek, then to his father.
Wendy turned towards Bowser and gasped in surprise when she saw the expression on her father's face. He looked utterly panicked. It wasn't often she'd see that expression on his face. In fact, it had been years. The last time he looked this scared was when Junior had fallen ill a couple years ago. "D-Daddy?..." she said quietly, her voice full of worry. She could feel a knot of fear and worry building in the pit of her stomach as she watched her dad's eyes dart back and forth frantically. He was panicking.
The triplets began crying out, all of them picking up on the emotions radiating from their parents. Bowser's expression grew more panicked by the minute, the color draining from his face.
"Why would he run away!?" Larry cried out.
Lemmy whimpered softly and Roy slammed his fist into the table in anger, growling low in his throat. "Because he's an idiot, that's why." He snapped at his younger brother, gl96aring at him. Larry looked back at him, his face twisting up in anger at Roy's words. He opened his mouth to argue with Roy, but Ludwig held out a hand.
"Stop. That does not solve our problem. Kooper has gone missing. It does no one good to bicker amongst ourselves," He said sternly. But his I betrIayed him, his lips curled into a frown as his eyes shone with worry.
"Oh can it, nerd." Roy glared at his brother, growling again. Ludwig narrowed his eyes at his sibling and returned his glare. The two older Koopalings began to argue as Morton seemingly tried to process the situation, the gears turning in his mind. "Kooper gone?" he repeated, looking back at Roy and Ludwig, then at Kamek and his dad.
Morton cocked his head to the side, frowning a little in confusion as his brow furrowed together. "Kooper gone!?" he shouted as the realization finally clicked.
"Where you even listening, lug-head!" Roy snapped at him. Iggy cackled madly, but there was a hint of fear to it, as if he wasn't really sure why he was laughing.
Junior sniffled quietly, rubbing his eyes with his hands as his small body trembled with fear. He tried to remain silent but the stress and fear was becoming too much for the small child. His face contorted into an ugly mixture of sadness, anger and fear as tears streamed down his cheeks. His sniffles turned to hiccupped sobs as his small frame began shaking, his little hands gripping at the table in front of him. "Why did Kooper leave?..." he whispered out between sobs.
He wanted Kooper here with him now, he wanted him to come play. Why didn't Kooper like being here? Did he hate them?...Was that why he didn't tell anyone about this? "Dad...Why did Kooper go away?" His voice wavered and he looked up at his dad, tears glistening in his eyes as he sniffled loudly. "Dad! What if we don't find him?! What if we never find him?!..." Junior began crying even harder.
And there did it. Larry started crying, so did Morton and Lemmy. Iggy laughed again, though this time, he looked close to tears. Junior cried louder, his small body shaking and shuddering violently with his cries, the loud sound ringing in everyone's ears as tears continued to stream down his cheeks. 
Wendy looked up at her dad and saw his panic written clearly on his face. She didn't want to believe this was happening either. It couldn't be happening. He wasn't that dumb. He wouldn't leave just because...Wendy blinked back the tears in her eyes. "Daddy?..." She sniffled quietly, biting her lip to keep the tears at bay as her lip quivered, but she was losing control of herself and soon she felt tears running down her cheeks. And crying only made it worse because her mascara burned her eyes.
Bowser sat there, unable to say a thing, not knowing how to comfort them as the reality of the situation sunk in. Kooper was missing, and no one knew where he was. He vanished without a trace. 
Smoke began to billow out of his nose as the panic consumed him. Kamek and Kammy glanced at each other nervously. They'd seen this look on his face before, and they knew exactly what was about to happen. Bowser stood, his chair skidding behind him, making an unpleasant squealing noise in the process. The King let out a roar that shook the foundation of the entire castle and flames burst forth from his maw, burning the dinner table before them, setting everything aflame. He slammed his fists down onto the stone table, creating cracks along its surface. "Kamek! Get every koopatrol in this castle on a search!" Bowser's voice shook the hall. He was angry and he was scared, but he would do whatever it took to get his child back. "And prepare my airship! We leave in five minutes!" he shouted, the smoke coming out of his nostrils with his every word.
"R-Right away, sire!" Kamek bowed low, vanishing from sight a second later.
Kammy stared at her king with wide eyes, a bead of sweat trailing down her cheek. "Majesty, we cannot rush off into the wilderness without any clue as to where the prince is. We should gather intelligence before making any hasty decisions!" she advised nervously.
"I don't care! We need to get to the bottom of this before anything happens to him!" Bowser roared again, smoke pouring from his nostrils. The flames dancing on his breath and around his eyes burned hotter than any other flame could. The heat radiating from his body intensified as his temper rose higher and higher, until it reached the ceiling. He looked at his children, his eyes narrowing dangerously as his expression hardened, the flames reflecting off his pupils, his red irises shining brighter than the sun. His lip curled back to reveal his razor sharp fangs. "Come on! We're going after him!" he roared, his voice echoing through the room and the castle itself. The flames spread, growing larger as Bowser stormed out of the room.
Roy grinned viciously as he slammed a fist onto the table, sending food flying. "Oh hell yeah!" He laughed, punching the air with both hands. He leapt up and followed after his dad, his steps bouncing. Iggy laughed with Roy, grinning from ear to ear as he rubbed his hands together eagerly. Ludwig frowned a little, looking slightly annoyed at the situation as he rose from his seat. Wendy, Lemmy and Larry looked at each other, all of them sharing similar expressions of concern. Morton followed his brother, still trying to process everything that just happened. 
Junior sniffled and wiped his nose with his arm, blinking away his tears. "Let's find him! And I'm gonna punch him when we find him for making me cry!" He hiccuped out before running after his father.
Kammy sighed, magically removing the triplets from their chairs. "It appears we are going to search for Prince Kooper now..." She murmured as she carried the crying hatchlings behind the King, following in his wake as he stormed out of the room. She just hoped they'd find Kooper safe and sound...and hopefully soon.
Bowser rushed down the halls of the castle with the seven koopalings hot on his tail.
Kamek, meanwhile, gathered every single Koopatrol in the castle in the grand hall in mere seconds with his magic and gave them their orders. "All koopatrols, I want you searching the castle for Prince Kooper, top to bottom. And get the castle koopas on the streets searching every inch of the Darklands until the prince is found. Is that understood?!"
"Yes, sir!" The Koopatrols bellowed, saluting their elder magikoopa in unison. They all marched off to begin their search. Kamek sighed in relief, letting out a tired groan as the koopatrols vanished. He hoped that this would turn out in their favor, that they'd be able to find the prince safe and sound and return to the castle with no problems whatsoever. 
He hoped so at least.
Bowser rushed to the airship hanger, kickung the doors and kicked them open. The wood splintered apart on contact, causing it to burst in a shower of wooden debris. Bowser glared down at his airship. "Ready the airship," He growled low, smoke still coming out of his nostrils as his body radiated an immense amount of heat, hot enough to melt stone.
He glanced down at his kids and his gaze softened momentarily as he looked over them. He took a deep breath and let it out slowly as the smoke disappeared. "...Stay together..." He muttered low. "I mean it." He warned in a stern tone. The koopalings all looked up at their father and nodded silently. Bowser took a moment to observe the eight children. They all stood at attention and that their eyes held a fierce determination to find Kooper, no matter what. He also saw the worry and the fear they had for Kooper, their expressions betraying them. Bowser's own expression softened as his eyes became glassy for a split second, but he blinked them back.
Bowser stared up at his airship once again, the fires burning within his eyes, a fierce resolve shining brightly in them. The doors to the airship hangar slid open, Bowser marched over to the airship and began climbing up the ladder onto his airship with his children following behind him. Kammy sat on her broom, hovering close to her king and his children as they entered the airship, holding the three hatchlings with her magic.
Kamek entered the hanger and teleported onto the deck of the airship, walking quickly up to Bowser as the king turned around to face him. Kamek held his wand tight against his chest, holding it like a staff with both hands as he bowed to Bowser, a bead of sweat forming on his forehead. "Your airship is prepared, and I've gathered all of the koopatrols. They are preparing themselves for the mission now as we speak, Majesty," he spoke nervously as his body trembled. "They are all on high alert and have orders to report back immediately with any information they might gather."
"Good." Bowser looked up, watching as the hangar door was being lifted by his airship. A cool breeze hit his face and Bowser took a deep breath. The koopalings and Kammy gathered on the deck behind him. Bowser could feel their gazes on him, but he couldn't bring himself to look at them. Instead, he closed his eyes as he let the fresh air hit his face. He couldn't stand feeling helpless and knowing that Kooper was in danger. He wanted to tear the castle down with his own hands, wanted to find his son, to bring him home where he belongs.
Kamek watched his king with worry, seeing his hands tremble. His gaze softened a fraction, seeing his king so vulnerable. The stress and the worry that the koopalings were experiencing was mirrored by their king, only magnified by the magnitude of the situation. But that wasn't all.
This was Bowser's first child, the very first child he had. It wasn't until a couple of years later that he had Junior. That had to have an effect on how he felt about the situation. And seeing the way he was acting...It was no wonder he was so afraid. Bowser opened his eyes as his airship rose high into the sky. The King narrowed his eyes, looking towards the horizon.
He swore, on his honor, his own blood that he'd find Kooper and he would bring him home, even if he had to go to hell to do it. He clenched his fists tightly, digging his nails into his palms hard enough to draw blood, but he didn't care.
He would find him...
And nothing...absolutely nothing, would get in his way.
...
It was getting dark.
Luigi hated the dark.
He didn't like the idea that he couldn't see what was hiding in the shadows. He didn't like that there might be something in those shadows and it would sneak up behind him and attack him.
But...There was a towering teenage Koopa with him. Well, sort of. He didn't seem to have much of an issue with the darkness and was fairly comfortable. That, or he just wasn't that afraid to show it. But even then, the fear of what was out there had to be gnawing away at his heart, right? Luigi shivered slightly. He just wished this nightmare would end soon...
And speaking of the giant turtle...
Kooper was quiet. Very quiet.
Luigi was pretty sure that he was the one that made the most noise as the two of them traversed the darkness, carefully picking their way through the ruins. Every once in awhile he could hear Kooper murmuring softly to himself and glancing around with a concerned look on his face. Luigi would watch him with a small frown of worry, hoping he'd say something about what was bothering him, but every time he asked if something was wrong, Kooper would tell him he was fine and to keep quiet so as not to draw anything dangerous to their location.
But...Kooper didn't look fine to Luigi. He looked...well...he looked pretty terrified, if Luigi had to be honest. The teen had a grim expression on his face, a mixture of fear and dread shining in his eyes. And it had been a few hours now since Kooper first led him into this strange forest, but the turtle's face didn't look any less afraid, even though his expression looked more confident. But it was like that was just a mask he put up to hide how terrified he really was.
"Uhm...Prince Kooper?" Luigi finally broke the silence as the two of them stepped into a large clearing. "Are you alright?..." Luigi looked down at him, noticing the way Kooper froze. He swallowed thickly as the prince looked back at him with a blank look. Luigi saw it, that small flash of panic in Kooper's eyes, the fear and dread hidden behind that mask, hidden behind his facade.
Kooper looked back to the path in front of him and his lips parted, ready to deny that there was something wrong, but... "I can't find the warp pipe." He said quietly, almost to himself. He took a few steps forward. "I don't remember it being this far back..." he said nervously, taking another step. Kooper stopped and his face paled. "If I don't get home soon..." He started trembling, his tail curling up between his legs. His breath hitched as he tried to suppress the wave of panic that rose in him, but it was useless. Kooper looked around, his heart hammering in his chest and he felt dizzy. "We need to go. We need to find the pipe before nightfall," Kooper muttered. "If it gets any later, my dad- or...Well, Kamek and my siblings are gonna know I left. Dad'll probably figure it out if I don't show up for dinner." He muttered, his voice wavering and breaking at the end as he stared straight ahead, trying not to think about what might happen to him if his family realized he wasn't there.
"Mamma mia..." Luigi whispered to himself in fear, the color draining from his face as his hands began to shake. "Okay....Okay. uhm..." he looked around the dark forest around them, hoping that he could see some sign of light somewhere in the trees. "How about...Uh, can you retrace your steps?" he suggested hopefully as he looked back down at Kooper, trying to hide his own growing anxiety as the panic started to build in his chest. "I-It shouldn't take us too long if we backtrack a bit...I think..."
Kooper glanced up at Luigi, staring at the nervous plumber with a look of panic on his face. "Y-Yeah." Kooper swallowed, nodding to himself. "Let's do that."
Luigi smiled nervously, trying to give Kooper some encouragement. He wanted to say something, to make a joke to ease the tension, to get rid of the awkward atmosphere. But Luigi just wasn't that good at being funny. Instead, he let out an uneasy laugh, which only made things more awkward as his nerves began to get the better of him. Kooper started walking back down the path the two of them had taken, retracing his steps in silence. 
Luigi kept his eyes peeled for any signs of the warp pipe Kooper was looking for...But part of him wondered if he should even be helping Kooper. He did just kidnap him, after all. Though, Luigi thought about his options. He didn't really have much choice, did he? Either try to escape and get lost in the forest....at night. Or, help Kooper find his warp pipe and be taken to the Darklands. To his doom. Luigi gulped, his throat suddenly dry. This was not a good predicament, and neither option was particularly appealing.
Luigi's train of thought was cut short when Kooper abruptly stopped, his head snapping upwards. He sniffed the air and his brow furrowed. "...Do you smell that?" Kooper whispered, looking over his shoulder at Luigi.
Luigi tilted his head slightly. "uhm..No. No, I don't. Sorry." Luigi looked down at him, wondering what Kooper was smelling. Maybe a monster? Luigi grimaced, his whole body beginning to shake uncontrollably.
"Its- It smells like-" Kooper cut himself, sniffing the air again. His eyes widened a fraction. "Fire!" He said excitingly, a smile appearing on his lips. "It has to be the pipe! We must be closer than I thought!" Kooper darted towards the smell of fire, pushing past branches and bushes as he ran through the forest. 
"Fire!?" Luigi squeaked, his voice rising an octave. He yelped, holding onto Kooper's horn for dear life. "Wh- Wait, Prince Kooper, please slow- Slow down!" Luigi called out to him, his words falling upon deaf ears. Kooper ignored him, continuing to run as fast as he could through the woods, knocking over branches and vines as he pushed his way through. Luigi cried out in alarm as the wind whipped his hair and the leaves stung his face,.
Kooper burst out of the forest and skidded to a stop, his eyes landing on a clearing with burnt trees and a warp pipe. "Aha! I found it!!" Kooper shouted triumphantly, pumping a fist into the air. Luigi clung to Kooper's horn, breathing heavily, his heart racing and his lungs burning. He opened his eyes and gasped.
In front of him was a giant purple pipe sticking out of the ground, scorch marks decorating its sides. Luigi stared at the warp pipe, his mind barely processing the fact that the portal Kooper was looking for was right in front of him. But his brief sense of victory and excitement was replaced by the sudden realization that he was, in fact, heading to the Darklands.
To Bowser's Kingdom.
His stomach dropped and the adrenaline drained from his body, leaving a cold pit of dread in its place. Luigi's shoulders slumped and a defeated sigh escaped his mouth. Kooper seemed oblivious to Luigi's change in mood, already bounding his way over to the warp pipe.
"I knew lighting those trees on fire was a good idea!" Kooper stated, a grin on his face. He glanced up at Luigi, his grin widening. "Pretty smart, huh?" Kooper laughed proudly to himself, crossing his arms over his chest. Luigi didn't respond, his mind still reeling over the reality of his situation.
The prince noticed the lack of a reaction and sheepishly scratched his neck. "Uh...thanks for suggesting the steps thing. Would've spent days wandering in circles." Kooper mumbled, a blush creeping onto his face.
Luigi remained silent, his shoulders slumping further.
"You ok? You're lookin kinda pale, my dude. You weren't that color earlier." Kooper commented, cocking his head to the side. Then he remembered...Yeah, he was kidnapping the little guy. "Oh yeah..." Kooper coughed awkwardly, looking down at his feet. "uhm..So. You ready?" Kooper gestured towards the warp pipe, glancing up at Luigi.
Luigi didn't move, his expression remaining the same. Kooper frowned a bit, feeling a slight twinge of guilt. "Uhm...Look, it's not that bad!" Kooper attempted to reassure him. "We just had the dungeons cleaned! So, uh..That's a plus!" Kooper cleared his throat, fidgeting with his fingers.
Luigi winced a bit, not liking the mention of dungeons. He shivered, thinking about a dark damp cell, full of mold and rats. Luigi's breath shuddered and his skin crawled. "Please no dungeons." Luigi muttered weakly, his voice cracking. 
Kooper paused, pursing his lips. The dungeons did kinda suck, but the plumber was an enemy of the kingdom. He couldn't exactly give him free reign around the castle. Kooper frowned, chewing his bottom lip. "I'm sorry, little guy, but that's kinda not up to me. My dad will decide where ya'll will stay." And with that, he started to climb up the pipe. 
"W-Wait! Are you sure you can't take me back home!? There's still time!" Luigi pleaded, his voice shrill. Kooper ignored him, climbing the rest of the way up.
"Sorry. Can't do that." Kooper grunted as the two emerged from the pipe. Kooper stumbled, catching his balance and shaking his head. "If I disappear and show up empty handed, well....My dad won't be happy. And, trust me, the dungeons aren't that bad. Just gotta have the right attitude." Kooper chuckled lightly, rubbing the back of his neck. He stepped onto the edge of the warp pipe, balancing precariously on it. "Next stop, the edge of Darklands!" Kooper grinned, giving Luigi a thumbs up.
Before Luigi could protest, the warp pipe suddenly activated, engulfing the two of them in a blinding blue light.
...
The feeling of traveling through a warp pipe was like simultaneously falling and flying, Luigi noted. Your stomach dropped and twisted, making you nauseous, while the rest of you felt weightless. Time and space moved and shifted all around him. Bright blue, swirling lights flew past him, moving so quickly it hurt his eyes.

Everything was a blur, a stream of consciousness, and yet, somehow, nothing was happening.

Until-

The warp pipe spat him and Kooper out, the two of them tumbling unceremoniously onto solid ground. Luigi groaned, his body aching and his brain pounding inside his skull. Kooper was on his shell, wriggling around as he tried to flip back over. Luigi slowly sat up, blinking rapidly as his eyes adjusted, and his vision refocused.

Luigi took a moment and looked around. Everything was...Dark. The skies were a murky red, and black clouds filled the sky. Sporadic rays of what he assumed to be sunlight filtered through, hitting the cracked earth. Close by there was a river of lava, flowing slowly next to them. Luigi swallowed thickly, his body quivering. He Could faintly make out a mountain range in the distance, smoke billowing from its peaks. Luigi wasn't an expert on geography or anything, but he could've sworn that mountains were supposed to have green grass and-

Luigi froze, his blood turning to ice.

On top of the rocky peak was the silhouette of a terrifying fortress. It was dark, black, with sharp points and turrets.

Bowser's Castle.

Luigi's mouth went dry and his heart hammered loudly in his chest.

"Ugh," Kooper grunted as he managed to roll onto his belly, letting out a grunt. "Man, traveling through the pipe always takes a lot outta ya." He grumbled, dusting the dirt off his shell and getting to his feet. "Ok," Kooper clapped his hands together. "Welcome to the Darklands! Pretty awesome, ain't-" Kooper turned his attention back to the terrified plumber, his smile dropping.

"It?...Oi, buddy, you okay?" Kooper crouched down, waving a hand in front of Luigi's face.

"I- Its- I-I.."

"You're looking a little sick, pal." Kooper frowned, his eyebrows furrowing. He looked around, scratching his head. Kooper didn't really know much about sickness, or how humans work, but Luigi did look a little...Off. He wasn't as colorful, or, whatever. His face was white, and he wasn't blinking. Kooper waved his hand in front of Luigi's vacant, unfocused eyes, watching the glassy stare.

"Little dude, c'mon, talk ta me here. Is the heat too much or somethin-" Kooper paused, tilting his head. "You're shivering."

Luigi snapped out of his horrified trance, blinking rapidly. "Huh- What- Oh.." Luigi hugged his arms close to his chest, a chill running up his spine. "I'm- Uhm.." Luigi swallowed, his voice failing him. "I'm- Uh..N-Not, used- To the- uh...t-temperature.." Luigi finished lamely.

"Really? It's perfect out today." Kooper shrugged, "Nice breeze n' everything. Cloud coverage, too." Kooper nodded his head towards the ominous red sky.

Luigi blinked, not knowing whether Kooper was joking or not. Luigi forced a strained chuckle, a nervous grin on his face. "Ahah- Ha- Well, uh.." Luigi coughed, clearing his throat. He tried to think of a polite way to tell Kooper that humans typically didn't thrive in extreme climates. Let alone in the Darklands. "I'm sure it's lovely out for you, but, humans can't handle extreme temperatures- A-Actually..." Luigi trailed off, his gaze drifting over to Bowser's Castle.

"Wait, really? That's weird." Kooper stood, crossing his arms and tapping his chin, humming thoughtfully. "Humans are kinda squishy, ain't they? No shells, no scales, no spikes..." Kooper listed, his foot tapping against the ground. "And they get too hot?? How can ya get too hot!?" Kooper shook his head, completely baffled. Humans were so confusing.

"Well, humans prefer, uh- moderate climates." Luigi responded, chuckling slightly. He was starting to feel a little more relaxed, oddly enough. Luigi chalked it up to Kooper's genuine curiosity, the turtle's blunt questions helped distract his anxious thoughts, which was nice.

"Moderate climates....Like, the Mushroom Kingdom?" Kooper guessed, a proud smile forming on his lips.

"Exactly. The weather and temperature there is perfect. Not too hot or cold." Luigi smiled.

Kooper raised a brow, tilting his head. "Hm.."

"What is it?" Luigi asked, a little concerned.

"How'd ya survive summer, then? That's the hottest month." Kooper asked, genuinely curious. Luigi let out a soft snort, a smile tugging at his lips. Kooper sounded like one of his younger cousins, asking their parents seemingly endless questions about the simplest of topics.

"Well, summers not as extreme, thankfully. Sometimes, the weather's a little warmer, depending on the area..But we have air conditioning to help cool our houses during the worse parts.." Luigi explained. Kooper's interest seemed to pique.

"Aircon-ditioner?" Kooper scrunched his nose, sounding the word out. "Why would you need to condition the air? It's not like, I dunno, hair.." Kooper crossed his arms, his brows furrowing.

Luigi giggled a bit. "Heh, I can see how ya'd think that..But its called that because it conditions the air, as in cools it down, not..Conditions your hair.." Luigi chuckled a bit, his smile faltering.

"Ohhh." Kooper nodded his head, grinning. "Wait a sec, why don't you guys just use magic instead?"

Luigi shrugged, "Most humans can't use magic."

"WHAT!? How do ya survive?!" Kooper exclaimed, his jaw dropping.

Luigi snorted, unable to hold back his laughter. He brought a hand up, covering his mouth. "Hah- It's not- We manage, haha.." Luigi wheezed.

"With AC??? That's crazy. Magic is so much easier." Kooper scoffed, rolling his eyes.

Luigi was giggling, the absurdity of the conversation was amusing to him. Who'd have thought he'd be laughing and having a pleasant chat with the son of Bowser. Certainly not Luigi, and yet, here he was. 

"You gotta tell me more about human stuff!" Kooper declared excitedly, his tail wagging. Luigi couldn't deny the kid's enthusiasm was adorable, and a little contagious. Luigi smiled, his nerves calming a bit.

"Okie dokie." Luigi replied. Kooper was beaming, bouncing slightly. "C'mon. We can walk and chat." Kooper chirped, offering Luigi a clawed hand. Luigi hesitated for a moment before taking Kooper's hand, allowing the prince to pull him up.

Kooper didn't let go immediately. His smile he had before faltered. Luigi cocked his head, confused.

The prince took Luigi's wrists and suddenly cut his bindings. "Here. Ya won't be needing these." Kooper gave Luigi a crooked smirk. "It's not like you'll run away." Kooper added, shrugging nonchalantly.

Luigi blinked, rubbing his wrists. True. Even if he did try and escape, the chances of him finding his way back home were slim. But still, he didn't expect the prince to just...Release him. Luigi smiled, "Thank you."

"Don't mention it." Kooper brushed it off, walking ahead.

Luigi jogged up beside him, trying to keep up. "So what else would you like to know about humans?" Luigi asked, smiling a bit. Kooper brightened, his eyes shining.

"Everything. Like...Why don't you have shells?"

Luigi giggled, "Because humans can't have shells, Kooper."

"Can't or won't?"

"Neither. Our species can't have them."

"Whaaaat."

As the two walked and chatted, the imposing figure of Bowser's Fortress loomed menacingly. Watching. Waiting. Luigi couldn't help but glance at the castle nervously every once and awhile, his anxiety spiking every time.

Kooper followed the human's gaze, his eyes landing on the fortress. A wide proud grin spread across his face, his chest puffing out. "Ah. Ya spot the castle?" Kooper asked, a hint of pride in his tone. Luigi swallowed, nodding stiffly. Kooper practically bounced on his toes, a giddy laugh escaping him. "It's awesome, isn't it?"

Luigi forced a weak, strained smile. "Yes..Awesome." Luigi couldn't agree less. The castle was menacing, intimidating. With its sharp angles and spikes, the foreboding atmosphere surrounding it. Kooper smiled brightly, oblivious to Luigi's unease.

"Just wait till ya see the interior! All the halls, the rooms, the throne room!!" Kooper squealed, stars filling his eyes. "Oh, and the view!! Ya can see the entire Darklands, even the volcanoes-" Kooper continued to ramble, bragging and describing the castle and his home. Luigi offered a small, weak, compliments and reactions whenever prompted. But honestly, Luigi wasn't paying much attention, his anxiety gnawing his his nerves, causing a lump form in his throat.

"Hey, Kooper."

"Ya wanna hear about the gardens- OH THE GARDENS ARE BEAUTIFUL! They have a fountain and the hedges are shaped into-"

"Prince Kooper." Luigi tried again.

"-the best bushes, they're trimmed perfectly, and- AND the flowers have the most gorgeous- Kooper jumped slightly, blinking.

"S-Sorry, little guy. Were ya saying something?" Kooper rubbed the back of his neck sheepishly.

"Y-Yes, actually." Luigi answered, shifting a bit. Kooper motioned for him to continue. "Right- Uhm." Luigi stammered, struggling to find the words. "What's going to happen, when we get to the castle?.." Luigi asked, his voice wavering.

Kooper stopped in his tracks. Luigi halted as well, eyeing the prince. Kooper furrowed his brow, humming. "Well.." Kooper began, his frown deepening. "Probably gonna be introduced to my pop. Yanno, since, yall're enemies 'n' all." Kooper replied, his hands behind his back. "Hopefully he didn't notice I was gone." Kooper muttered under his breathe, his expression nervous. "I'm definitely gonna have to explaine myself, regardless.." Kooper sighed, wincing a bit. "Thats gonna be...greaaaat." Kooper drawled, groaning. He looked up at the sky, and noticed that the light that filtered through the dark clouds was...not from the sun. 

Crap. Kooper cursed mentally. It was nightfall. Definitely past dinner. Double crap.

"I'm screwed." Kooper said grimly, his shoulders slumping. He covered his face with his hands, groaning loudly. "Pops is definitely gonna freak.." Kooper whined.

"M-Maybe...Uh..Maybe not?.." Luigi suggested, not believing his own words. Kooper snorted, his hands lowering.

"Yeah, sure. If pops isn't already waiting at the entrance, demanding to know why I was gone.." Kooper grumbled, pinching the bridge of his nose. "Oh man, and my siblings are never gonna let me live it down." Kooper moaned. "I can hear 'em now, teasing me forever- Ooh, Kooper got grounded, aww poor baby- Blah blah." Kooper rolled his eyes, scoffing.

Luigi bit his bottom lip, fiddling his thumbs. "Well.." Luigi spoke softly, garnering Kooper's attention. "Maybe, when we get to the castle, and introduce me- maybe- Uhm- Maybe your dad will be...less upset, after, hearing who I-uhm- Am." Luigi finished, his confidence wavering.

Kooper blinked, humming thoughtfully. "Dude....You're so right! Pop's will be thrilled!! Oh, this is great, thank you!!" Koper jumped, tackling the poor man in a hug.

"Woah- Uhm.." Luigi stumbled, hugging Kooper awkwardly.

"Pop's will forget all bout grounding me once he finds out its the one and only!-" he paused. Kooper pulled away, his excitement dying down. He looked down at the little plumber and really thought about it...He wasn't Mario...But...He kinda always knew that. Mario was strong and fierce. He always mucked up his father's plans, and made life difficult. Luigi, however. Was soft spoken, jumpy, and timid. And he was nice to talk to. Kooper assumed that Mario would be annoying to try and have a conversation with. 
He looked down at Luigi and frowned. "...You really aren't Mario, are ya?" Kooper sighed. Luigi shook his head. "Didn't think so.." Kooper trailed off, deflating a bit. Luigi shifted, opening his mouth to comfort the prince, but Kooper beat him to it.
"Yanno." Kooper started, "Maybe pop's won't mind too much?" Kooper offered, a hopeful smile spreading on his face. Luigi tilted his head.
"How come?"
"Well, You're not Mario. Buuuut," Kooper grinned, patting Luigi's back, "You're his brother! Ya have his looks. Pop's could probably- I dunno- Use you as a hostage, or some other evil thing.." Kooper shrugged, "Anyways- My pop's won't kill ya! Well, Imean, he shouldn't anyways. So thats good news, little dude.." Kooper finished, his hand falling.
Luigi shivered, swallowing thickly. Hostage. So, death wasn't entirely off the table. Lovely. "Great." Luigi choked out, his fear threatening to bubble to the surface. "Lovely.." 
Kooper didn't seen to notice Luigi's dread. He patted Luigi's back, causing the plumber to stumble.
"A'ight, little dude. Lets pick up the pace. Don't wanna keep pop's waiting, unless ya want him to barbecue us both." Kooper laughed, walking ahead.
Luigi flinched, following reluctantly. Barbecued. Haha. Thats a fun way to say killed. Luigi gulped, his heart hammering against his ribs. This was fine. Everything was fine. Luigi was totally fine. Totally not shaking. Or freaking out. He was okay. Luigi wrapped his arms around his mid section, his teeth clenched.
This is fine.
Kooper hummed a cheerful tune, skipping a bit. "Oi greenie, I have more questions! Answer number- Uh..47: is Mario your only brother?? Or do humans have a crap ton of hatchlings in a clutch?"
Luigi forced a shaky, uneasy, smile. "Mario is the only sibling I have."
"Weird." Kooper remarked. Luigi chuckled weakly, "And humans don't have clutches." Luigi informed.
"...huh??? Y-you don't lay eggs??" Kooper shrieked, disbelief clear on his face. Luigi choked, coughing. "U-Uhm- N-No."
"B-but- BUT HOW DOES YOUR SPECIES EXIST?? Without laying EGGS, and SHELLS, and SPIKES- You're SO WEAK and FLESHY- THATS SO FREAKY DUDE!!" Kooper shouted, waving his arms wildly. Luigi couldn't help the laugh that bubbled pass his lips.
"Man...You're weird, little dude." Kooper shuddered, a grossed out look etched onto his face. Luigi chuckled, a genuine smile settling on his lips.
....
Soon the duo found themselves at the edge of the mountain, where Bowser's fortress resided. 
"Alright." Kooper cracked his knuckles. He pointed a claw at the fortress, grinning widely. "Ready?"
"Nope." Luigi answered, wringing his hands.
"Too bad. C'mon." Kooper lifted Luigi up and put him on his shell. "Hold on tight." Kooper advised, readying himself. Luigi gripped the turtle's shell, his legs wrapping around him.
Kooper and Luigi scaled the side, climbing up. Luigi clung tightly, shutting his eyes. Kooper didn't seem to mind, his claws effortlessly digging into the mountainside.
Soon, they reached the top. Kooper peakedhis head above the ledge. "Coast is clear." Kooper stated, pulling himself up. Luigi slid of Kooper's back, his legs buckling slightly.
Kooper offered his arm, helping the plumber steady himself. "Thanks." Luigi breathed, sighing.
"Welcome." Kooper chirped. He looked at the looming fortress and smiled. "Home sweet home." Kooper whispered happily.
Luigi eyed the castle, his stomach knotting. He wanted nothing more than to turn and run. Hide. Do anything but walk inside. Luigi swallowed thickly, his grip on Kooper's arm tightening. Kooper glanced at the human. Luigi was staring, his expression blank. Eyes glazed over. Kooper waved a hand infront of the plumber, gaining his attention.
"Uhh...Green? Ya okay?" Kooper asked, tilting his head. Luigi blinked, his vacant gaze clearing.
"Y-Yeah- I'm...Fine." Luigi answered, his hold loosening.
"Okay, well." Kooper straightened his posture, puffing his chest out. Luigi eyed him.
"Lets go meet pop's." Kooper declared proudly, walking towards the gate. Luigi trailed after him, his breathing uneven.
"R-Right."
Kooper marched to the gate where two guards stood, barring the entrance. Both were Hammer Bros. Luigi cowarded behind Kooper, his frame shaking. Kooper cleared his throat, getting their attention.
"Sup." Kooper greeted, smirking.
Both guards blinked, their jaws dropping. "Y-you highness! Wh- Where have you been?! Lord Bowser is looking everywhere for- uhm-" One guard stumbled, his sentences broken. He glanced at Luigi, his sentence cutting short. Kooper smirked wider, his chest puffing out.
"You two done yappin? As you can see, I've captured an enemy of the kingdom. " Kooper explained, gesturing to the trembling human.
Both guards froze. Luigi hunched his shoulders, his body tense.
"Now, kindly open the gate, will ya? " Kooper huffed, rolling his eyes. The two Hammer Bros snapped out their trance.
"R-right- Of course, your higness." One guard rushed forward, using his weapon to unlock the large heavy door. Once unlocked, the doors creaked, slowly opening.
Luigi shrank, his eyes darting around. The entrance was dark and unwelcoming, covered in spikes. Luigi gulped, his throat dry. Kooper sauntered forward, dragging the plumber along.
Once inside the castle, the gates slammed shut, causing Luigi to flinch violently. Kooper didn't seem to notice, his focus was elsewhere.
"Alright. Lets go find pop's." Kooper mused, his gaze scanning the halls. Luigi nodded stiffly, his eyes stuck to the floor.
Kooper lead him threw the maze that was the castle. Everywhere Luigi looked, there was spike and jagged stone. The hallways were dim, the flickering lights being the only source of visibility. There were paintings and statues of Bowser scattered everywhere. Not only that, there were also paintings of his many children, adorning the walls.
Not that he could focus on them that much anyway, considering that he was practically getting dragged.
They passed a few Goombas and Koopas, who bowed and fussed over Kooper, asking where he had wondered off. Others ran to where Luigi assumed Bowser, or some other authority was. To let them know that the prince had returned. Kooper ignored them, his focus was finding Bowser.
When kooper arrived at the throne room, he kicked down the door. "Oi pops! I'm home!" He yelled triumphantly...only to see that Bowser wasn't there. He looked around, confused. "Dad?"
A goomba gaurd waddled up to the prince, clearly nervous. "Uhm...your highness...The king left in search of you... Kooper's eyes widened in shock. "Left? But he can't be gone! Not now!" he exclaimed, panic rising in his chest. "Did he take the airship?" He asked The goomba guard nodded nervously. "Yes, Your Highness. He left in the airship, saying he needed to find you at all costs."
Kooper's eyes widened in shock "You've gotta be kidding me!" Kooper exclaimed, his voice echoing through the empty throne room. Deep panic crept up his throat as he realized the consequences of his father's departure. "I'm so dead..." he bemoaned, holding his face in his hands.
Luigi looked around the large empty room. He wasn't sure if he should feel relieved that Bowser wasn't there or not. He did feel bad for Kooper though. Luigi watched as Kooper paced back and forth in panic and despair, talking to himself. "What am I gonna do? Pop's is gonna kill me...And then kill me again...And then bring me back to life...and kill me again." He babbled frantically to himself.
Luigi tried to think of something to say. Anything to make the situation a bit less scary. "Well...It's not all bad right?"
Kooper stopped pacing and looked at Luigi, bewildered "Not all bad? How is any of this not bad?!"
Luigi waved his hands, "W-well...I mean...You don't have to deal with him being mad right now...R-right? Sooo...There's that.." Luigi offered, biting his lip nervously. Kooper considered it for a moment. "I guess you're right...I won't have to face him till he gets back. But that could be hours from now! What do we do until then??" He asked, looking at the human, clearly stressed out.
" well... the responsible thing to do would be explain why you left and... be very contrite. And apologetic." Luigi suggested, hoping to ease the tension that Kooper was feeling.
Kooper sighed and slumped down onto the steps of the throne. "I guess you're right again..." He paused, trying to think of the best way to explain everything to his father. "Do you think if I act all cool and stuff with you slung over my shoulder maybe it'll make the whole 'running away' thing seem a little better? Really prove that there was a purpose. Like... whoa I captured a enemy of the Kingdom and I look super awesome type thing??" Kooper suggested, glancing at Luigi, a hopeful look in his eyes.
"I mean...that could work...but your father might also be really worried about you running off like that. It wouldn't hurt to play it safe and be apologetic..." Luigi countered.
Kooper grumbled a bit before coming to a decision "Yeah...Yeah, you're probably right again...I guess I should just get it over with." The prince looked at the ceiling dejectedly. He looked like he wanted to avoid this conflict at all costs. But Luigi knew that if he wanted to prevent things from escalating, they had to wait for Bowser to return and deal with it as soon as possible.
"Oi, gaurd." Kooper barked, catching a goomba's attention. "Get me when pops arrives. I'm taking the prisoner somewhere." The turtle ordered, standing up. The goomba bowed quickly and rushed off to alert the others.
"Great." Kooper sighed, turning to Luigi. "Welp, little dude. Looks like we're bunkering in my room. Its gonna be a loooooong night." Kooper groaned, walking towards the exit, Luigi following closely behind. "Y-youre not going to put me in the dungeons? O-or a cell?" Luigi questioned, curious. Kooper shook his head. "Nah, I wanna be the one to keep an eye on you. And it's dank down there, so I don't wanna be down there for.. however long pops is gone for. " Kooper shuddered, sticking his tongue out.
Luigi nodded, relieved. "Thank you." Luigi said softly. Kooper shrugged, not meeting the plumber's eyes.
Kooper took Luigi upstairs to where the bedrooms were. there was a very long hallway with many doors along the sides. Each door was a different color and had a symbol of a family member on it. Kooper led Luigi to one at the very end of the hallway with a red door. It had a symbol that resembled the prince on it. Luigi noted that the doors closest to Bowser's room were the biggest and most elaborate.
Kooper opened the door and ushered Luigi inside before closing it behind them. "Home sweet home." Kooper breathed, patting the door lovingly. Luigi looked around and noted how big the room was. It was as big as his and Mario's entire house. And it was decked out with the latest video games, a flat screen tv, a giant bed, a large couch, bean bags, and various posters of what Luigi assumed was pop culture references from the koopas' kingdom. There was also a electric guitar and amp set in one corner, along with a full size drum set next to it.
Kooper made his way over to his bed and flopped down on it. "Make yourself comfy, little dude. We're gonna be here for a while."
Luigi looked around but was unsure what to even do. He shifted his weight, his fingers picking at his gloves. Should he sit down? Stand? Was it okay to touch anything?
"Uh..Luigi?" Kooper called, catching his attention. "There's no need to be so antsy, dude. It's not like I'm gonna bite ya." Kooper chuckled, patting the spot next to him. Luigi flushed, rubbing the back of his neck sheepishly.
"Sorry." He murmured, taking a seat on the bed next to kooper. Kooper smiled reassuringly. "You're fine. Take whatever spot ya like." Kooper told him, crossing his legs.
Luigi nodded, taking a quick look around the room. The bed was huge, a large crimson blanket spread out neatly and pillows placed delicately on top. The couch was a dark leather, three black cushions and a spikey design. On the cushions was a green blanket and a light blue pillow.
Kooper glanced at the human, noting his hesitancy.
"Its not gonna eat ya." Kooper remarked, earning a startled squeak from the plumber. Luigi flushed, shaking his head.
"I know...I-I just..." Luigi trailed off, looking away. Kooper chuckled, "Hey, its cool, little dude." Kooper said softly, making his way over to the couch.
Luigi looked down, wringing his hands together. He fiddled with his gloves, tuguring on the fabric. His unease didn't go unnoticed. Kooper frowned, tilting his head.
"Yo, green bean, what's wrong?" Kooper asked, concern lacing his voice.
"N-Nothing, I'm fine." Luigi denied, shaking his head. Kooper crossed his arms, giving the plumber a pointed look. Luigi turned away, his eyes squeezing shut. Kooper sighed, "Greenie, seriously, tell me what's wrong."
Luigi shook his head, wrapping his arms around himself. "Well first off...I've been kidnapped by a giant turtle, and I have no clue what's going to happen to me...I mean..what does Bowser plan to do with me? Use me for ransom? Threaten to kill me if Mario doesn't do what he says?" Luigi questioned, tears welling up in his eyes. Kooper rubbed the back of his neck, shrugging helplessly. "Uh... I mean... I guess? I don't really know? " He admitted. Luigi laughed dryly, wiping his eyes.
"Hey man...it's uh- OK. Pop can be a jerk but he isn't all bad ya know." Kooper reassured him, placing a claw on Luigi's shoulder. "He'll probably treat ya all right as long as you don't piss him off." Kooper snickered, trying to cheer the plumber up.
"Really?" Luigi sniffled, peaking up at the prince.
"Yeah bro! He's a bit of a hardass but he's got a heart." Kooper beamed. "The ransom thing though? Yep, definitely happening. Sorry, little dude." Kooper apologized, rubbing his neck. Luigi nodded, hugging his knees. Kooper felt a stab of guilt at the dejected look on the human's face.
Kooper nudged him gently. "Don't worry too much. I'll make sure ya don't get hurt. Promise." Kooper said, offering a grin. Luigi gave him a small smile in return, appreciating the sentiment. "Thank you."
"No problem, dude." Kooper chirped, smiling warmly. "Now, do you like board games?" Kooper asked suddenly, catching the human off guard. Luigi blinked at the question.
"Um...I guess?" Luigi answered uncertainly. Kooper nodded and jumped up to look through a large box in the corner of the room.
"Sweet, 'cuz I got plenty. So let's get this party started!" Kooper exclaimed enthusiastically, pulling out a board game from the box.
"O-okay." Luigi agreed nervously. He hoped that koopers family would treat him kindly. It's not like he could go anywhere anyway.
The hours ticked by and still there was no sign of Bowser returning home. Kooper was becoming increasingly restless as time went on, pacing around the room anxiously. "Man...I'm really gonna be in so much trouble when Pop gets back..." He groaned, flopping onto the couch next to Luigi who was staring at the ground in silence. "I'm dead." He moaned. Luigi looked at him sympathetically.
"Yeah..." He trailed off. "But hey, maybe he won't be too angry since you did capture me...And besides, I'm sure if you explain everything properly that he'll understand." Luigi assured him hopefully. Kooper glanced at him and gave him a weak smile. "Maybe...but still...he's gonna ground me for life. No more videogames. No more walks outside the castle...for the rest of my life!" Kooper cried dramatically, throwing an arm over his eyes. Luigi chuckled lightly at his antics.
"I think he'll forgive you eventually." Luigi offered gently. Kooper sighed heavily, letting his arm fall to his side. "Yeah...I hope so."
After a few more minutes of silence Kooper sat up and turned to Luigi with a determined expression. "I'm hungry." He declared, causing Luigi to blink at him in surprise. "Alright?..." Luigi responded confused.
"We're gonna go raid the kitchens." Kooper announced, getting up from the couch and heading towards the door. Luigi scrambled to his feet to follow after him. "K-Kooper are you sure that's a good idea?"
"I'm the eldest prince! Of course it's a good idea!" Kooper exclaimed defensively. Luigi winced slightly at the outburst before sighing. "Okay then..." He trailed off as the prince walked out of the room and down the hallway with Luigi following close behind him.
Once they reached the kitchen Kooper opened the door and walked in. There were several Koopas and Goombas milling about preparing food and cleaning dishes. Kooper ignored them and headed straight to the pantry where he rummaged through the shelves until he found something he liked.
Luigi watched silently as Kooper filled his arms with food, most of which he didn't recognize, but some he did. It was clear that koopas had their own customs and culture regarding cuisine.
The prince waddled up to Luigi and dumped the food on the counter next to him. Luigi looked down at the pile and tried to figure out what the weird fruit shaped items were. "What exactly is that?" Luigi asked pointing at an odd purple fruit that had a star on its end.
"That? That's a Poppin." Kooper said simply as he grabbed some plates and bowls from the cupboard.
"What's a Poppin?" Luigi inquired curiously as he picked up one of the fruits.
"It's kinda like an apple." Kooper explained while he grabbed some silverware and put it on the counter. "You can eat it raw or cook it in something." Kooper finished putting the cutlery away before turning back to Luigi with an excited grin on his face.
"So wanna try it?" He asked excitedly, holding the fruit out towards Luigi.
"Sure, why not." Luigi replied, taking a bite out of the fruit.
The taste was strange. It reminded Luigi of a grape mixed with an orange. It tasted sweet yet tart at the same time and it was crunchy and juicy all at once.
"Well?" Kooper questioned as he took a bite of his own poppin.
"It's very unique." Luigi said after swallowing another bite of the fruit. Kooper smiled at him happily. "Yeah it is! I love Poppins! They're my favorite! Sooo tasty." Kooper exclaimed while he continued eating his poppin. Luigi smiled slightly at how enthusiastic kooper was about something so simple as a fruit. He began eating his own Poppin once more and decided he really liked it too.
"Ya like piranha plant? Ever tried it?" Kooper questioned, catching the human off guard. Luigi shook his head, his brow furrowing. "Um...no?" Luigi answered unsurely.
"Really? Dude! Piranha Plants are awesome! They're spicy and have a kick to them!" Kooper exclaimed excitedly as he began rummaging through the refrigerator and freezer sections of the kitchen.
"Kooper are you sure we should be raiding the kitchens? Won't someone get mad?" Luigi questioned as he watched Kooper pull out a bowl filled with leaves and piranha plant flowers.
"Nah man, I'm the oldest Prince! No one's gonna stop me!" Kooper laughed as he brought the bowl over to the counter next to Luigi and put it down.
"But...shouldn't we ask if it's ok?" Luigi pressed nervously. Kooper sighed heavily as he rolled his eyes.
"It's fine dude, I promise." Kooper assured him with a grin before turning his attention back to the bowl of piranha plants. They were dead but freshly so judging by their bright red color. Kooper pulled out a knife from a drawer near the sink and cut a small piece off one of them before handing it to Luigi.
"Try it." Kooper urged holding out the piece of piranha plant to Luigi who hesitated momentarily before taking the piece of plant and popping it into his mouth.
"Huh, this actually tastes pretty good." Luigi commented after chewing for a moment and swallowing his mouthful of the spicy fruit...flower? Kooper laughed loudly as he picked up another piece of piranha plant and put it in his mouth. "Right? It's awesome! I love eating these things!" Kooper said enthusiastically as he continued munching on the spicy flower. Luigi couldn't help but smile at Kooper's enthusiasm about something so simple as a food item. It reminded him of how Mario got when he ate. It was adorable in a childish sort of way.
"Oh and ya gotta try one of these." Kooper added as he put down his half eaten piece of piranha plant and started digging around in the refrigerator again.
"What is it?" Luigi questioned curiously as he watched Kooper pull out a plate of cubed uncooked meat.
"This is a power steak." Kooper explained as he set the plate down next to Luigi's hand. "They're super tender and juicy." Kooper added as he picked up one of the cubes of meat and popped it into his mouth.
"Uhm, Kooper? Humans can't eat raw meat, usually." Luigi explained hesitantly, worried the prince would be upset with him for ruining his appetite. But instead, Kooper just laughed again.
"Dude, what? That's weird. Humans are so weird." Kooper chuckled before taking another bite of his power steak. Luigi flushed embarrassedly at the statement as he looked away.
"Want me to get someone to cook it?" Kooper questioned.
"No, no. You don't need to bother anyone. I'm not very hungry anyways." Luigi denied, not wanting to bother anyone or cause a scene.
"You sure? It wouldn't be any trouble." Kooper pressed, concerned for Luigi's well being.
"Yes?" Luigi answered with uncertainty. Kooper raised a brow. "Ya gotta eat something, greens." Kooper said pointedly. Luigi shrugged, not meeting Kooper's eyes. " I'll get a cheff."
"Wait! I can cook it." Luigi protested, causing Kooper to raise a brow at him skeptically. "You cook?" Kooper asked incredulously.
Luigi flushed and nodded, looking down at his hands. "Si, I can cook." Luigi confirmed softly.
"Ok then, get cooking chef boy." Kooper encouraged with a smirk, patting Luigi on the shoulder. "Lemme just untie ya real quick." Kooper said as he undid the rope around Luigi's wrists.
Luigi rubbed his sore wrists, looking at kooper curiously. "You're not worried I'll run away?"
"Nah man, you'll never get far. This castle is a labyrinth and I doubt ya know your way around. Besides, where would ya go even if ya did make it out of here?" Kooper explained, shaking his head.
"Oh, right..." Luigi agreed softly, frowning at his situation. "So where are your pots and pans?" Luigi asked.
"They should be in the bottom drawers on either side of the stove."
"Do you have eggs?" Luigi questioned as he searched for the utensils he would need to prepare his meal.
"Yeah, there should be some in the fridge."
"Ok good." Luigi said as he found a large pan in one of the cabinets. He spent some time gathering the ingredients he needed and getting everything prepared before he finally started cooking. Kooper watched intently as Luigi worked, curious at the odd human's technique and style of cooking.
"Watcha making?" Kooper inquired as he sniffed the air, his nose twitching. Luigi glanced at him briefly as he answered.
"Tortellini." Luigi responded simply before returning his attention back to the food he was preparing. "What's tortellini?" Kooper asked curiously, tilting his head inquisitively.
"A pasta filled with a mixture of meat and cheese."
"Pasta?" Kooper repeated confused, scratching his head in bewilderment.
"Yes, pasta. Pasta is like a thin dough that's cooked into sheets or strips and then cut into smaller pieces. Then it's usually boiled or baked with other ingredients depending on what type of dish you're making." Luigi explained patiently as he stirred the contents of his pan while he waited for it to finish heating up. 
"That sounds good." Kooper commented wistfully, licking his lips hungrily. "How do you make it?"
"You want to learn how? " Luigi inquired curiously. "Yeah!" Kooper exclaimed excitedly as he bounced slightly on the balls of his feet, his tail wagging. 
Luigi smiled kindly at him. "Alright then, go grab me a large bowl and a whisk please." Luigi instructed as he turned his attention back to the pan on the stovetop in front of him. "And a grater." He added as an afterthought.
"Alright!" Kooper replied enthusiastically as he scurried off to fetch the items requested of him. When he returned Luigi was already finished preparing everything else, so all he had left to do was show Kooper how to make pasta from scratch.
"Alright, let's get started shall we?" Luigi announced cheerily. 
"Yeah!" Kooper cheered as he climbed onto one of the stools next to Luigi so he could see better. Luigi picked up a measuring cup and showed Kooper how to measure out the ingredients needed for the dough.
Kooper was a quick learner and caught on quickly to Luigi's instructions and soon enough they were kneading the dough together while they chatted about various subjects including food and video games.
After they finished kneading the dough they set it aside and washed their hands before beginning on the filling for the pasta.
"Are we gonna use the steak?" Kooper asked excitedly, bouncing slightly in anticipation. "Yes we will use it, but we have to cook it first." Luigi replied calmly, trying not to laugh at Kooper's enthusiasm. "Alright!" Kooper exclaimed as he jumped up and grabbed the skillet off of the stove and put it back on the burner. He stood back and lit the burner with his fire breathing technique before turning to Luigi expectantly. "Now what?" Kooper asked eagerly as he stared at the sizzling pan impatiently.
"Add some oil to the skillet please." Luigi instructed while he set out all the ingredients for the filling on the countertop beside the stovetop.
"What kind?" Kooper inquired as he opened the cabinet doors below the stovetop and started rummaging through them looking for a suitable bottle of cooking oil. He was a prince, sure he went rummaging through the kitchen for snacks, but he didn't cook or prepare meals. He didn't even know how to tell the difference between oil types, he just grabbed the closest bottle.
"Olive oil or vegetable oil will do." Luigi answered, watching Kooper struggle with amusement as the koopa searched for a suitable container of oil to add to the pan.
"Umm, Luigi?" Kooper called, staring at the various bottles of oil in his hand. "What does vegetable oil look like?"
Luigi chuckled lightly at his question and pointed to a small glass bottle filled with a thick yellowish liquid. "It looks like that one." Luigi explained helpfully while pointing at the bottle Kooper held.
"Oh, okay!" Kooper exclaimed happily as he poured some of the liquid into the skillet. "Now what?"
Luigi smiled slightly at his eagerness before answering. "Add some salt and pepper to the oil while it's heating up." Luigi instructed as he pointed to a couple spice containers sitting on the counter beside him.
"Alright!" Kooper chirped as he grabbed the salt and pepper shakers and sprinkled some salt into the pan along with a pinch of pepper.
Luigi watched him work with an amused expression on his face. After a few minutes of frying the steak they added the other ingredients for the filling including onions, mushrooms, garlic, some kind of Koopa version of Parmesan cheese? It was similar enough for Luigi to assume it was Parmesan based.
It was...Fun to cook with Kooper. It almost made Luigi forget that he had been kidnapped...Almost.
"So have ya cooked for a lotta people before?" Kooper questioned curiously as they mixed everything together in the skillet.
"Si, mainly for myself and my brother, but also for friends. Mario's quite a fan of pasta too." Luigi informed him cheerfully.
"Your brother like pasta too huh? What does he eat besides that?" Kooper inquired, genuinely curious about what a human typically ate.
Luigi chuckled lightly before answering. "Well he likes a lotta things really, Pasta, fish, bread, cheese, fruits, vegetables...Anything really, Mario's not picky." Luigi responded with a small smile.
"Sounds like my brother Morton." Kooper chuckled, "he eats pretty much everything in sight." Kooper informed him.
"Does he cook at all?" Luigi inquired as he began mixing the eggs and flour with water into a bowl for the dough.
"Nah, he's too busy...Wait what does Morton do?" He mused, tapping his chin thoughtfully as he tried to remember what exactly Morton did day to day. "Ummm... He eats, Rough houses, watches junior." He smiled fondly, "Pop's asked him to watch Junior one time and now he watches him like a hawk." Kooper concluded with a smile.
Luigi listened attentively as Kooper spoke of his family, curious to learn more about his captors. "How many siblings do you have, Kooper?"
"Eleven."
Luigi's eyes widened in surprise and his jaw dropped in shock. "Ten? T-ten siblings?" Luigi stammered in disbelief. "Yep." Kooper answered simply as if he hadn't just informed Luigi that he had Eleven siblings.
"There's Ludwig, Morton, Roy, Iggy, Wendy, Lemmy, Larry , Jr. And the triplets Red, Green, and Blue. They're only hatchlings." He gushed happily. "Junior and I are pop's biological children, the rest are adopted."
Luigi was amazed. He couldn't imagine having eleven siblings. "How do you keep track of them all?" Luigi asked dumbfounded. "It's hard enough keeping track of just one sibling!" He added incredulously.
Kooper shrugged as he continued mixing the filling in front of him. "Honestly, I have no idea. Kammek and Kammy keep an eye on everyone, especially Junior." Kooper explained before turning his attention back to Luigi. "They teach and care for the koopalings while pops is working, basically." He elaborated with a smile. "They somehow are pops right and left hand, I have no idea how they do it. They're amazing." Kooper concluded as he finished stirring the filling in his pan.
Luigi smiled softly as he watched Kooper finish putting together his recipe. It was sweet how much he loved his family. It reminded Luigi of Mario...and how much he missed his brother. "Are they nice?" Luigi inquired softly, thinking back to the terrifying Koopa king and the predicament he found himself in.
"Nice? Pff my siblings are little shits, but they're fun." Kooper informed him with a mischievous grin. "Grandpa Kamek is a worry wart, Kammy is a cranky old lady, and Pop's? He's gotta temper, but he's actually pretty nice. Loves all of us to bits." Kooper elaborated, smiling. He looked down at the filling. "Are we gonna put this stuff in the pasta now? I'm starving!" Kooper whined dramatically before shooting a playful grin at Luigi.
"Si, let's put the filling in the pasta and cook them." Luigi chuckled, shaking his head at Kooper's antics. It was an odd experience to have a casual conversation with his kidnapper, but surprisingly...It was pleasant.
"Awesome!" Kooper cheered, clapping his hands together excitedly.
After they finished preparing their food, Kooper's mouth watered at the delicious smell wafting through the kitchen. "Is it done yet?" Kooper whined impatiently.
Luigi chuckled and nodded, "Si, it's done." He answered with a smile as he handed a bowl filled with steaming hot tortellini to Kooper.
"Yay! Thanks Luigi!" Kooper cheered happily, bouncing excitedly as he took the bowl from Luigi's outstretched hands.
Luigi smiled kindly at the young prince and gave him a warm nod before scooping some tortellini onto his own plate.
Kooper took a bite and the moment that it hit his taste buds he froze. "Holy crap Luigi! How did you even learn to cook this good!?" Kooper exclaimed as he continued eating his meal eagerly.
"Practice." Luigi answered simply with a smile as he watched Kooper devour his dinner. "And don't sell yourself short, you did an excellent job with the filling." Luigi praised honestly.
Kooper blushed, looking down at his bowl shyly before grinning widely and rubbing the back of his neck in embarrassment. "Thanks Greens."
Luigi smiled at the young koopa prince's bashfulness before taking a bite of his own meal. His eyes widened slightly at the taste, it was delicious. He supposed that being in a castle full of royals would give access to amazing ingredients.
After they finished eating their dinner and cleaning up, Kooper offered to show Luigi around the castle. Luigi had hesitated, but ultimately agreed and the two left the kitchen and began exploring the halls.
They walked for hours and talked about anything that came to mind including video games, food, and family. They avoided certain subjects such as the kingdom war, the reason why Luigi was kidnapped, and his current situation. But besides those few topics they were able to talk about just about anything. Luigi had to admit he enjoyed Kooper's company and by the end of the night he'd nearly forgotten about his circumstances. Nearly.
They walked around for what seemed like hours and they still barley scratched the surface. There was so many rooms and hallways that it was impossible to see them all in one day, maybe not even one week.
Eventually they decided to call it a night and Kooper led Luigi back to his room, Luigi noted the fact that Kooper hadn't re-bound his wrists when they'd left the kitchen, though he did seem a little distracted so it wasn't surprising that he may have forgot.
"So ummm..." Kooper trailed off awkwardly as he stood in the doorway to his room. "You can hang on the couch and get some shut eye while I wait for my inevitable doom." Kooper concluded with a tired sigh.
Luigi nodded and stepped past him and entered the room, making his way over to the couch before pausing and turning around to look at Kooper. "Umm...Grazie Kooper, for everything." Luigi murmured, smiling softly at him.
Kooper stared at him in confusion before realization dawned on him and he chuckled softly, shaking his head. "Don't mention it, Luigi..Now, of you excuse me, I'm gonna play some videogames before I get grounded for life." Kooper joked, plopping down in front of his little television set before turning it on and starting up one of his consoles.
Luigi watched him curiously, noting the consoles were similar to the ones that he was used to playing at home. Just...Koopafied. They looked like shells? Luigi shrugged and sat on the couch, trying not to think about his situation.
It was difficult though, he couldn't help but worry about Mario and what he was doing to find him. Luigi sighed deeply as he laid down on the couch and closed his eyes. He prayed that Mario was ok, that he wouldn't do something stupid, like rescue him.
"Goodnight Luigi." Kooper murmured softly as he started up a game on his console.
Luigi cracked open his eyes and shot Kooper a small smile. "Goodnight Kooper." Luigi mumbled sleepily before drifting off into unconsciousness.
Kooper smiled to himself and turned back to his game. He'd never forget today.
4. Grounded for Life
When Luigi woke up the next morning it was to the sound of a door slamming against a wall as Kooper entered the room. "Breakfast!" He exclaimed loudly, carrying a tray laden with plates of food in his hands.
Luigi groaned softly at the loud noise and buried his face in his pillow, his brain felt foggy and it was hard to wake up fully. "What time is it?" He mumbled drowsily as he rubbed the sleep out of his eyes.
Kooper paused mid stride and glanced at the clock on the wall, "Around 8 o'clock." He responded brightly as he continued over to the bedside table and set the tray of food down on it before turning to Luigi and motioning for him to eat.
Luigi slowly sat up and yawned, stretching his arms above his head and cracking his neck before scooting forward on the bed to get closer to the tray. "Grazie, Kooper." He murmured, flashing Kooper a grateful smile as he grabbed a fork and started eating his breakfast.
"No problem." Kooper chirped happily before flopping down on the mattress next to Luigi and grabbing the remote lying on the bedside table before flicking on the television and surfing through the channels. "Anything you wanna watch?" Kooper asked casually as he continued flipping through the channels on the television. "I thought I'd flip somethin on before my Dad comes back." He elaborated, glancing at Luigi out of the corner of his eye.
"Uhm, I don't know, it's up to you." Luigi replied quietly, shrugging awkwardly as he focused on eating his breakfast. He was grateful that Kooper was being kind to him, but at the same time...He was still a kidnapper. Luigi had no idea what to feel, he was scared, confused, and for some reason...He didn't think Kooper was as bad as he probably should be. 
Kooper nodded and continued flipping through the channels before pausing on what looked like a news channel. "Welp, hope you're cool with this." Kooper chuckled as he tossed the remote onto the bed and leaned back on his arms and started munching on his toast.
"This is a live broadcast from the castle of King Bowser Koopa himself." The newscaster began as footage of Bowser talking with several koopa troopa's could be seen playing out on the screen. "The king has returned after setting of a search for one of the crown princes....Prince Jr? No? Well, one of them."
Kooper's snout scrunched up in displeasure as he stared at the television in annoyance, "did they seriously not bother to learn my name?" Kooper grumbled irritably.
Luigi paused his eating and listened as the reporter spoke, "Anyways, the king's airship has been spotted at our borders at full speed, he's likely to arrive in under an hour. That is all for now."
Luigi froze and slowly set his fork down as dread washed over him, he swallowed thickly before turning to Kooper. "'An hour?'" Luigi repeated quietly. "As in...Today? Now?" He asked shakily, already knowing what the answer was.
Kooper sighed and nodded, "Yeah..." He confirmed softly. "We've got about an hour before my Dad and the rest of my family barrel through the door and I get grounded for life." He sighed, lying down on the mattress with a deep groan.
Luigi felt sick, he was going to meet Bowser and the rest of Kooper's family today...Was he going to die?
"Oi, you'll be fine, Luigi." Kooper reassured him gently, giving Luigi a sympathetic smile. "My Dad isn't gonna kill ya. The worst that can happen is he'll rush in, be pissed, rip me a new one, or he'll cry alot. Probably both." Kooper added with a shrug, "Honestly, it could go either way. But hey, it'll be fine cuz you're not your brother. So at least we have that." He explained calmly, causing Luigi to frown.
Right...He wasn't Mario, so he would be spared...Probably.
Luigi let out a heavy sigh and decided to focus on finishing his breakfast while Kooper started to pace around the room anxiously.
They continued watching the news as they waited for Bowser to return, Luigi couldn't help but stare at the screen as images of a massive airship flew toward the castle. The closer it got, the more nervous Luigi became.
Kooper was right, his dad was going to be pissed...There was no doubt about it.
About forty-five minutes later, Kooper had to tie Luigi up again before he took him to the air hanger to meet with the rest of his family.
Luigi's hands were bound behind his back once more as he followed Kooper out of his bedroom and into the hallway. "Sorry, Green...But I'd rather not get yelled at for letting you free." Kooper explained apologetically as they made their way towards the hanger.
Luigi sighed but nodded in understanding, "It's alright...I get it." He assured him. Luigi was still afraid that he might end up being executed, but at the very least Kooper had been kind of nice to him.
Kooper nodded gratefully at Luigi's acceptance and led him through the winding corridors until they finally reached the hanger. "Okay...Kay. Be cool Kooper, be cool." Kooper murmured anxiously to himself as he inhaled a shaky breath and willed his nerves to calm down. "We'll be fine, Kooper." He repeated to himself as he watched the ramp to the airship lower slowly and waited for his Dad to walk down it.
Luigi stayed close behind Kooper and tried to remain calm, though it was hard. Especially when he caught a glimpse of the terrifying Koopa king's silhouette stepping out of the airship. He walked down the ramp and toward Kooper with a scary expression on his face that caused Luigi to swallow thickly in fear.
Bowser stomped towards Kooper with an unreadable expression on his face, he didn't say anything, not at first, just continued walking over to him and stopping a foot away.
"Uhm...Heya pops..." Kooper greeted weakly, unable to hide the nervousness in his voice as he smiled shakily at his father.
Bowser stayed silent for a few seconds, staring Kooper down intensely before he scooped Kooper up, crushing him in a hug. Kooper wheezed in shock as Bowser held him tightly, but ultimately hugged his father back. Bowser squeezed his child, ignoring the squeaks coming from him. "Do you have any idea how worried I was-!? You could'a been hurt- OR WORSE- WHERE WERE YOU-!??" Bowser scolded, setting Kooper down.

"Well I was just-" Kooper began before being tackled by his siblings, and grandparents. Luigi got out of the way before Kooper fell flat on his shell. Bowser watched, his scolding long forgotten. Kooper yelped, his siblings clinging and hugging him.

"Idiot!! Don't just wonder off-!" Roy hissed, hugging him.

"YOU SCARED GRANDMA." Lemmy yelled, burying his face in the turtle's chest.

"MORTON WAS WORRIED! BIG WORRY!" Morton cried, hugging Kooper tightly.

"YOU'RE SUCH AN IDIOT- DON'T JUST VANISH-!!" Wendy screeched, her tears flowing freely.

"You scared us.." Larry mumbled, gripping Kooper's shell.

"You absolute buffoon! Did you even consider the consequences-!?" Ludwig lectured, crossing his arms.

Kamek looked over the prince, looking for any injury or bruise. Kammy sighed, rubbing her grandchild's shell.

Bowser chuckled, watching his family fuss and lecture his son. Kooper protested, attempting to wiggle free. He failed. Bowser's smirk widened. "Alright- Alright- enough-!! Get OFF-!! JEEZE- Pops help-!!" Kooper cried, his pleas ignored. Bowser laughed, his worry and panic melting away.

"KAMEK- Grandma- ANYONE-!!" Kooper pleaded, thrashing. "Air! Air is important!!! I- need- it!!" Kooper wheezed, his siblings holding on tighter.

Bowser wiped a tear, his chuckles ceasing. "Alright- Calm down. Let the boy breathe." Bowser ordered, walking up to his herd.

"He deserves the suffocation, honestly." Ludwig sniffed, backing away. Morton, however, was reluctant. Bowser sighed.

"Jeeze.." Kooper heaved, gasping. Bowser crouched, resting a hand on his son's shell. He let out a shaky sigh, "Don't you ever do that to me again." Bowser warned him, his voice rough and strained with emotion. "Ever." He growled before placing Kooper back on his feet and ruffling his hair affectionately. He looked Kooper over, made sure he wasn't bruised. "You alright, kid?" Bowser asked. Kooper nodded, his breathing evening. He looked at his dad, a dorky smile forming. Bowser rolled his eyes, a smile playing on his lips. "I'm fine pop's- Really.." Kooper assured, patting his father's hand.
"Good. Cus I'm grounding you." Bowser deadpanned, a stern look etched on his features. Kooper's joy died. "But dad! Before you do that-"
"Nope. Grounded. For life. No dessert." Bowser finalized, not allowing Kooper to plead his case.
"Oh cmon-!! Dad- at least lemme show ya why I left!!" Kooper whined. He glanced over his shoulder, gesturing to Luigi. Luigi was pressed against the wall, his anxiety spiking. All eyes landed on him, his blood chilling. Luigi's breath caught, his fight or flight kicking in. Kooper raced over, picking up the paralyzed plumber and placing him infront of Bowser.

Luigi stared at the koopa, his terror rooting him in place. Kooper gestured to the frightened human, a proud smile on his lips.

"Ta-Da!!" Kooper cheered. "Ya see, I went put to present you with your worst enemy!... but, I didn't really realize till later that this wasn't mario. It's his brother, but that's still a good prisoner! Right?" Kooper inquired, shifting. Luigi felt his heart stop. Bowser raised a brow, his glare directed at the terrified plumber. Luigi could hear his heartbeat, his palms slick with sweat.

"So, yeah." Kooper scratched his chin, glancing between his father and Luigi. "Whatcha think?" Kooper prompted, rocking on his heels.

Bowser remained silent, his harsh gaze piercing Luigi. Said human was hyperventilating, his lungs burning. Bowser scanned the plumber, circling him. Luigi stayed rooted, his limbs locked.

"Ya know what, kiddo?" Bowser finally spoke, his tail brushing Luigi. Luigi jumped, a small, terrified whimper escaping him. "I'm not mad." Bowser announced, stopping infront of Luigi. Kooper perked, a wide smile appearing.

"Really-?! Sweet- So, no grounding- right??" Kooper asked, his excitement radiating. Bowser shook his head.

"Oh you are definitely still grounded, little man." Bowser corrected, amusement laced in his voice. Kooper deflated, a groan slipping. Bowser snickered, turning his full attention to Luigi.

"But, you did bring me a valuable prisoner. Well done, son. " Bowser praised, a smirk stretching. Kooper flushed, his pride swelling. "Half of your life instead of your entire life." Bowser compromised, a chuckle escaping. Kooper whooped, punching the air. "Let's go!!!" He cheered, bouncing. Bowser chuckled, his attention landing back on the shaking human.

"Now, lets get the shackles on this loser." Bowser ordered, cracking his knuckles.

Immediately, Kooper was next to Luigi, leading him. Luigi's fear skyrocketed, his vision blurring. Shackles. 

Luigi was gonna faint. 

Kooper grabbed his wrist, guiding him. Luigi didn't resist, his hope shattering. The prince frowned slightly, tugging Luigi gently. "Hey dad, can I take him to the dungeons? I mean, I did capture him after all. It'd be kinda unfair if someone else- ya know-." Kooper reasoned, nudging his father.

Bowser paused, his smirk faltering. He didn't want Kooper out of his sight after the stunt he pulled. But, Kooper did have a point. The green one was his catch. Bowser bit his tongue, debating. Kooper waited patiently, his foot tapping.

"..fine." Bowser agreed, earning a cheer from Kooper. Bowser rolled his eyes, his parental instincts screaming. "Kamek, go with him." Bowser ordered, gesturing to the elder Magikoopa. Kooper's cheers seized, his annoyance obvious.

"What- cmon pops- I can handle it. I'll have guards and chains and the whole shebang-!" Kooper argued, his frustration leaking. Kamek flew over, a soft smile visible. "Your father is just worried, Kooper." Kamek soothed, his tone gentle.

"I can defend myself-!!" Kooper growled, his tail flicking. Bowser sighed, his patience thinning. "It's not about defense. It's about keeping tabs. I wanna make sure you don't wander again." Bowser huffed, his irritation showing. Kooper scoffed, his stance rigid. Bowser narrowed his eyes, a growl bubbling.

Luigi observed silently, his hope resurfacing. Kooper was trying to persuade his father. From the looks of it, the turtle was losing. Luigi prayed and wished and begged that Bowser would agree. That maybe- just maybe- Kooper could keep him safe. Away from chains.

"Dad- Please-." Kooper pleaded, his anger simmering. Bowser inhaled sharply, his stubbornness shining. "Fine. Okay- Fine. But." Bowser warned, his finger pointing at Kooper. "Be. Back. Here. Immediately. After. Got it?" Bowser commanded, his stare burning.

"Crystal." Kooper saluted, a grin replacing his scowl. Bowser sighed, his concern lessening. Kooper spun, his hold tightening. Luigi suppressed a cry, his wrist aching.

"Lets go, greenie." Kooper urged, heading towards the dungeons. Luigi obeyed, trailing after the turtle.

"Don't have too much fun." Kammy sang, waving goodbye. Kooper stuck his tongue, his steps hurried.

Kamek floated beside him, his hands clasped. Kooper was marching, his goal clear. Luigi kept his gaze glued to his shoes, his dread weighing heavily.

Soon, they reached the dungeons. Kooper opened the rustic, iron doors, the screeching deafening Luigi. Kooper paid it no mind, his focus was the cell infront of him. The prisons were damp, and dark. Torches were lit, the fire illuminating the area. Luigi's dread worsened, his skin crawling.

Koopas and Goombas, clad in armor, lingered around, their spears and weapons sharp. Luigi swallowed, his legs weak. Kooper strolled to the empty cell, not caring who saw.

"Yo. Guard." Kooper called, the closest guard snapping to attention. "Move. I've gotta prisoner. " Kooper demanded. Luigi's hopes shattered, his despair rising.

"Yes- Of course your highness." The guard obeyed, hastily unlocking the rusted, barred door. Kooper hummed, pushing Luigi forward.

The plumber panicked, his nerves frazzled. He couldn't move, his thoughts racing. Chains, shackles, cage, alone.

"Oi gramps. Think you can give me a minute? I kinda wanna brag a bit, yknow?" Kooper requested, nudging Luigi further. Kamek hesitated, his grandson's safety in the front. Kooper sensed his grandfather's distress and smiled warmly.

"I'll be okay gramps. Honest." Kooper assured, his tone sincere. Kamek exhaled, a sigh escaping him.

"..alright. Five minutes, Kooper." Kamek caved, floating to the hallway. "Thank ya." Kooper chirped, his grin wide. Kamek retreated, leaving the duo.

"Okay." Kooper breathed, his composure dropping. Luigi stood still, his unease growing. Kooper tapped him, grabbing the humans attention.

"Okay, listen up. I'm not puttin ya in chains or shackles like I promised. I'm not a liar, alright." Kooper revealed, his volume low.

Luigi froze, his fear dissolving. Kooper wasn't gonna chain him?? Luigi wanted to weep, his spirits soaring.

"But, ya gotta pretend, okay?? Ya gotta play along or my pops will ground me-." Kooper continued, his grip firm. Luigi nodded, relief consuming him.

"Cool. Good. Um, also." Kooper's confidence wavered, his nervousness surfacing. He coughed, his gaze averted.

"Um, thanks. For uh, bein a good sport, an stuff." Kooper thanked, his bashfulness peaking.

"Just- Yeah." Kooper finished lamely, his awkwardness obvious. Luigi blinked, a warmth settling. He managed a tiny smile, his gratitude glowing. Kooper blushed, his ears ringing.

"Alright. Lets uh- lets 'lock' ya in." Kooper cleared his throat, winking at Luigi. Said human was puzzled, the wink making no sense.

Kooper pushed the green plumber into the filthy, barren cell. Luigi stumbled, the ground rough and rocky. Kooper faked putting on and locking the shackles around Luigi's wrists.

"Aw man. Better luck next time, nerd." Kooper mocked, his acting outstanding. Luigi forced a frown, his understanding minimal. Kooper backed away, feigning a victorious stance.

"Guard, seal the door." Kooper ordered, his facade perfect. The armored koopa nodded, swiftly closing and relocking the creaky, rusted bars.

"Very well your highness. Your orders?" The guard questioned, bowing. Kooper hummed, a mischievous smirk stretched.

"Send word ta pops. Tell him I put him here and secured the locks, blah-blah-blah." Kooper instructed.

"Of course. Is that all, your highness?" The guard confirmed, their helmet gleaming. Kooper waved him off, a smug aura surrounding the turtle.

"Yeah yeah. Dismissed, and junk." Kooper dismissed, shooing the koopa.

The soldier bowed once more, retreating. Kooper waited till the footsteps were gone before bursting.

"WOOOOOOOH- EASY. Easyyy- HaHA-!!" Kooper hollered, his victory short lived.

"Shhhh- Not so loud-!" Luigi panicked, his distress spiking. Kooper covered his mouth, his excitement dying.

"Sorry." He apologized, his embarrassment shining.

"It's- It's fine.." Luigi assured, his posture tense. Kooper snorted, his energy restored.

"Ha- Man, I was amazin. My performance was- AWESOME." Kooper boasted, his praise endless. Luigi shrank, his dread returning.

"Anywho- I should probably scram before pops loses his cool. See ya, Greenie." Kooper bid farewell, his departure swift.

"Uh- Bye-." Luigi bid, his confusion prominent. Kooper didn't respond, his exit fading.

Silence.

Luigi sat down, his bones heavy.

Chains, shackles, cage, alone.

Those four words echoed, his paranoia surging.

Chains, shackles, cage.

"Deep breathes, deep breathes.." Luigi muttered, his nerves calming.

"I'm- Okay." Luigi reminded himself, his doubt surfacing.

"This- Will be fine." Luigi reassured, his trembling hands covering his face.

"..fine."

Chains, shackles, cage.

"Chains, shackles, cage."

Chains, shackles, ALONE-
***
Kooper walked through the Halls to meet his father, a skip in his step. His goal was accomplished, and he couldn't be prouder. Luigi was safe and unharmed, and his dad noticed him! It was great.
Kooper practically bounced, his glee blinding him. There was one thing though...He knew that his dad and Kamek are going to want to 'talk about things.' Like 'Why he ran away.' Kooper bit his lip, his pace slowing.
He didn't want to face the music; he wanted to do the exact opposite... But, Kooper knew he had to. He did run away by himself with no backup or bodyguards...And had his dad searching for him...In a airship...Kooper sighed, his guilt surfacing. He'd have to apologize to his dad, and deal with the consequences...
He found himself outside the throne room, his internal debate cut short. Kooper inhaled deeply, preparing himself for the conversation. He braced himself, the doors opening with a ear piercing creak. "Pops?" Kooper called, entering the dimly lit room. 
The king was in his throne, a concerned look in his eyes. Kooper stared back at him, his stance stiff. Bowser heaved a sigh, exhaustion etched into his features. "Why did you do it son?" He asked softly, his tone calm yet firm. "Why did you run away?" Bowser finished, his voice echoing through the vast room. 
"I-" Kooper began to say something, only to cut himself off. Bowser's gaze was unwavering, and the Prince struggled to maintain eye contact with him. "Look I...Wanted to...I-I just wanted to prove myself to ya, okay? To show ya that I can do something for the kingdom..." Kooper managed to say, his confidence dwindling as he spoke.
Bowser simply shook his head and let out another sigh. "Running off isn't the answer Kooper." He stated, his tail flicking. "But I did manage to bring ya the green loser." Kooper retorted, hoping that this would impress his father. Bowser smirked, his amusement flaring. "True, but that's not the point." Bowser shot back, his composure lessening.
"Then what is the point?! Because right now it feels like everything I do doesn't matter!" Kooper snapped, his patience cracking. Bowser recoiled slightly, taken aback by the sudden outburst.
"Do you even care about what I think? What I feel?" The prince asked accusingly, his emotions running rampant. "I'm literally your oldest son and the news couldn't even get my name right! Th-they called me Junior....Junior! Or 'One of the princes.'...None of the reporters even said my name..Not even once.."
Bowser remained silent throughout Kooper's rant, his guilt simmering. "My own people don't know my name...And I'm the crown prince!" Kooper choked out, his anger fading to sadness. "Can't say that I blame them...Everyone has their thing. Iggy is smart, Ludwig has music, Morton's strong, etcetera etcetera. What's my thing? Absolutely nothing. I play party games for Pete's sake." Kooper confessed, a tear rolling down his cheek.
"All I want is for ya to be proud of me. But it's so damn hard when you're busy with your own stuff...I mean- Hell, I've been comin to ya since I was a little hatchling and all I ever get is 'not now Kooper' or 'go play with your brothers and sister.'...I-I dunno man..." Kooper trailed off, wiping his face. "And I don't mean to be jealous of Junior, I really don't...It's just-." He growled in frustration then, smoke rising from his nostrils. "It's not fair! Why does everyone recognize my younger brother and not me?! I'm the oldest one, not him." Kooper admitted quietly, his eyes glowing red.
"Son." Bowser interrupted softly, his expression soft. Kooper didn't meet his gaze, his frustration washing away to shame. "I-I'm sorry for yelling..." He said, choking up now. Crap...He was crying. Great. "I-I'll just go...Um- Be grounded and stuff." Kooper sniffled, turning to leave the throne room.
Before he could even reach the door however, he was suddenly engulfed in a hug. The King had gotten up from his throne and crossed the room to embrace his eldest child. "I'm sorry Kooper." He said, hugging the shell-shocked turtle tighter. "I-What? You're sorry?" Kooper asked dumbfounded, unsure of what was happening. "What for?"
Bowser sighed, placing a claw on Kooper's cheek and wiping away the tears. "For not giving you enough attention. I...I just thought that you didn't need as much attention as your siblings ya know? You're such a well rounded, no problems kind of kid. I never had to worry about you getting into trouble or anything like that." Bowser explained, rubbing his son's back. "But I was wrong and I should've realized that earlier...Instead I just kept brushing you off and making you feel left out."
Kooper remained silent for a moment before speaking again. "Sooo....Am I grounded or...?" Bowser laughed a bit at that and nodded his head. "Still very grounded. No TV for a month." Kooper groaned at that, but he couldn't help but smile a little bit too.
"Ah come on Pops!" He whined jokingly, a chuckle escaping him. Bowser grinned and pulled Kooper into another hug, this one gentler than the first. "You know I love ya, right? And I'm proud of ya." Kooper was crying again at that, but these were happy tears.
"Yeah...Yeah I know." He said with a soft smile as he buried his face in Bowser's shoulder.
"Good." Bowser whispered, kooper's tears staining his scales. He didn't mind though.
This is what a father was supposed to do after all. "All things considered, and I'm not encouraging this, you got a good prisoner. I think I can use him to get his stupid brother in our grasp." Bowser changed the topic, his spirits rising.
Kooper pulled away, wiping his face. "Yep. He's a pretty nice guy." Bowser's brow raised, his curiosity flaring.
"Hoho? Care to elaborate?"
"Well," Kooper inhaled deeply, a grin stretched. "He's nothin like Mario. Like sheesh, the dude is terrified of his own shadow. But he cooks well-" he stopped, realizing he's divulging too much information.
"He cooked for ya?" Bowser asked, a raising a brow.
"Um..No?"
"Kooper."
"Ok, yes! I uhm...Took him to the kitchen with me when we got here, the other day. I was hungry, he was hungry, we had a long day going through the badlands. No biggie." Kooper revealed, his hands up in defense.
Bowser snickered, a smirk stretched. "How did ya know he wasn't gonna poison ya?"
"Cause I helped him make it." Kooper answered honestly, his sass evident.
"No you did not."
"I did!"
"Kooper you've never cooked a day in your life.."
"Well..he kinda showed me."
"So you co-cooked together? With the plumber?"
"Well..Yes? Look man, if you don't believe me just ask him! I'm pretty sure Green is incapable of lyin." Kooper reasoned, a small smirk creeping. "Seriously, dudes a sap. Awee shucks, and all that."
"I see..." Bowser hummed, an idea sparking. Kooper bit his lip, his smirk vanishing. "Hey uh- Why are you looking like that..?"
"Well, since you two seem buddy-buddy..." Bowser's gaze intensified, his aura overwhelming.
"You can get valuable information about Mario! Think about it! Information no one else can get!" Bowser shouted, his excitement overflowing. "Then I can finally take princess peach, have her marry me, and rule over the Mushroom Kingdom!" 
Kooper smiled brightly, the idea of his dad finally beating Mario sinking in.
"Now THAT'S my pops!" Kooper hollered, his energy rising. He thought of the most awesome wedding his dad could throw, the many cakes and food and decorations.
"We can have cake pops, a bouncy house, confetti cannons! Man, we gotta go all out! Make it the party of the century!" Kooper's imagination ran wild, his dreams so close yet so far. "It's gonna rock!!"
"Right?!" Bowser agreed, his grin wide. He imagined Peach and him at the altar, exchanging vows, the party afterwards. Finally, finally he could have her.. "With you on board son, my plan can finally succeed!"
"Want me to see if I can get some info right now??" Kooper offered, eager to help.
"Don't rush into things now..." Bowser reminded, a brow raised.
"Too late-!" Kooper confirmed, bolting away.
"Kooper!" Bowser yelled, his son ignoring him.
"..byeee!" Kooper bid farewell, dashing past the throne room doors. Bowser rolled his eyes, a huff escaping him. "Man, teenagers." He muttered, shaking his head.
***
Luigi sat in his cell, his mental state dropping.
The walls were gray and splattered with mold and grime. The cell was humid and stuffy, the heat nearly unbearable. There was a bucket in the corner for..'Personal matters', and it made him nauseous.
Luigi was going insane.
The silence was deafening, his solitude driving him mad. He'd tried to escape. Oh lord he'd tried...But the door wouldn't budge. Luigi had even tried to call for help. There was no response, only more silence...He was completely alone in the world's worst basement.
"Oh no...No no no..I can't- I can't handle this!" Luigi whispered to himself, tears rolling down his face. The loneliness was becoming too much for him to bear. Luigi felt so isolated...So alone..So trapped.
"Green!"
Luigi whipped his head around to see Kooper standing there, a smug expression on his face.
"Ahh- Uh..Hi Kooper." Luigi greeted nervously, wiping away his tears. Kooper noticed this but decided not to comment.
"Sup Green! How's the cell treatin ya? Got a comfy bed and stuff?" Kooper questioned, leaning against the bars.
"O-Oh uh...It's alright I guess."
"Well that's too bad...Cuz you're getting a new room! Awesome, right?" Kooper cheered, his attitude brightening the mood. "Wh-Why is that??" Luigi asked confused, his unease lessening.
"Easy! I'm the oldest Prince, I've got connections, and I wanna hang out with ya!" Kooper explained, a proud grin on his face. Luigi's nerves skyrocketed, his panic returning. "I uhm...It's not that I don't appreciate what your doing for me...But I'm sure that your father wouldn't appreciate it..." Luigi trailed off, his discomfort blatant.
Kooper shrugged then, an eyebrow raised. "Dude I'm already grounded for life anyways... What's he gonna do to me? Ground me even in the afterlife." Kooper joked, chuckling to himself. Luigi didn't laugh, his dread surging.
"Anyways...To your new room!" Kooper opened the cell door with ease, a wicked grin stretched.
Luigi couldn't move, his legs frozen in place. Kooper noticed this and snorted.
"Luigi?" Kooper called, his voice softer than before. Luigi met Kooper's gaze, a unfamiliar feeling washing over him. He wanted out of that cell more than anything in the world..He needed to get out. But did he want to enrage Bowser? His father would surely be upset...The guy was a tyrant for Pete's sake! Luigi hesitated, his anxiety blossoming.
"Ya ok man?" Kooper asked, his tone filled with concern. Luigi stiffly nodded, his hands trembling. "J-Just...Nervous is all."
"Aw c'mon Green! This is gonna be fun!" Kooper reassured, offering a hand to Luigi. Luigi stared at the turtle for a moment before reaching out to grasp Kooper's hand.
Kooper led Luigi out of the dungeons with a skip in his step. Luigi stumbled along, his hands still trembling. They walked in silence for a few moments, the air filled with tension.
"So- How's the castle treatin ya so far?" Kooper inquired, a smirk on his face. "The food probably sucks compared to your cooking."
Luigi cracked a smile then, his apprehension decreasing. "Yeah..Your right about that." He replied softly, his mind easing.
"Well, don't you worry about that. I already had the cheffs make ya some grub.." Kooper admitted, a chuckle escaping him.
"Y-You didn't have to do that Kooper..." Luigi mumbled, a small smile on his face.
"Eh, I kinda did. Dungeon food is crap, and after the magnificence that is your tortellini? I couldbt let ya eat that slop for another second.." Kooper admitted, a smug grin stretched.
"Haha, I don't think it was that good.."
"Liar!" Kooper accused playfully, sticking his tongue out. Luigi let out a soft laugh at that, his doubts vanishing. "You're too modest Green!" Kooper teased, leading Luigi up the stairs to the main floor. "Ok- Ok. I'm not a bad cook." Luigi relented with a chuckle, following Kooper up the winding staircase.
"Damn right."
"Language..."
"Sorry-Gramma."
Luigi snorted, his smile widening. "Seriously?"
"Hey man, ya sound like my granny when you say that." Kooper teased, his smirk stretching. "Ah c'mon- Your grandmother must've been sweet." Luigi argued, a light blush on his cheeks. Kooper snickered at that, his amusement flaring.
"Heck no! That hag is grumpy!" Kooper shot back, his tone filled with mirth. Luigi tutted, "Now you call your own grandmother a hag? Now that's just mean." He scolded jokingly, a stern expression on his face.
Kooper rolled his eyes playfully, "Hag is a term of endearment between me and her. Ya wouldn't understand it." Kooper reasoned, "Now are you gonna keep lecturin me or are you gonna come eat?"
"Okie-Dokey."
They ascended the rest of the staircase in silence. After climbing many flights of stairs and several twists and turns later, they finally arrived at their destination. "And we're here!" Kooper announced, gesturing to a wooden door at the end of the hallway. "That is were us koopalings hang out." Kooper explained with a smile, walking down the corridor.
"Before you freak out, The only ones who should be there are probably the triplets everyone else is doing school. It's just a nice hangoutspot in general." Kooper reasoned as they reached the door, knocking three times on the dark wood.
The door swung open almost immediately to reveal Lemmy standing in the doorway with a huge grin on his face.
"FINALLY! You took forever bro!"
Kooper rolled his eyes again, letting out an exasperated sigh.
"Lemmy, what are you doing here? Shouldn't you be in class or somethin?"
"I didn't feel like goin today, so I skipped! And I'm not the only one~" Lemmy hummed, winking at his older brother. Kooper glanced behind his brother to see the rest of his eleven siblings gathered about, looking toward him curiously.
"Why are you with the prisoner? I thought you were grounded?" Larry questioned, an eyebrow raised. Kooper cleared his throat then, a smug grin stretched.
"I am grounded, but pops basically said that I'm in charge of Green."
"Ha! That's lame." Roy quipped, sitting on the couch next to Wendy. "You got babysittin duty."
"Listen-" Kooper began, an unamused expression on his face. "Shut up. I'm the oldest so I'm in charge and that's final." Kooper confirmed, sniffing the air.
"Morton did you eat the food I had delivered here???!"
Morton nodded, "MORTON SEE FOOD SO MORTON EAT!"
"That was for Green! Not you!"
Morton blinked, glancing at Luigi with wide eyes. "GREEN BROTHER NEEDS FOOD?"
"Morton, everyone needs food. He's not some sort of super being." Kooper deadpanned, walking inside with Luigi in tow. Luigi shook and looked at each of the koopalings nervously.
"Hello..Uh..Kids."
The children went quiet before Iggiy, the second tallest of the bunch, walked up and started to poke Luigi. "Haha! He's squishy!"
Luigi gulped, unsure of what to do.
Kooper sighed at that, lightly pushing Iggy away from the terrified plumber. "That's iggy, he does that. Don't mind him."
"Hey- I have the right to observe him! He's a rare specimen! Haha!" Iggy reasoned, walking around Luigi and poking him occasionally.
"He's a normal human! From a place called italy!"
"What kingdom is that in?" Larry asked, his curiosity flaring.
"U-Uh..Not here?" Luigi answered nervously, rubbing the back of his head. "Is that kingdom ruled by a king?" Lemmy questioned, "Or like- A queen or somethin?"
"Uhm, no...We have a prime minister."
"Neat.." Lemmy and Larry mumbled in unison. "Oi, lay off him for a sec, will ya? Poor guy is shaking like a leaf!" Kooper warned, opening the mini fridge to see if any of the food was left.
"MORTON HIDE FOOD IN DRAWER!" Morton hollered, pointing to the drawer.
Kooper reached in and pulled out a box, pleased to see it was still warm. "Sweet! Morton, thanks for savin some for Green."
"MORTON NOT KNOW WAS FOR GREEN HUMAN?"
Kooper rolled his eyes, "If you guys are gonna be all chatty in here then at least introduce yourselves." Kooper handed Luigi the box of drumsticks and salad, who graciously accepted it. "Line up!"
The children groaned, "only daddykins tells us to line up!" Wendy complained, stomping her feet. Kooper rolled his eyes once more, his patience draining. "I'm in charge right now- Line up!"
The children begrudgingly lined up by age, all of them, except for junior who wasn't there for some reason...Kooper made a mental note of that.
"Oldest to youngest, go!"
Ludwig began by clearing his throat and bowing dramatically, "Greetings and salutations, I am Ludwig Von Koopa, the second eldest son of our glorious father Bowser and the composer extraordinaire."
Morton clapped for his older brother, his energy high.
"You're weird." Roy commented, earning a sharp glare from Ludwig.
"It's called manners you dolt!"
"Boring!" Lemmy teased with a mischievous grin.
"Will you be quiet!"
"Ok! Ok- Enough!" Kooper yelled over the bickering of his siblings. "Continue, Morton."
"ME MORTON! ME BIG SON!" Morton shouted with a grin, punching his chest. "ME COULD BEND IRON WITH ARMS!" Morton added proudly, flexing his nonexistent muscles. "Haha! But really, Morton here loves wrestlin." Kooper explained, a soft smile on his face.
"Next" Kooper demanded, pointing to Roy, who rolled his eyes behind his shades. He crossed his arms over his chest and huffed. "Roy Koopa." He said cooly. "I'm the best one here." Roy boasted with a smirk. Kooper snorted, "You? The best one? Ha!" Kooper teased with a toothy grin. "Ya wish- punk!"
"Punk!?! Listen here you-!" Roy started, glaring daggers at his older brother. "Next!" Kooper yelled over Roy.
Iggy started to cackle madly, the noise startling Luigi.
"Hehe- I'm Iggy! I, Haha!! I'm an inventor!" Iggy introduced excitedly, bouncing in place. "I've created several contraptions of my own design!"
"Like the time you launched Lemmy into a tree with that machine ya made?" Larry asked sarcastically, a smirk on his face.
"Why yes! Haha- How did you know!" Iggy asked sincerely, his crazy grin stretching.
"Iggy's a oddball, but is the brains of this operation- He knows everything." Kooper confirmed, patting his brother on the shoulder. "Next- You."
Wendy smiled and straightened her giant Bow and jewelry before striking a pose. "Hiiii, I'm Wendy O' koopa~" She said in a sing song voice, her sass palpable. "I'm daddy's little princess~ and I make sure these idiots look presentable. Because- Let's face it. If I weren't here you all would look like him!" Wendy finished, gesturing towards kooper who simply raised an eyebrow.
"Rude."
"I call em like I see em~" Wendy countered with a shrug. Kooper rolled his eyes once more, "She's a brat more than a princess." Kooper whispered to Luigi, making the plumber snort.
"So anyways..Lemmy?"
Lemmy grinned and did a cartwheel then a flip, landing perfectly on his feet. "HIYA! I'm Lemmy koopa!" Lemmy announced, a smirk on his face. He jumped from foot to foot, his energy apparent. "I'm an acrobat!" Lemmy continued, "I also like to play tricks on people, and pull pranks!" He added mischievously.
"In other words he's a stinkin' nuisance." Roy chimed in with a glare. "Don't get on his bad side- He'll screw ya up." Kooper warned, "Next, Larry."
Larry straightened himself out and cleared his throat, "I am Larry Koopa, son of our wonderful king dad Bowser, and I like to play!" Larry stated with a grin, his energy increasing. "I like sports and video games, and would rather do that then listen to one of Ludwig's boring speeches."
Ludwig's eyes widened, his irritation spiking. "Excuse me?! My speeches are masterpieces!"
"They really aren't." Roy interjected, leaning against the wall.
"ENOUGH!" Ludwig roared, his anger bubbling over. "Can we PLEASE finish this ridiculous introduction?"
"Fine, Fine. Junior isn't here, you'll probably meet him later, so I guess Junior's turn is skipped." Kooper mused, shrugging nonchalantly.
"And finally- The babies of the bunch- Red, Green, and blue! Say hi you three." Kooper said gently, waving to the youngest.
They giggled and waved back. "Hi hi!" Green babbled, waddling over to Luigi. Luigi had finished his food by now, and was distractedly looking at the line of children, mainly morton and roy who frightened him. He felt a tug on his overalls and looked down to see the small green baby smiling up at him. Luigi's face softened and he kneeled down to Green's height.
"Hiya..Your the same color as me!" Luigi pointed out with a smile. "It's nice to meet you." Luigi gently said, trying to suppress his nervousness.
The other two toddlers waddled over and poked Luigi as well. "I Red." Red said, giggling at Luigi. Blue simply waved shyly, hiding behind green.
"Aw c'mon Blue! He won't bite ya!" Kooper reassured with a grin. "He's just a gentle soul is all."
Luigi nodded with a smile, "I promise I don't bite." He promised with a wink, making the babies giggle. Green and Red talked in their toddler babble and pointed at Luigi excitedly. "Adadadada!" Red chirped, raising his arms up to Luigi.
"Oh- Uhm, Kooper? What does ada mean?"
"It means up or lift 'em up." Kooper explained with a smirk.
Luigi wasn't sure he could even carry the toddlers who looked heavy, and he wondered if that was even allowed! Luigi coulnt forget that these little guys were princes and princesses...
"It's alright Luigi, they wont bite ya." Kooper chuckled, placing a hand on Luigi's shoulder. Luigi took a deep breath and nodded before gently picking up the little red koopaling and holding him in his arms. Luigi was right, they were heavy. Not abnormally so, but carrying Red proved difficult.
Red seemed content with that, and placed his head on Luigi's chest, closing his eyes. "Oh..uh..Your tired huh? Okie-Dokey.." Luigi mumbled, flustered. Green and Blue both whined then and raised their arms up to Luigi. Luigi sighed and placed Red on the couch and walked over to Green and Blue to pick them up too.
"And you guys are just as heavy.." Luigi noted, wheezing a little. Roy laughed at that and gestured towards Luigi. "Hah! He's a weakling!"
"Roy shut your mouth.." Kooper warned with a growl. Luigi looked defeated as he sat down on the couch, the babies surrounding him and pulling at his face. "H-Hey.." Luigi complained weakly as Green tugged on his nose, Blue poking at his cheek and Red pulling on his mustache.
Luigi honestly didn't know what to do.
"Tch, They're a handful." Kooper observed with a smile, his arms crossed. "Oi, you three, off." Kooper commanded gently, reaching down and plucking Red from the pile. When the three toddlers were removed, Iggy, Larry and lemmy replaced them. They poked and prodded at Luigi's hair and face, poking and pinching him.
"He's so squishy!" Lemmy pointed out with a grin. "Haha! His skin feels weird!" Iggy laughed manically, poking Luigi's stomach. Larry poked Luigi's mustache curiously. "This looks weird! Are you part animal?" Larry asked seriously.
"N-No.."
"Hair on the face? Hm..At least it's styled well.." Wendy judged, appearing behind Luigi and running her hand through Luigi's hair. "Hmph..You could use some styling of your own! Your bangs are a mess!" Wendy scolded, making a tsk tsk sound.
"Guys give him some space." Kooper instructed with a chuckle. "LET MORTON JOIN!" Morton shouted happily, bouncing over to the couch. "HUMAN HAS NO SHELL!!" Morton observed excitedly, "THIS IS BIG DISCOVERY!"
"U-Uhm.."
Luigi was getting overwhelmed by all the poking and prodding of the children, but it was evident that they were curious about him. "Morton- Lay off Green a sec." Kooper instructed once more, "And Wendy- Get your hands outta his hair."
"But- It's so dry! He needs some moisturizer! Goodness!" Wendy replied with a huff, but eventually did what she was told.
"Jeez- So bossy." Wendy complained under her breath, rolling her eyes.
"Morton? Please?"
Morton grumbled and backed away from Luigi, the plumber sighing in relief. "Thank you Kooper..." Luigi muttered, his discomfort evident.
"Psh, it's alright.."
Lemmy was the last one to let go, his curiosity obviously peaked. "You are weird!" Lemmy confirmed with a toothy grin.
Kooper rolled his eyes yet again and moved Lemmy away from Luigi and towards the armchair, sitting the hyper koopaling down. "My brothers can be a bit..much, but don't worry- They'll grow on ya." Kooper reassured, looking to the line of koopalings. 
"Did you lose your shell?" Larry asked Luigi, "What's it like not havin one?"
Luigi blinked and cleared his throat before responding. "W-Well..I never had one. So..It's normal for me."
Larry nodded at that, his mind working. "Huh..Interesting." Larry's tone was scientific and analytical, much like ludwig's. "Hey uh, green! Would you mind if I ask ya some questions later?" Larry asked with a grin.
"S-Sure?"
"Haha! Sick!" Larry exclaimed, hopping in place. "So much information!" Ludwig scoffed at that, his eye twitching. "Who says you get to interrogate him first?"
"Oh right- Sorry." Larry apologized with a nervous chuckle. "It was just a request."
"If we are going to interrogate him then I should be the one to ask him questions." Ludwig reasoned with a huff.
"We're not interrogating him." Kooper deadpanned, rubbing the bridge of his nose.
"Whatever you say Mr. Leader." Wendy mocked with a laugh, earning an irritated grunt from koopa. "Why you little-"
"Mr. Kooper!" Came a shrill voice, interrupting the bickering koopalings. Kooper groaned loudly and turned around to see Kammy Koopa walking over to him, her cane tapping against the floor. "How are you doing with the prisoner?" She questioned, a suspicious look in her eye.
"We're uhhhh....Interrogating him." Kooper lied smoothly, shrugging nonchalantly. Luigi shot him a panicked look at that, his face going pale. Kammy looked to him and then back to Kooper, a smirk on her face.
"Really now? And what has the prisoner said?"
"That humans don't have shells!" Morton interjected loudly, the younger children giggling in response. Kammy raised an eyebrow at that. "What??"
"Me found out!" Morton explained with a grin.
Kammy shook her head with a sigh, "And here I was expecting the prisoner to say something interesting.." She mumbled, crossing her arms. She then narrowed her eyes at Luigi. "This prisoner doesn't seem like anything special.." Kammy noted with a hum, "Hardly a threat."
Luigi didn't like how Kammy was looking at him, he didn't like it one bit. He was the only human in the room, and that was worrying..."Grammy cam you not?? We're fine!" Kooper whined, glaring at Kammy.
"Just keep an eye on him." Kammy warned before leaving. "I'm serious, don't get too comfortable." She added before disappearing out the door.
"Bluhh, that's Grams for ya." Kooper complained, rolling his eyes. He then turned to his siblings with a smile, "C'mon- Lets do somethin' fun!"
The koopalings all cheered in unison, their excitement growing. "But before we do, Where's Junior?" Kooper asked with a confused expression. 
"Uhm..I think that he's outside." Lemmy recalled, "Yeah! Messin with the guards!" Larry added with a grin.
Kooper smirked then, an idea popping into his head.
"Perfect."
***
Junior sat atop a wall that separated the courtyard from the rest of the castle, he was throwing pebbles at the unsuspecting Koopa troopers that were guarding the perimeter.
"Heh- Take that!" Junior mumbled under his breath, giggling mischievously. The Troopa didn't notice as another rock bounced off of his shell.
Suddenly Junior felt someone tap his shoulder, making him turn around. His eyes widened when he saw Kooper looking back at him, a smirk on his face. "Boo."
"Whoa-!!" Junior exclaimed, falling off of the wall and into the bushes below. Kooper laughed and hopped off of the wall after Junior, landing gracefully on his feet. "HA! Scaredy-cat!"
Junior crawled out of the bushes and rubbed his head with a groan. "Augh..Dang it Kooper!" He hissed, standing up and dusting off his shell. "What do you want?"
"C'mon now junior, I just thought you'd want to join in on some...Shenanigans.." Kooper replied cryptically, a knowing smile on his face.
"Shenanigans?!" Junior said excitedly, his eyes lighting up. "Where?"
Kooper snickered and lifted his baby brother up. "Pops put me in front of the other Mario brother, so we were gonna mess with him a little. Maybe play maze chasers, maybe an obstacle course.."
Junior tilted his head curiously, "Are you talking about the green one?" He asked, "The one that was in the dungeon?" Kooper nodded at that with a grin, "Yup! Luigi is his name!" Kooper answered, "So c'mon- Lets go and have some fun!"
Junior returned the grin with one of his own, "Okay!"
The two koopalings entered the castle once more, and made their way to the play room where Luigi was currently being bothered by a group of very curious koopalings.
"-and how do you shed your scales? Do you like- Bathe in oil or something?" Lemmy questioned curiously, tilting his head.
Luigi awkwardly shook his head no, his nerves spiking.
"We're back!" Kooper announced, a grin on his face. Junior waved excitedly to everyone, his tail wagging. "So that's what the green one looks like!" Junior shouted, hopping off of his older brothers shoulder and running up to Luigi.
Luigi blinked as Junior analyzed him, his eyes scanning every inch of the human. "You look funny." Junior observed, poking Luigi's cheek. "What is this?" Junior asked, tugging at Luigi's mustache. "Can you feel that?"
"I- Well yes- Ouch." Luigi responded with a nervous chuckle. "Please don't d-do that..."
"This is junior." Kooper introduced, nudging the small koopas' back. "Junior say hello."
"Hello green weirdo." Junior greeted happily, earning a look from Luigi and Kooper. "What? That's what he is!" Junior defended, crossing his arms.
Kooper sighed and shook his head in disappointment, "You can just call him Luigi.." Kooper instructed, "Anyways! Before Kammy ruined the fun I was gonna say- How about we play Maze chasers?"
"Ooooo~ Mazers!" Iggy shouted, jumping up and down excitedly. "Yes yes yes!" Lemmy agreed.
"Alright, I'll be a team leader and...Ludwig- You can be the other leader." Kooper instructed, a confident smirk on his face.
"Hm..Very well then.." Ludwig mused, a challenging smile on his face. "I'd be delighted to crush you in this silly game."
"Lets have at it then."
Kooper looked to the little green-clad plumber. "These are the rules, Green's." He began, clearing his throat. "Maze chasers is a game of skill and strength! One team chases the other through the course, trying to catch them! The others have to try to escape the Maze and not get caught."
Luigi blinked, he's played something like that before! He was usually the one chased... "I-I'm not sure..I'll mess it up.." Luigi mumbled with a frown.
"Nonsense!" Kooper reassured with a grin, "You'll be on my team!"
Ludwig raised a brow, "We haven't decided who gets to pick first, Kooper." He pointed out.
Kooper only shrugged, "Well..It was worth a shot."
After some more arguing between the teams, it was settled that Ludwig would get to pick first. Ludwig examined his siblings thoughtfully. If he was the running team, he needed lean, quick players. He needed finesse. "I choose Lemmy first." Ludwig announced proudly.
Lemmy whooped excitedly and ran over to Ludwig's side, sticking his tongue out at his brother. "Take that Kooper! Haha!"
Kooper shrugged, "It's okay- I got the better end of the deal." He replied smugly, gesturing to his team. "I have Morton!"
Morton punched the air and charged to Kooper's side with a growl, "MORTON DO GOOD FOR TEAM!" He declared proudly.
Ludwig made a tsk tsk noise and rolled his eyes at his older brother, "You're probably just going to tank any attempts to capture us."
"Tank? TANK MORTON!"
Ludwig flinched as his younger brother shouted loudly in his ear.
Kooper patted Morton on the back and chuckled, "It's alright big guy, I need a good defense." Kooper then smirked, "Also, I get the brains too. I choose Iggy."
Iggy giggled and made his way over to Kooper's side, his usual crazed expression on his face. "Haha! You'll never see me coming!" Iggy warned, his grin never faltering.
Ludwig didn't seem phased by that however, and gave a short huff before surveying the remaining children...And plumber. He needed a weaker member to use as bait for his more capable teammates to use as distraction. "I want the prisoner." Ludwig announced calmly.
"Say what?" Kooper asked, his brows furrowing. Luigi and the other koopalings tensed at that. "Uh..That's not really fair..-" Kooper pointed out with a nervous chuckle, "He's small and doesn't know how to play."
"Sounds perfect!" Ludwig replied with a smirk, "It'll be an easy victory."
"C'mon Ludwig, just give him to me and I'll throw Larry in." Kooper offered, shrugging his shoulders. Ludwig crossed his arms stubbornly. "No."
Luigi looked like he was about to speak up, but decided against it. Kooper sighed heavily and rubbed the bridge of his snout with his claw. "Fine...Green you're with him."
Ludwig smiled at that, but it was clear to him that the prisoner was far from happy about this predicament. The two team leads finished up with their teams. Kooper had: Morton, Iggy, Larry, and junior. Ludwig had: Lemmy, Roy, Wendy, and Luigi. Once everything was organized, the group went to the hedgemaze. It was a huge area with hundreds of turns and hidden areas. Luigi had only seen it once before when he was rushing through the castle grounds on his way to fight bowser...It was almost twice his size.
The Koopalings were hyped and ready to play, but Luigi was not. Luigi was beyond nervous...How could he possibly play this game without being caught by the other team? And if he got caught would they hurt him? Luigi hoped not...He didn't even know why he had to play, he wasn't even part of the family. But at least he didn't have to chase them..
Kooper and Ludwig lined up their teams at the start of the hedge maze, "Alright guys- I'll start the countdown." Kooper informed, "3...2..." Luigi gulped and prepared himself mentally for the worst.
"1! GO!"
The groups dispersed and scattered into the maze.
The chase was on.
***
Luigi took cover in a tiny crevice of the maze and tried to keep his breathing quiet and slow. His heart was thumping in his chest and he was shaking with fear. These kids were ruthless!
He had personally seen how these kids roll, while he was running poor Wendy got snatched up by Morton and flung onto the top of a hedge. Luigi was fairly certain that she was okay..But still!
Suddenly he heard a distant laugh, he froze and held his breath. The laugh came closer and closer...There was nowhere for him to hide in the small alcove. Luigi was utterly screwed!
The laughing became louder and louder, and soon Luigi saw Iggy peak around the corner, his mad grin giving Luigi a new sense of dread. "I'm gonna get ya Green!" Iggy taunted, slowly approaching Luigi. "Come out, come out wherever you are!"
Luigi tried to move back but his back hit the hedges that formed the small crevice he was trapped in. 
Could he try running? Maybe. But what if Iggy caught him? Would he get thrown about like Wendy did? He didn't have a shell to protect him! Luigi shuddered at that thought and closed his eyes, tears threatening to fall from his eyes.
"Hahaha!" Iggy laughed as he got closer to Luigi, the green plumber looked completely petrified. This was gonna be too easy!
Luigi stood there, shaking. He squeezed his eyes shut, and waited for the inevitable to happen...
Only..it never came.
Luigi opened his eyes to see Iggy standing next to him, staring at him with an odd expression on his face. Iggy hadn't grabbed him..
Now was his chance! Luigi sucked in a breath and bolted away from the koopaling as fast as he could. He ran blindly through the hedges, zig-zagging between the tight spaces and corners until he came across a clearing.
Luigi was sweating profusely, his face red and his lungs burned for air. He leaned against a hedge and clutched his chest tightly, trying to get a hold of himself.
Suddenly he felt something grab his arm.
Luigi gave a startled cry and was suddenly dragged from behind the hedge and pinned against the floor by Ludwig. Luigi's heart was pounding, he felt light-headed...But Ludwig's glare sent chills down his spine. "How have you not gotten caught yet?" Ludwig asked him coldly.
"I-I don't know." Luigi croaked, struggling in Ludwig's grip.
"Tsk." Ludwig clicked his tongue in disapproval, "Whatever, the fact of the matter is Wendy amd Roy are out. Now I need you around.." Ludwig trailed off as he eyed the green plumber curiously.
"Around for what?" Luigi asked with a nervous laugh, "To make it to the finish you dolt!" Ludwig growled, grabbing Luigi by the wrist and dragging him down the maze.
"Stay with me. Don't. Move." Ludwig instructed coldly as they approached another group of hedges. They peeked around the corner, and saw the others trying to track them down. "Okay, once we get to the finish you will run ahead and distract the others while I make my way there. Only one of us has to make it to win, and that is going to be me." Ludwig whispered, his icy eyes searching Luigi's. "Understood?"
Luigi was feeling even worse now..He had tried so hard to not get caught, and now he had to? Luigi was mentally exhausted from the mental and emotional stress this game was causing him, he wanted it to be over... "U-Understood.." He choked out quietly.
Ludwig nodded curtly and motioned for Luigi to follow him as they moved around the hedges.
Soon they were close enough to see the finish line, it was only a few hundred feet away...Only a little farther now. "Hey Ludwig!"
The koopaling froze at the familiar voice, "No no no...Kooper!" Ludwig cursed under his breath as Kooper emerged from around a corner, his group in tow. "I can't believe you actually made it this far!" Kooper remarked, looking Luigi up and down. "Good job buddy! It's a shame you're gonna lose still." Kooper added with a grin.
Ludwig looked furious. "Lose? Ha! Like you'd be able to catch me from that distance!" Ludwig challenged, a confident smirk on his face.
"Well yeah...It'd be easy with a little help though." Kooper stated matter-of-factly, giving a nod to Ludwig. 
"Help?...Oh no.." Ludwig whispered in horror, putting the pieces together.
"Koopatrols! Toss him!"
"No!! NOOOO!"
Ludwig screamed in rage as Morton, Junior, Iggy and Larry all tackled him, jumping from the bushes. Their combined strength knocking him to the ground. "Rgh- GET OFF ME!" Ludwig screamed, thrashing and wriggling desperately.
"Checkmate Ludwig." Kooper teased, making his way over to his younger brother. "Guess you just weren't that smart after all."
Luigi watched as Kooper approached Ludwig and stood above him with a self-satisfied smirk on his face...
Wait a minute, no one was paying attention to him. He could just run! Luigi looked behind him, the finish was just a few feet away.
Without another moment's hesitation, Luigi made a break for it and sprinted towards the finish as fast as his legs could carry him. He was only a few feet away...Almost there..
Just as Luigi was about to pass the finish line, Lemmy jumped in front of him and held his hands out wide. Luigi gasped and tried to stop himself from running, but ended up tripping and landing on the ground with a yelp.
Luigi groaned in pain and sat up, holding his aching nose. He looked up and saw Lemmy grinning triumphantly at him, "Haha! Good one Greenie! You past the finish line!" Lemmy cheered, bouncing in place.
"I did?" Luigi asked incredulously, looking behind Lemmy...Sure enough he was at the finish line. "Oh!" Luigi said in realization, "I won?"
Lemmy nodded happily at him, "Yup! Good job dude!" Lemmy offered Luigi a high five, which he returned with a smile. "You did good!" Lemmy complimented, "For a rookie."
"Holy crap we won!" He heard Roy shout from ahead of him. His eliminated team mates must've already made their way to the end when they got caught. "I thought Lud was setting us up for failure, picking you...Guess that poof head actually used his brain." Roy commented, giving a thumbs up to Luigi, his sunglasses glinting in the light. 
Luigi let out a small laugh at that. He did it!
He actually won the game!
***
"Wow! That was totally wicked!" Lemmy exclaimed excitedly as he and the rest of the koopalings met up at the finish. Ludwig had finally been freed from the clutches of his other siblings and was brushing himself off.
Kooper was smirking victoriously, his hands on his hips and his tail wagging happily. "Alright- Now that that's over- It's time for a feast!" Kooper declared proudly.
"FOOD? YAY!" Morton shouted excitedly, his eyes practically sparkling. "MORTON LIKES TO EAT!"
Kooper chuckled at that, "I know you do, big guy." Kooper turned to his younger brothers with a smirk. "But I was thinking we could do a little something different...Luigi, wanna show em how to make something like you showed me that absolute legendary tortellini?"
Luigi's eyes lit up at that, "You want me...To show you how to cook again?" Luigi asked softly.
Kooper nodded, "Of course dude! And it'll be fun!" Kooper encouraged with a smile. "Right guys?"
There were some mumbled agreements and some whoops of excitement from the group.
"I um..I would love to!" Luigi exclaimed happily, bouncing on the heels of his feet excitedly. He loved cooking! Especially for others..It made him happy.
Kooper laughed at Luigi's obvious enthusiasm, "Alright then!" He stated, looking to the koopalings. " Let's head out!" Kooper declared, taking the lead of the group.
The other Koopalings followed Kooper to the kitchen, but Ludwig stood back and glared at Luigi...How dare that plumber best him in a game! He was the leader, he should have crossed the finish line!...How dare.
"Luigi, imma go grab the triplets. You can get started." Kooper instructed with a smile as they arrived in the kitchen. Kooper then rushed off to find the youngest koopalings and left Luigi alone.
Luigi looked to the others, they were looking at him expectantly. "O-Okay, let me see what we're working with here." Luigi said with a shrug, opening the fridge and seeing the ingredients inside. Luigi was amazed by how much food was stored in here..There was easily enough to feed Bowser's whole army in here!
Luigi's eyes landed on the eggs and chicken looking bird that was stored in the fridge...Then it hit him. Stracciatella alla Romana, Italian egg drop soup.
"Do you kids like soup?" Luigi asked the koopalings with a smile.
"YEAH!" The koopalings exclaimed, all of them except for Ludwig of course.
Luigi laughed and grabbed the needed ingredients out of the fridge and set them down on the counter. "Good! I'm gonna teach you guys how to make Stracciatella alla Romana." Luigi stated, beaming at the children. "It's one of my favorites, it's really easy to make too.." Luigi assured.
Lemmy tilted his head curiously, "Stra-What now?"
"Stracciatella alla Romana, Its Italian. It's basically an egg drop soup." Luigi explained, "You gotta be careful not to boil it too long though or it gets too thick." Luigi added. "Now Who wants to help me take the bones out of this?" Luigi asked, pulling out the raw chicken and cutting board.
"OOH ME! ME!" Morton volunteered excitedly, jumping up and down in place. Roy also seamed to perk up, but kept it cool. "Pff. Sure, why not?" Roy said with a shrug, trying to seem indifferent about the situation.
Luigi smiled, "Okay- Lemmy can you grab a couple bowls and three spoons while they do that?" Luigi instructed kindly.
"Sure thing!" Lemmy agreed happily, moving to a nearby cabinet and grabbing the dishes Luigi had requested.
"Oh! Before I forget, everyone should wash their hands first. We don't wanna get sick." Luigi instructed with a smile, grabbing some hand soap from the counter and handing it to the others. "It'll only take a second."
Wendy was the first to wash her hands, worried about being dirty. The rest followed suit until everyone had washed their hands, Morton's claws took a little extra time since they were so large but they managed to clean them off.
Luigi then set to work showing them how to properly cut the chicken, the koopalings watching in fascination as he demonstrated for them. "We're going to be making a stock for the soup with these." He motioned to the bones on the cutting board. "So don't worry about messing it up too badly, we're not eating those."
After a few minutes Morton and Roy were finished. "Good job guys!" Luigi complemented them with a smile, "Lemmy, could you please bring those over to the pot?"
Lemmy nodded and grabbed the pot Luigi had pointed to and brought it over to the koopas.
"Okay- Now we add the onions, bay leaf and peppercorns into the pot- Then we'll turn it on medium heat so we don't burn them."
"Aw man there's veggies in this??" Larry groaned.
"Hey, Shut your trap! Vegetables are good for you." Wendy scolded, slamming her hands on the counter with a huff.
Luigi laughed softly, "That's right, vegetables are good for you. Thank you, Wendy." Luigi praised gently. "But yeah, veggies are important to a balanced diet." Luigi added with a small shrug, "Now I need someone to dice the onions for me, do any of you know what dicing means?"
Iggy raised his hand excitedly, "I do!"
"Care to demonstrate Iggy?" Luigi asked, offering him an onion.
Iggy hopped off his seat and walked over to Luigi. But before he could get his hands on a knife, his other siblings blocked his path.
"WAIT WAIT-" Wendy shrieked, looking at Luigi. "Iggy is definitely the wrong person to give a knife to! Give it to Ludwig...Or literally anyone else." Wendy suggested, "And by anyone I mean not Iggy."
Ludwig scoffed at his sister, "And what makes you think I will assist in preparing food? Im a prince! Not a peasant." He challenged with a scowl.
Lemmy facepalmed and groaned at Ludwig, "Dude come on! Are you really gonna let Iggy cut things up!?" Lemmy asked in annoyance. 
"Eh, I say give Iggs a chance." They heard Kooper say from behind. He walked in holding the triplets and set them down on the counter, "Luigi isn't gonna let him stab someone.." Kooper assured with a shrug.
Luigi gave a nervous laugh and rubbed the back of his neck, "Right...I was thinking more along the lines of chopping? I'll make sure he's okay." Luigi assured.
Kooper nodded, "There you go!" Kooper encouraged with a wink, "I can help with that too." He added, walking over to the onion and grabbing the other knife. "We can dice these together Ig."
Iggy bounced up and down excitedly, "Yes yes! Thank you!" Iggy thanked his brother as he moved over to him, eager to work.
Luigi smiled and showed them how to slice the onion carefully. "Then you just do that over and over until the onion is diced, got it?"
Iggy nodded determinedly and set to work immediately, Kooper followed his younger brother's lead and they sliced the onions quickly and efficiently.
"Junior, you mind tossing these into the pot once they're done?" Luigi asked the little koopa, who was sitting on the counter watching everything with fascination.
"Uh, sure." Junior agreed, sitting up straight and bouncing up and down in place excitedly.
Soon Iggy and Kooper were finished chopping the onions and Junior dumped them into the pot. 
"We're going to let this simmer for about two hours. While we wait, I was thinking we can make chicken...Or at least I think it's chicken, salad. How's that sound?" Luigi asked the koopalings.
"Why would you put chicken and salad in the same sentence!?" Larry bemoaned dramatically, flopping onto the floor in agony.
Luigi let out a small laugh and shook his head, "Don't worry, it's not the kind of salad your thinking of. You don't even have to eat it if you don't want to." Luigi assured gently. 
"MORTON WANTS TO EAT CHICKEN IN SALAD!" Morton stated excitedly, jumping up and down in place and making his shell spin slightly.
"Yup- Alright we're gonna be using some carrots and celery in this. Uhhm, Kooper- Do you know what a vegetable peeler is?" Luigi asked the eldest koopaling. "If you don't, that's fine. I can use a knife."
"Uhh...I'll check the drawers." Kooper agreed, walking over to the cabinets and looking through them. "Yo wig! Do you know we're it is?" Kooper asked his brother in annoyance.
Ludwig rolled his eyes, "How would I know where something is in this kitchen? I've never had any reason to be in here." Ludwig responded bitterly.
Kooper let out a huff and turned to his brother, "Ok hotshot, why are you being a ass?"
Ludwig glared at his older brother, "I'm not being an ass, im simply stating facts." Ludwig defended cooly.
Kooper let out a deep sigh and face palmed, "It's because you weren't the one to cross the finish line, isn't it?" Kooper guessed.
Ludwig tensed up and looked away from Kooper, "Thats...Inconsequential. It was your idea anyway..."
Kooper burst out laughing and threw his head back, "Inconsequential!? Dude, I know why you picked Luigi. You wanted bait, it didn't work, he beat you, now you're pissed." Kooper pointed out with a knowing smirk. 
"I have no idea what you're talking about." Ludwig lied.
"Oh whatever. We won, get over yourself." Kooper stated firmly. "Cuz of you're gonna be a sourpuss the whole time, you can leave." Kooper threatened with a glare. "I mean seriously, Junior is being vetter than you...and it's Junior! No offense." He quickly said to his baby brother.
Junior gasped and held his little heart, " Papa says I'm a perfect little angel! That was so mean!" He pouted his lip.
Kooper shook his head and sighed again, "Look- You're a sore loser, get over it." Kooper said with finality, turning away from Ludwig and back to Luigi. "Sorry bout that Luigi. Here's your peeler thingy...I think?" Kooper offered him the object with a smile.
Luigi took the object and looked at it, "Oh yeah this is a peeler..Thanks." Luigi smiled at Kooper. "Well now that that's settled. Uhm...Junior, Larry, Lemmy, Wendy would you like to help me peel these?" Luigi offered, motioning to the carrots and celery on the counter.
Junior was the first to hop off the counter and run to Luigi, "Okay!" He cheered excitedly, climbing onto the stool next to the counter.
"Good boy!" Luigi praised with a smile. He then turned to the others and saw the Wendy was standing off to the side, obviously uncomfortable with the situation.
"Hey Wendy, are you alright?" Luigi asked the pink shelled koopaling gently.
"I don't want to mess up my nails and get my hands dirty." Wendy complained with a frown, "My nails take a lot of work to look this good." She added, gesturing to her immaculately painted nails.
"O-Oh of course- I do promise that this shouldn't ruin them. I can show you?" Luigi offered the young koopaling with a smile.
"Do you swear not to ruin them?" Wendy asked with a glare, eyeing him up and down.
Luigi gulped nervously and nodded, "I-I promise."
Wendy sighed and walked over to the counter and sat on one of the stools, "Fine..."
"Okay so you wanna peel the celery- And the easiest way is to use the peeler like this." Luigi stated, running the peeler across the stalk of celery gently. "It's simple and not too messy." Luigi explained, setting the finished stalk of celery on a cutting board.
Junior was the next to finish, "Like this!" He shouted proudly as he showed off his peeled stalk of celery.
Luigi nodded, "Perfecto! Great job Junior!" Luigi complemented happily.
"Hey! I did it too!" Lemmy shouted from his seat.
"So did I!" Larry yelled.
"lavoro fantastico! You did such great work!" Luigi praised happily, looking around at the koopalings who had helped. Wendy looked at her brothers and decided that she could do better than them. "Luigi! Look at me! Watch me do it!" She begged, moving to grab a fresh stalk of celery and a peeler.
"Oh um...Yes, of course." Luigi agreed as he turned to watch Wendy peel the vegetables. He couldn't help but smile, these kids were actually having fun..Which was...Kind of nice actually.
"Bellissimo lavoro, Wendy! Very nice job." Luigi complemented with a smile.
Wendy smiled back at him and set down her peeler, "Hmph, I know, I'm amazing." She bragged with a smirk, "Of course I'm the best out of all of you."
"Oh shut up Wendy!" Lemmy groaned.
"Hey! I'm just saying it how it is! And how it is, is that im the best of us!" Wendy insisted with a huff.
"Now now, You all did great. " Luigi insisted with a laugh, "Junior- Could you wash the celery for me?" He asked the young koopa gently.
"Sure thing!~" Junior agreed happily, reaching for the celery and picking up the large bowl.
Luigi grabbed a large skillet and set it on the stove, "Iggy could you get me the chicken please?" Luigi asked.
Iggy jumped up and grabbed the mostly deboned chicken from the counter and brought it over to Luigi.
"Thank you Iggy, could you also get me the oil?" Luigi asked, getting a pan ready on the stove.
"Hahaha! Why?" Iggy asked mischievously.
Luigi blinked and turned to look at Iggy, "Uhm...Because we're cooking The chicken and don't want it to get stuck on the pan?"
Iggy burst out laughing, "Haha! YES! I see!" He laughed as he grabbed the cooking oil off the counter and handed it to Luigi. "It's like priming a pump before using it!" Iggy giggled and walked off.
Luigi looked at the koopaling in confusion. "...Sure?" He said, turning back to his cooking.
Once the pan was prepped he began to cook the chicken, the koopalings surrounded the plumber as he worked...Even Ludwig watched what he was doing from afar.
"Is it supposed to pop?" Lemmy asked as he stared at the pan.
Luigi nodded, "Uh- Huh, yeah that means its cooking." Luigi explained. "This isn't gonna take very long."
" Why don't you just cook it with your breath?" Larry asked.
"W-well I can't breathe fire and I'm pretty sure only the outside would be cooked to then, not the inside." Luigi stated with a shrug.
Larry wrinkled his snout and furrowed his brow, "But why not?"
Luigi chuckled and shook his head, "Because I'm human." Luigi reminded him with a smile. Soon the chicken was finished and he pulled it off the heat.
Luigi began to work on the salad next. "So, you wanna grab a bowl? Big or small, it doesn't matter." Luigi instructed them.
"Whys there gotta be green stuff in it??" Larry complained.
"Cuz it's healthy dumbass." Roy insulted, smacking Larry upside the head as he walked past him.
"Hey! Ow! That hurt!" Larry whined, rubbing the back of his head and glaring at his brother.
Kooper slapped Roy in the back of the head, "Don't hit Larry." Kooper scolded, "He's sensitive." Kooper said with a smirk, dodging the punch that was sent his way.
"I am not!" Larry barked in protest.
Luigi sighed softly, "Anyway...Who wants to mix this with the mayo while I chop the vegetables?" Luigi asked, "Wendy I don't think you'll want to do this one."
Wendy crossed her arms over her chest, "You're right, I don't." She agreed, hopping off her seat and moving away from the others.
Kooper moved to Luigi's side and began pulling the chicken apart into smaller pieces, "So what else are we adding to this?" Kooper asked as he worked.
Luigi put his hand to his chin as he thought, "Well, there's bacon bits- And carrots, lettuce, celery. Some people put grapes in it too."
Kooper nodded as he listened to Luigi talk, "Alright cool. Im down for this."
"I'll get the bacon!" Lemmy shouted happily, running off towards the fridge.
"Lemmy you don't even know where the bacon is!" Kooper called after him.
Lemmy popped his head out from behind the fridge door and grinned, "I do now!" He shouted, throwing a packet of bacon bits onto the counter before ducking back behind the fridge door and rifling through it again.
Luigi laughed softly and smiled at Lemmy's antics, "Oh alright. Thank you, Lemmy." Luigi agreed. 
They got to work making the salad and mixing it together, then they added the chicken.
"Lets serve it with some crackers on the side." Luigi suggested.
"Why?" Morton asked.
"Cuz it tastes good." Kooper answered simply, walking over to the cupboards and looking through them. "Heck yeah! Found 'em!" Kooper shouted as he grabbed a pack of saltine crackers.
"Okay, I think it's just about ready to be served. Everyone should come and get some." Luigi announced. "And remember if you don't like it, that's okay." Luigi assured with a smile.
Soon the kitchen was full of hungry koopas as everyone came to get their share of the meal, they ate quickly and got seconds.
"MORTON LIKE CHICKEN SALAD!!!!" Morton yelled excitedly, rushing over to Luigi and picking him up over his head. "THANK YOU!" He thanked excitedly as he squeezed Luigi.
Luigi gasped as he was lifted into the air and wheezed when the large Koopa child squeezed him.
"Chicken salad is awesome!" Lemmy agreed enthusiastically.
"CHICKEN SALAD!" Morton yelled again, holding Luigi over his head.
Luigi wheezed, "O-Okay- Can you p-put me down? P-please?" Luigi asked.
"MORTON THANKS YOU!!!" Morton shouted, setting Luigi down on his feet and rushing off to get more chicken salad.
"Ughh..He's so stupid.." Ludwig grumbled in annoyance.
"At least he's happy.." Kooper pointed out with a smile, "Happy and Dumb."
Ludwig let out a huff, "Whatever...Im leaving." Ludwig stated, pushing his plate away from himself and heading for the exit.
"Dude, relax." Kooper tried to call after his brother.
"Do not tell me what to do." Ludwig bit back, "I don't need to take orders from you, im going." Ludwig insisted.
Luigi watched with concern as Ludwig left the room in a huff. Kooper let out a deep sigh and shook his head, "Don't worry about him, he'll be fine." Kooper assured Luigi. "He's dramatic like that." He added with a shrug.
Luigi was still worried but nodded anyway, "If you say so." Luigi agreed with a small shrug. "I'll keep an eye on the stock while you kids eat." Luigi decided, walking off to the stove to make sure nothing boiled over.
"Kay." Kooper agreed as he stuffed his mouth full of chicken salad.
"What in the world is going on here!?" They heard a stern, slightly frantic voice shout from the ether. Kamek flew into the kitchen with his staff in hand.
"Eatin' lunch." Roy stated bluntly from the table.
Kamek blinked in surprise and looked around the room, "D-Did the prisoner-!?"
"Yep, he made it " Larry responded, pointing to Luigi.
Kamek began to panic then, using his magic to snatch and carry Luigi to him, binding him. "Did you poison the entirety of the royal lineage!?" 
"Luddy didn't eat." Lemmy pointed out from his seat.
Kamek, still fairly frantic, squeezed Luigi with his magic, causing Luigi to wheeze.
"Y-You're hurting me...I didn't do anything! I-I swear!" Luigi pleaded frantically.
"Gramps! Will ya let him go? Sheesh!" Kooper suddenly shouted, standing on front of the plumber. "We all cooked with him. We would've seen, or smelled, anything fishy! And I'd We didn't, Ludwig certainly would've."
Kamek faltered for a moment, dropping Luigi and snatching up Lemmy, shaking him slightly. "Is this true?" He demanded.
Lemmy giggled and kicked his little legs, "Yeah!" He agreed quickly, "Luddy's really smart!" Lemmy praised innocently.
Kamek pursed his lips and sighed before setting Lemmy back down. "A-Ah...I see." Kamek said, quickly putting Lemmy down. "My apologies." He said as he stepped away from Luigi.
Luigi gasped and began to cough when he was finally able to breathe again. Kooper helped him stand and took him to a chair.
Kamek frowned and stepped away from Luigi and the children, "I-I must apologize. I didn't mean to overreact." He insisted as he looked at Kooper. "I've been a bit...Frazzled, you could say. After Kooper's little 'adventure.' " He said, his voice holding a clear hint of resentment at the word adventure. 
kooper cleared his throat and looked away, "Yeaaah, sorry about that. Uhm...Want some chicken salad?" Kooper offered.
Kamek was taken aback by the offer, "I- Pardon?"
"Chicken Salad." Lemmy repeated.
Kamek was then sat down and given a plate of chicken salad, much to his disgust. "No. Nono, this is quite alright. I'm not hungry." He insisted as he quickly backed away from the strange dish.
"Huh...Your loss." Kooper shrugged. "Imagine not wanting to eat something your grandchildren personally made...Grandchildren who have never cooked for themselves." Kooper playfully guilt tripped.
Kamek clenched his jaw and glared at Kooper, "I'm not eating that." He insisted stubbornly.
Kooper smirked and stood on the table, "Alright, everyone! Chicken salad for dinner!" Kooper declared loudly. "Who's with me?!" He asked, receiving shouts of agreement from the children in the room.
"Oh...Fine! I'll try it!" Kamek surrendered in exasperation. "I cannot believe you have no self preservation, at all." He grumbled to Kooper before taking a bite of the chicken salad. "It's...Decent."
Kooper grinned and hopped off the table, "That's good enough!" Kooper cheered, sitting back down to eat his own meal.
"I can't believe I was roped into this." Kamek groaned.
Kooper looked at him and frowned, "Hey, you're the one that freaked out and assaulted our chef." 
"Chef- Kooper he is a prisoner of the kingdom! Not a chef, nor a play thing." Kamek reminded his grandson in a hushed tone. "He is to be guarded at all times." He ordered.
"I knooooow!" Kooper whined in a loud huff. "He could be dangerous and crap, I get it! But like...Gramps look at the little guy." Kooper said with a tilt of his head. "I just don't think he's the type to-"
"Oh just...Try and keep your distance from him please?" Kamek begged, "I want you to be safe."
"Grandpa Im okay! I promise! I just want the little guy to be able to move around y'know? Not just sit in one room all day." Kooper insisted, looking at the magician. " 'Sides, Pops says I'm in charge of him."
"He what!?" Kamek yelled in surprise, "Wh- H-Why didn't he inform me!?" He asked as he looked at Kooper in confusion. "It's okay, Gramps. I really think-" 
In an instant, Kamek teleported, poofing out of existence. He probably was now in the throne room, nagging the king about how irresponsible his parenting was.
"And he's gone." Kooper said dryly, "Rude." He said simply as he sat back down, turning to Luigi who was still shaking. 
"Luigi? You okay buddy?" Kooper asked, "You're not hurt or nothing, are ya?" Kooper asked as he rubbed Luigi's shoulder gently.
Luigi snapped out of his shocked stupor and blinked slowly before shaking his head, "I'm fine, thank you." Luigi assured quietly. "Just surprised."
Kooper didn't really buy that but decided not to press the issue, "Sorry about that, man. He's always been uptight and after the whole uh...Kinda running away thing, he's gotten worse." Kooper explained sheepishly.
Luigi just nodded as he listened to Kooper talk, "I-I understand...Maybe I should go and start cleaning up...Do you guys need any help with anything?" Luigi asked, hoping to distract himself from what just happened.
"Hm? Nah, we've got it!" Kooper insisted with a shake of his head, "Right guys?"
"Got it? Like...Washin dishes got it? Aw man, screw that!" Roy complained, crossing his arms over his chest.
Wendy seemed disgusted at the very idea of washing dishes. "Are you actually asking me...To get my hands dirty? Me!? Kooper how dare you!" Wendy barked indignantly.
Kooper groaned and dropped his head onto the table, "Come on ya losers! Help him clean up, please? It would be...Nice?" Kooper tried to convince his siblings.
Luigi nervously piped up then, "I can clean up! I don't mind, really!"
Kooper looked over at him and gave him a half smile, "Nah man, we're big boys. We can handle a few dishes." Kooper insisted. "Wendy, I don't wanna hear your voice sooo...You don't have to."
Wendy huffed indignantly, "Of course you don't! Because you know I'll complain about how gross this is! And how you're trying to turn me into a peasant!" She scolded, clearly not about to help clean up.
Kooper stood up and pushed his chair in, "Alright cool, fine then. I'll just figure this out all by myself then." Kooper said in a mockingly proud tone.
Morton followed close behind, "MORTON FOLLOW OLDER BROTHER." Morton said loudly as he copied Kooper's actions, pushing his chair in as well.
"Yeah, and I guess the rest of you are cool with just sitting there, right?" Kooper asked sarcastically as he walked up to the sink and turned it on.
"Right!" Was the immediate reply by the rest.
Kooper snorted and shook his head as tried to figure out how this whole 'washing dishes' thing worked, "Unbelievable..." Kooper muttered. Morton seemed to be struggling just as much.
Luigi stood up and came over to the sink, "Here, let me show you." Luigi said, grabbing a wash rag from a nearby drawer.
Kooper and Morton watched Luigi clean a plate before attempting to copy what he had done. They were like a well oiled machine in no time, and that gave Luigi time to check on the stock which was just about done.
"WHEN WILL MORTON EAT ITALLAN DROP EGG SOUP?" Morton asked when he saw Luigi checking the pot.
Luigi chuckled softly and shook his head, "Well, it has to cook for about 10 more minutes. So maybe an hour, 30 minutes?"
Morton slumped over and sighed deeply, "BUT MORTON HUNGRY NOW." He sighed, degected.
"Dude, you had three things of chicken salad." Kooper pointed out.
"MORTON HUNGRY AGAIN!" Morton cried.
Luigi patted Morton on the head gently, "I know, buddy. We'll have it soon dont worry." He assured the large child.
"YOU CALL ME BUDDY! LUIGI BEST!" Morton complimented, patting Luigi on the head in return.
Luigi blinked in surprise and grinned softly, "Th-Thank you."
Kooper shook his head and smiled at them both, "Can't believe it's been a day and he already has a fan." Kooper teased.
Luigi chuckled nervously and scratched his cheek with his index finger, "I-I'm flattered." Luigi responded honestly, still unsure if Kooper was serious or not.
Morton leaned in close and sniffed Luigi, causing Luigi to lean back with wide eyes.

Morton sniffed Luigi a few more times before pulling back, a puzzled look on his face. "LUIGI SMELL GOOD. LIKE...PLANTS?" Morton declared loudly.
Luigi laughed nervously, unsure how to respond to the comment. "Uh, thank you?" he said, a bit confused but trying to be polite.
Kooper chuckled from the sink as he rinsed the last dish. "I think he's just saying you don't smell bad. Which, for Morton, is a big compliment."
Morton nodded eagerly. "MORTON THINK LUIGI SMELL GOOD!" he repeated, clearly proud of his observation.
"Well, I'll take it then," Luigi said, shaking his head with an amused smile. He turned back to the pot of soup and gave it another stir. "It’s just about ready, Morton. Not too much longer now."
Morton grumbled but accepted it, wandering off to sit at the table again. Kooper leaned against the counter, watching Luigi with a thoughtful expression. "Y'know," Kooper began, "you’ve handled all this pretty well. Most people would’ve been terrified of getting stuck in a castle full of us." He smiled wryly, clearly proud of his chaotic family despite their quirks.
Luigi blushed a little, shrugging. "Well, you guys aren't so bad. Sure, you're a little... rough around the edges, but everyone seems to care about each other." He glanced over at Morton, who was tapping his foot impatiently and staring at the pot as if willing it to cook faster.
Kooper laughed softly. "Yeah, we’re a handful, but we stick together. Even Ludwig, with all his grumbling, wouldn’t let anything happen to us."
Luigi nodded, understanding the bond. He had always felt overshadowed by his brother Mario but knew how much family meant. "I can see that," Luigi said quietly. "It’s... nice."
There was a brief moment of comfortable silence before Kooper cleared his throat. "Hey, listen, about earlier with Gramps—sorry you had to go through that. He’s just... paranoid, y'know? Ever since I ran off on that adventure, he's been hovering."
Luigi smiled reassuringly. "It’s alright. He’s just looking out for you guys. I get it."
Kooper seemed relieved by Luigi's understanding. "Yeah, he means well... even if he’s a little over-the-top sometimes." He paused and gave Luigi a more serious look. "But, for what it’s worth, we all really appreciate what you're doing. Helping out and stuff. You didn't have to, but you did."
Luigi blushed again, embarrassed by the praise. "I-it's no big deal," he mumbled. "Just happy to help."
Kooper smiled and gave him a friendly nudge on the shoulder. "Still, thanks, man."
Before Luigi could respond, Morton suddenly stood up and yelled, "SOUP READY YET?!"
Luigi quickly turned back to the pot and checked. "Just about, Morton! Let me get it into bowls, okay?"
Morton grinned widely, pumping his fist in the air. "MORTON EXCITED!" he exclaimed, rushing over to the table to sit, practically vibrating with anticipation.
Kooper shook his head with a chuckle. "That guy's stomach is a bottomless pit."
Luigi quickly began ladling the soup into bowls, setting them on the table as the other Koopalings started to gather around, drawn in by the smell of the food. Kooper grabbed a bowl and sat down, and soon the whole group was eating and laughing, their earlier tensions forgotten.
As Luigi sat down with his own bowl of soup, he couldn’t help but feel a sense of belonging. It was strange being in the Koopa Kingdom, surrounded by Bowser’s children, but in this moment, he felt... at home.
Kooper caught Luigi’s eye from across the table and gave him a small nod of appreciation. Luigi smiled in return, realizing that maybe, just maybe, he had found a place where he truly fit in—at least for now.

Kamek hurried through the darkened corridors of Bowser's castle, his staff clicking against the cold stone floor. He was mumbling to himself, muttering about how unusual this situation was. His king had been engrossed in his latest plans for conquering the Mushroom Kingdom, and Kamek wasn’t sure how Bowser would react to the news he had to deliver.
As he approached the massive doors of the throne room, he straightened up, took a deep breath, and tapped his staff against the ground. The doors swung open with a groan, revealing Bowser seated on his throne, looking over a map with a deep scowl on his face.
“My liege, there’s something... odd that I believe you should be made aware of,” Kamek began, his voice hesitant.
Bowser barely glanced up, his fiery eyes flickering over the map. “If it’s about those plans for taking over Peach’s castle, Kamek, it can wait. I’m in the middle of something important.”
Kamek cleared his throat nervously. “It’s not that, Your Majesty. It’s about your children.”
Bowser’s attention snapped to Kamek immediately. He sat up straighter, his brow furrowed. “What about them? Did they break something? Fight each other again?”
Kamek shook his head, gripping his staff a little tighter. “No, sire. They’re, well... they’re in the kitchen. Cooking and playing with the prisoner... Luigi.”
Bowser blinked, taken aback. “What?”
“Yes, all of them, sire,” Kamek confirmed quickly, “Kooper, Ludwig, Morton, Roy, Iggy, Wendy, Lemmy, Larry, Junior, and even the triplets—Red, Green, and Blue—they’re all in the kitchen.”
Bowser’s eyes narrowed in disbelief. “With Luigi? The plumber who’s supposed to be our prisoner?”
“Yes, Your Majesty,” Kamek said, shifting nervously under Bowser’s intense gaze. “It appears that they’ve taken a liking to him, and, uh... they’ve been cooking meals together. I just witnessed Morton, of all people, playing around and thanking him for making chicken salad.”
Bowser’s massive fists clenched as he slowly stood up, his towering frame casting a shadow over Kamek. “My kids... cooking... and playing... with a prisoner?” His voice rumbled, barely contained fury lacing his tone.
Kamek nodded, not daring to look away from Bowser’s gaze. “Yes, sire. I thought it best you know right away.”
Without another word, Bowser stomped out of the throne room, each step shaking the stone walls as he made his way to the kitchen. Kamek followed closely behind, trying to keep up with the Koopa King’s furious pace.
Bowser’s thoughts raced. How had this even happened? Luigi was supposed to be locked away or, at the very least, under heavy supervision. His children were supposed to stay far away from him. But instead, they were in the kitchen, cooking like it was some family gathering? The very idea enraged him.
When they reached the kitchen doors, Bowser didn’t hesitate. He threw them open with a force that made them crash against the walls, startling everyone inside.
The sight that greeted him nearly made him freeze in place.
His children were seated at the long kitchen table, bowls of soup and plates of food spread out in front of them. Morton was loudly slurping his soup, Lemmy and Larry were laughing at something Kooper had said, and even Ludwig, usually so aloof, seemed engaged in conversation. And in the middle of it all was Luigi, looking slightly nervous but smiling as he ladled more soup into Junior’s bowl.
For a moment, the kitchen fell silent as all eyes turned to Bowser. His children froze mid-conversation, their cheerful expressions turning to worry as they saw the thunderous look on their father’s face.
“WHAT,” Bowser growled, his voice low and dangerous, “is going on here?”
Luigi froze, his ladle still in hand, while Kooper, who had been mid-laugh, quickly set his bowl down and cleared his throat. “Uh... hey, Dad! We were just, you know, having some food. No big deal.”
Bowser’s fiery gaze swept over the room, locking onto Luigi. “You,” he growled, pointing a clawed finger at the plumber. “You’re supposed to be a prisoner. And my children—they’re not supposed to be playing around with you like this!”
Before Luigi could respond, Kooper quickly stepped in. “Dad, it’s not what you think! We just—he’s not that bad, really! He helped us cook, and we were all getting along.”
Bowser’s eyes narrowed. “Getting along? With a prisoner?”
Ludwig, ever the diplomat, stood up and adjusted his glasses. “Father, if I may, Luigi has shown himself to be quite harmless. In fact, his cooking is rather impressive, and he’s been, dare I say, cooperative.”
Bowser let out a growl, his claws twitching at his sides. “Harmless? He’s Mario’s brother! He’s always up to something.”
“I-I promise, I’m not!” Luigi finally stammered, standing up and raising his hands defensively. “I didn’t mean for any of this to happen! Your kids just... invited me to help.”
Junior tugged on Bowser’s arm, looking up with wide eyes. “Dad, Luigi made the best chicken salad! And he’s funny! Can he stay and make more?”
Bowser stared down at Junior, his anger simmering just below the surface. He looked around the room again, seeing the pleading looks from his children—Lemmy’s wide, innocent eyes, Wendy’s crossed arms but hopeful expression, even Roy looked somewhat sheepish.
The sight of his usually chaotic kids sitting around a table, peacefully eating together with their supposed enemy, was... baffling.
Bowser finally let out a frustrated groan, rubbing his face with one massive hand. “Fine. But this doesn’t mean I trust you,” he said, pointing a claw directly at Luigi.
The plumber nodded quickly. “O-of course! I’ll just... keep cooking.”
“Good,” Bowser muttered, turning to his children. “And you lot—we’re going to have a talk later about how we treat prisoners.”
With that, Bowser turned on his heel and stomped out of the kitchen, Kamek following closely behind, the door slamming shut behind them.
The room was silent for a moment before Lemmy giggled. “That was close.”
Kooper let out a relieved sigh and patted Luigi on the back. “See? You’re good. Just... don’t mess it up.”
Luigi laughed nervously. “Right... no pressure or anything.”

As soon as Bowser stormed out of the kitchen, the tension that had filled the room slowly began to dissipate. Luigi remained standing there for a moment, still trying to process what had just happened. He could feel his heart racing, unsure if he was truly safe or if Bowser would suddenly come charging back in.
Kooper nudged him again, this time with a wider grin. "Hey, Luigi, don’t worry about Dad. He’s all bark, no bite. Well, mostly," he said with a wink, clearly trying to lighten the mood.
Ludwig, ever the composed one, adjusted his glasses and looked over at Kooper. "Still, Kooper, you might want to tread carefully. Father does have a point—Luigi is technically a prisoner. If he perceives any risk, he won’t hesitate to act."
Roy leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms over his chest. "Yeah, but he’s cool, Luddy! You saw him; he’s not tryin’ to break out or pull a fast one on us." He looked at Luigi and added, "Right, Green Stache?"
Luigi gulped, nodding quickly. "Y-Yeah, definitely. I promise, I’m just here to help out, no tricks or anything."
Lemmy beamed and jumped up onto the table, balancing on one foot. "See? Luigi's fun! Plus, he’s the best chef we’ve had around here. You gotta admit, guys, the food’s way better than what we normally get."
Wendy, who had been silent up until now, finally spoke up, her arms crossed in mild annoyance. "Okay, fine, he’s not that bad. And the food is way better than those greasy things Morton tried to make last week." She shuddered at the memory.
Morton, who had been scarfing down his third bowl of soup, paused and looked up with a frown. "MORTON LIKE HIS FOOD!" he insisted, banging his fist on the table. "BUT MORTON LIKE LUIGI’S SOUP MORE!"
The group erupted into laughter, and Luigi finally started to relax, a small smile crossing his face. Despite everything, he felt surprisingly at ease around the Koopalings. They were chaotic and loud, but they were also... kind, in their own way. Even Ludwig, who usually kept his distance, seemed more curious than hostile.
Junior, sitting next to Luigi, looked up at him with wide, hopeful eyes. "Can we have more of that chicken salad tomorrow? Please?"
Luigi chuckled softly, feeling a bit of warmth spread in his chest at the younger Koopa's enthusiasm. "Sure, Junior. We can make more tomorrow."
The youngest Koopa cheered, and the rest of the Koopalings went back to their food and conversation. For a moment, it almost felt like a normal meal among family—if you could call a group of rambunctious Koopa kids and their captive guest "normal."
As the evening wore on and the meal wound down, Kooper leaned back in his chair and let out a contented sigh. "Well, I guess that went better than expected," he said, glancing over at Luigi. "Dad’s not throwing you in the dungeon, so I call that a win."
Luigi laughed nervously. "Y-Yeah... not being thrown in a dungeon is definitely a win in my book."
Ludwig stood up, pushing his chair back in a precise manner. "Just remember, Luigi, you may be in a better situation than most prisoners, but you’re still in hostile territory. Don’t do anything reckless."
"Got it," Luigi said, nodding earnestly. He appreciated Ludwig’s serious warning, even if it was a little intimidating.
As the Koopalings began to clear the table (or, more accurately, as Luigi and Kooper started clearing the table while the others watched), Wendy stretched dramatically. "Well, if you boys are done with all this cooking nonsense, I have beauty sleep to get to."
Kooper rolled his eyes. "Yeah, yeah, go take care of your beauty or whatever, Wendy."
With a graceful flick of her hair, Wendy sauntered out of the kitchen, leaving the rest of them to finish up. Morton, too, excused himself, his usual loud proclamations toned down now that his belly was full.
By the time the kitchen was mostly clean, only Kooper, Ludwig, Lemmy, and Larry remained with Luigi.
"Alright, Luigi," Kooper said with a grin. "Looks like you survived the first meal with us without Dad tearing the place apart. That’s gotta count for something."
Luigi smiled weakly. "Yeah, it does. But... what now? I mean, Bowser’s not exactly happy about me being here, and—"
"Don't worry about it," Ludwig interrupted, his tone firm. "You’ll be safe here, as long as you keep your head down and don’t cause trouble."
"And keep making awesome food!" Lemmy added with a grin, twirling around in his chair.
Kooper nodded in agreement. "Yeah, we’ll vouch for you. Dad’s a little... well, intense, but if we all stick together, he’ll get used to having you around."
Luigi couldn’t help but feel a little relieved. The Koopalings, despite their chaotic energy and Bowser’s looming threat, were a lot more welcoming than he had expected. Maybe this wouldn’t be as terrifying as he’d originally thought.
But still, there was that nagging worry in the back of his mind. Bowser wasn’t one to take things lightly, especially when it involved someone like Luigi. He just hoped he could continue to prove he wasn’t a threat.
As the night went on, Luigi found himself feeling more and more like part of this bizarre family. It was a strange feeling—being a guest in Bowser’s castle and bonding with his children—but somehow, it felt right.
Kooper patted him on the back one last time as the remaining Koopalings began heading off to bed. "Don’t worry, man. We’ve got your back."
"Thanks, Kooper," Luigi said, genuinely touched by the gesture. "I appreciate it."
As Luigi watched the last of the Koopalings disappear down the hall, he couldn’t help but think that maybe, just maybe, things would turn out okay.
At least, as long as Bowser didn’t find out what they had planned for breakfast.

Days had turned into a week, and Luigi was still being dragged from one chaotic activity to another by the Koopa kids. They had all grown fond of him, seeing him as less of a prisoner and more like an unofficial babysitter. Between cooking meals, playing games, and even breaking up arguments, Luigi found himself more occupied than he ever expected.
He was good with them, surprisingly so. Morton, who was known for his outbursts, had taken to listening to Luigi’s calm reasoning. Wendy, who normally shunned anyone that wasn’t part of her beauty regimen, asked Luigi for advice about which colors went best with her outfits. Even Ludwig, ever the brooding intellectual, had engaged in a few philosophical conversations with Luigi during quieter moments. Kooper, of course, was Luigi’s closest companion during all this, and they often found themselves working together in the kitchen or coming up with new activities for the younger Koopalings.
Despite this surprising camaraderie, Bowser couldn’t shake the feeling of unease that had settled deep in his chest. His temper was constantly on edge, flaring up at the smallest of things. Just the other day, he had roared at one of his generals for misplacing a battle map, and the poor Koopa had been left trembling under Bowser’s fiery gaze. Even Kamek had started walking on eggshells around him, unsure how to approach his king during this time of unusual stress.
Bowser tried to focus on his plans for the Mushroom Kingdom—scheming about how best to capture Princess Peach and finally claim victory over Mario—but every time he sat down to map out the attack, he found himself distracted by thoughts of Luigi. Having Mario’s brother here as a bargaining chip should have made him feel more secure, but instead, it filled him with a strange restlessness.
Every time he caught a glimpse of Luigi laughing with Lemmy or helping Junior with a drawing, Bowser’s gut twisted. It wasn’t right—Luigi was a prisoner, his prisoner—and yet his children seemed to have adopted him as one of their own. Bowser couldn’t understand it. The more comfortable Luigi became, the more unsettled Bowser felt.
It didn’t help that his temper had been boiling over at every little inconvenience. A cracked plate at dinner resulted in a burst of flames that nearly set the entire table ablaze. A report of a minor supply delay in the kingdom led to Bowser sending half his guards to work double shifts, all while he grumbled furiously about incompetence. Kamek had tried to calm him down, but even his most trusted advisor couldn’t seem to quell the fire in Bowser’s chest.
One evening, as the castle was winding down for the night, Bowser paced back and forth in his throne room. His claws clicked against the stone floor, his fiery breath coming out in short, angry bursts. He stared at the map of the Mushroom Kingdom spread out before him, his vision blurring with frustration. Every plan, every strategy he had come up with, seemed… off. And it all led back to the same problem.
Luigi.
Bowser growled under his breath and slammed his fist onto the table, causing the map to crumple beneath his strength. He couldn’t focus, couldn’t plan, and worst of all—he couldn’t shake this gnawing feeling that having Luigi around was doing something to his family. His kids were acting softer, less focused on their own tasks, and they were constantly around Luigi. They had grown too attached to him. It was unnatural.
Just as Bowser was about to vent his frustrations with a fiery roar, the door to the throne room creaked open. Kamek, sensing his king’s foul mood, cautiously entered the room.
“My lord,” Kamek began carefully, “you seem troubled. Is there anything I can do to assist?”
Bowser’s sharp eyes snapped to Kamek, his scowl deepening. “I’m always troubled when things aren’t going my way, Kamek! This whole plan—it’s not working like it should. I have Mario’s brother as a prisoner, but instead of feeling like I’m one step ahead, I feel like I’m losing control!”
Kamek frowned, his eyes darting to the crumpled map on the table. “I see. This unease—it’s about Luigi, isn’t it?”
Bowser let out a huff of smoke. “Of course it’s about him! He’s supposed to be a prisoner, but look at how my kids are treating him! They’re dragging him all over the place like he’s part of the family! And he—he’s just going along with it! It’s driving me nuts, Kamek!”
Kamek adjusted his glasses and spoke with a measured tone. “Sire, if I may... perhaps this situation could be turned to your advantage.”
Bowser’s eyes narrowed. “How?”
“Well,” Kamek began, choosing his words carefully, “having Luigi here, bonding with your children, it gives us leverage. He’s a direct link to Mario, after all. The longer he stays, the more Mario will be willing to negotiate, should he find out about this... arrangement.”
Bowser crossed his arms, his scowl deepening as he considered Kamek’s words. “So, you’re saying I should let this go on? Let my kids run around with the enemy?”
“Not indefinitely, no,” Kamek replied quickly. “But for now, it keeps Luigi occupied and gives you time to solidify your plans. Once the children tire of him—or when the time is right—you can use Luigi to your advantage. Mario’s greatest weakness is his concern for his brother.”
Bowser grumbled, his tail flicking in irritation. “I don’t like it, but... I see your point. Still, I can’t stand this feeling, Kamek. My temper’s about to explode at the next little thing that goes wrong.”
Kamek gave a sympathetic nod. “Perhaps... a break from the children’s antics is in order, my lord? Focus on your plans and trust that when the time comes, Luigi will serve his purpose.”
Bowser grunted, his fiery breath flaring up for a moment before he sighed heavily. “Fine. But the moment this gets out of hand, I’m putting an end to it.”
Kamek bowed respectfully. “Of course, sire. I’ll keep a close eye on the situation.”
As Kamek exited the throne room, Bowser returned to pacing, though his steps were slower now, his thoughts less consumed by immediate anger. He couldn’t ignore the unease that lingered, but for now, he would wait. He just hoped that when the time came, he could regain the control he so desperately craved.


One evening, after dinner, Bowser finally decided it was time to confront Luigi directly. He had been watching the way his kids interacted with the plumber, and though it irked him to no end, he couldn’t deny that the Koopalings had been acting better. They were more cheerful, less quarrelsome, and, shockingly, even more cooperative with each other. This shift, while positive for his family, only deepened Bowser’s confusion.
He didn’t get it. What was it about this scrawny, cowardly plumber that made such a difference? Why did his kids, usually rowdy and headstrong, seem to gravitate towards Luigi? What was the big deal about him?
Deciding that he needed answers, Bowser made his way to the small room where Luigi had been staying—well, more like where Luigi had been allowed to stay when he wasn’t being dragged around by the Koopalings.
When Bowser reached the door, he didn’t bother knocking. Instead, he swung it open with enough force to rattle the frame. Luigi, who had been sitting on the edge of his bed, jumped to his feet, eyes wide with panic as Bowser’s hulking frame filled the doorway.
“B-Bowser!” Luigi stammered, taking an instinctive step back. His hands shot up in a defensive posture. “I-I swear, I wasn’t doing anything! I was just—”
“Relax, plumber,” Bowser growled, stepping into the room. His deep voice rumbled through the space like distant thunder. “I’m not here to squash you… yet.”
Luigi gulped, his entire body tense as he tried to gauge Bowser’s mood. “Y-yet?”
Bowser crossed his massive arms over his chest, glaring down at Luigi with narrowed eyes. The plumber, in comparison, looked like a nervous mouse cornered by a lion. Bowser snorted, watching as Luigi’s knees visibly wobbled.
“You’ve been getting pretty cozy with my kids, haven’t you?” Bowser rumbled, his tone low and intimidating.
Luigi blinked rapidly, unsure how to respond. “I-I… well, uh… they’ve been nice! I mean, they asked me to help them, and I—"
“That’s not what I asked,” Bowser interrupted, his voice sharp. “I want to know what the fuss is about. You’re supposed to be a prisoner, Luigi. Mario’s weaker, clumsier brother. So why are my kids so attached to you?”
Luigi swallowed hard, his mind racing. He wasn’t sure how to answer that without making things worse. “I… I dunno,” he admitted, fidgeting with his fingers. “I just… tried to be helpful, I guess? They, uh, seem like good kids, and—”
Bowser barked a laugh, his fiery breath flaring from his nostrils. “Good kids? Are you kidding me? They’re little monsters—chaotic, stubborn, and troublemakers.”
Luigi winced but continued cautiously. “Well… yeah, but… they care about each other. And you. A lot.”
Bowser's eyes flickered with something unreadable, but his scowl remained. He took a step closer, looming over Luigi, making the already terrified plumber feel even smaller. “You’re saying you get along with them because of that? Because they care?”
Luigi nodded quickly. “Y-Yeah, I mean… they’ve been nicer to each other since we started spending time together. And, well, I think they just needed someone to, uh… pay attention to them? Without yelling or threatening to burn the place down?”
Bowser’s fists clenched, and for a brief moment, Luigi wondered if he had just signed his own death warrant. But instead of an explosion of anger, Bowser let out a long, frustrated sigh.
“I don’t get it,” Bowser muttered, more to himself than to Luigi. He turned away, pacing slowly across the small room. “You’re just… you. A scared, nervous, green-clad joke. I don’t see why they’ve been acting like you’re some sort of… positive influence.”
Luigi, despite still being scared out of his wits, hesitated before speaking again. “Maybe it’s because… I don’t try to scare them?” he offered timidly.
Bowser stopped pacing and turned to glare at Luigi. “Are you saying I scare my own kids?”
Luigi quickly shook his head, waving his hands in protest. “No! No, that’s not what I meant! I-I just mean… sometimes they might feel like they need to live up to, uh, your expectations. And that can be kinda… stressful. For them. But with me, there’s no pressure. I don’t expect anything.”
Bowser narrowed his eyes, clearly mulling over Luigi’s words. “So you’re saying… I’m too hard on them?”
Luigi fumbled with his response, terrified of setting Bowser off. “Not exactly! It’s just… they look up to you, y’know? They want to impress you, but sometimes… they need a break. A little space to just… be themselves.”
Bowser let out another huff of smoke, but this time, it wasn’t filled with the same rage as before. He crossed his arms again, his expression unreadable as he stared down at Luigi.
“They’ve been better,” Bowser admitted after a long pause. “Less fighting. Less… chaos.” He sounded almost begrudging, as if it pained him to admit it.
Luigi nodded slowly. “Yeah, I’ve noticed. They seem happier, too. I-I mean, they’ve still got that… energy, but it’s more… positive?”
Bowser snorted again, but this time it sounded more like reluctant acceptance than outright irritation. He eyed Luigi for a moment longer, as if trying to figure out what to do with him.
“You’re a weird one, Luigi,” Bowser finally said, his tone still gruff but less menacing. “I don’t get you. I don’t get why my kids like you so much. But… I can’t deny that they’ve been better with you around.”
Luigi blinked, a little surprised at the softer tone. “Th-Thank you?”
Bowser growled, waving a clawed hand dismissively. “Don’t get cocky. This doesn’t mean I’m letting my guard down. You’re still Mario’s brother, and that means trouble.”
Luigi nodded quickly. “O-of course! I-I won’t do anything to upset things, I promise.”
Bowser glared at him for a moment longer before turning to leave. “Keep doing whatever it is you’re doing,” he muttered. “But remember—you’re still a prisoner here. One wrong move, and I won’t hesitate to remind you of that.”
With that, Bowser stomped out of the room, leaving Luigi standing there, trembling but oddly relieved. He wasn’t sure what to make of the conversation, but one thing was clear: as intimidating as Bowser was, even he seemed to recognize that Luigi’s presence had brought something positive to the Koopalings.
As the door closed, Luigi let out a shaky breath and collapsed back onto the bed, his heart still racing. He had survived an intimidating conversation with the King of the Koopas—and somehow, he had come out of it alive.

The next day, Kooper, as always, was in good spirits as he wandered through the castle, thinking about how much fun he and his siblings had been having with Luigi around. Despite the tense conversation between Luigi and Bowser the night before, everything seemed to have calmed down. But there was one thing bothering him—Luigi was still being kept in a small, dingy dungeon cell. It just didn’t seem right, especially considering how much Luigi had done for the Koopalings.
So, being the brash yet thoughtful older brother he was, Kooper decided it was time to do something about it. He had a plan, but convincing Bowser wasn’t going to be easy. He took a deep breath, heading toward the throne room where his father was likely still mulling over his latest schemes for conquering the Mushroom Kingdom.
As Kooper approached the doors, he hesitated for a moment, knowing full well that Bowser’s temper had been on edge lately. But he squared his shoulders, gave the door a firm push, and stepped inside.
Bowser was seated on his massive throne, hunched over a large table covered in battle plans. He barely acknowledged Kooper’s entrance, his fiery gaze locked on the map in front of him.
“Hey, Dad,” Kooper called, trying to sound casual as he strolled toward the throne.
Bowser grunted, not looking up from his work. “What is it, Kooper? I’m busy.”
Kooper took a deep breath, mentally preparing himself. “I wanted to talk to you about Luigi.”
At the mention of the plumber’s name, Bowser’s eyes narrowed, and he finally looked up. “What about him?”
“Well,” Kooper began, shifting his weight awkwardly, “he’s been, like, really helpful lately, right? I mean, we all like him. He’s done a lot for us, and I think… I think it’s kinda unfair that we’re still keeping him in the dungeon.”
Bowser’s brow furrowed, and his fiery eyes flashed. “He’s a prisoner, Kooper. Prisoners stay in the dungeon.”
Kooper winced at the stern tone but pressed on. “Yeah, I get that. But... it’s not like he’s trying to escape or anything. He’s been, uh, really cooperative. And we’ve all been doing better with him around, haven’t we?”
Bowser let out a deep growl, his claws digging into the edge of the table. “That’s what I don’t understand,” he grumbled. “Why are all of you so attached to him? He’s just a weak, bumbling plumber! Mario’s brother, no less!”
Kooper shrugged, trying to keep his tone light. “I dunno, Dad. I think it’s just because he’s, like… normal, y’know? He doesn’t push us to be anything, doesn’t get mad, and he’s been really patient with us—even when Morton’s being loud or Ludwig’s being a pain.”
Bowser grunted, leaning back in his throne. “So what are you saying, Kooper? That I should let the prisoner have free rein of the castle?”
Kooper held up his hands in a placating gesture. “No, no! I’m not saying that. Just… maybe he could have a proper room? Instead of that cold, damp dungeon? I mean, he’s been cooking for us, playing with us, and helping out. He’s not a threat, and he hasn’t tried to escape.”
Bowser’s frown deepened, and he crossed his massive arms over his chest. “And why should I agree to this? What’s in it for me, Kooper?”
Kooper thought quickly. “Well, think about it—if Luigi’s more comfortable, he’ll keep helping out around here. He’s already doing a lot, and if he’s not stuck in a dungeon, maybe he’d be even more useful. Plus, we’ll all be happier, and we’ll keep things running smoother. Less fighting, less trouble. You won’t have to worry about us as much.”
Bowser stared at Kooper for a long, tense moment, his fiery eyes narrowing as he considered his son’s words. The Koopa King’s jaw clenched, and Kooper could almost hear the internal debate raging in his father’s head.
Finally, Bowser let out a frustrated growl and leaned forward in his throne. “I don’t like it, Kooper. He’s still a prisoner. But... fine. He can have a room—a room,” Bowser emphasized, “not one of the fancy suites. Just something decent.”
Kooper’s eyes lit up, and he grinned. “Thanks, Dad! That’s all I’m asking for. We’ll keep an eye on him, I promise. He won’t cause any trouble.”
Bowser grumbled under his breath, clearly still not thrilled with the idea. “You’d better. Because if he tries anything, anything at all, he’s going back to that dungeon—and this time, I won’t be so lenient.”
Kooper gave a quick, enthusiastic nod. “Got it, Dad! I’ll make sure he stays in line.”
Bowser waved him off with a grunt. “Fine. Now get out of here. I’ve got plans to work on.”
Kooper didn’t need to be told twice. He turned on his heel and practically sprinted out of the throne room, a huge grin spreading across his face. He couldn’t wait to tell Luigi the good news.

Later that day, as Luigi sat in the small, dimly lit dungeon room that had been his home since arriving in Bowser’s castle, he heard the door creak open. His heart leapt in his chest, and for a brief moment, he feared that Bowser had changed his mind about their previous conversation.
But to his relief, it was Kooper who stepped inside, a big grin on his face.
“Hey, Luigi!” Kooper greeted, practically bouncing on his feet. “Guess what?”
Luigi blinked in surprise. “Uh... what?”
Kooper’s grin widened. “I convinced Dad to let you have an actual room! No more dungeon!”
Luigi’s eyes widened, his mouth dropping open in shock. “Wait, really?”
“Yep! You’ll get your own room, and you won’t have to sleep down here anymore. It’s not a suite or anything, but it’s way better than this,” Kooper explained, looking around the cold, damp cell with a grimace.
Luigi felt a wave of relief wash over him, and for the first time since arriving in the Koopa Kingdom, he let out a genuine sigh of contentment. “Th-thank you, Kooper! I-I don’t know what to say.”
Kooper shrugged, still grinning. “You don’t have to say anything. You’ve been awesome with us, so this is the least we can do. Just don’t go running off, or Dad’ll have your head—and mine.”
Luigi nodded quickly. “I-I won’t! I promise!”
Kooper patted him on the back. “Alright then. Let’s get you set up in your new place. You’ve earned it.”
As Kooper led Luigi out of the dungeon, Luigi couldn’t help but feel grateful—not just for the room, but for the strange, unexpected bond he had formed with Bowser’s children. Even if Bowser still saw him as a prisoner, Luigi couldn’t deny that he had found some small comfort in the chaos of the Koopa family.

Bowser had been struggling with a strange, new feeling. His usual iron grip on the castle had softened, and though he would never admit it, things had been... different. He couldn’t deny that his children had been behaving better since Luigi had come into the picture. Less fighting, more cooperation. Even Ludwig and Roy had stopped their usual bickering, if only for a few days. And that alone was a miracle.
Still, it frustrated Bowser that spending time with his kids increasingly meant crossing paths with Luigi. The Koopalings were almost never without him—whether it was Ludwig trying to impress Luigi with one of his new musical compositions, Lemmy dragging him into some ridiculous circus routine, or Junior proudly showing off his latest mechanical invention. It seemed like every family activity, no matter how small, now involved the plumber in some capacity.
Deciding that it was time to reclaim his role as the head of the family, Bowser made a deliberate choice to spend more time with his kids. He wanted to remind them who the real boss was, and maybe, just maybe, show that he could have fun with them too—without Luigi.
But Bowser’s plan didn’t go as smoothly as he had hoped.

The first attempt came when Bowser found himself in the courtyard, where Kooper, Morton, and Roy were sparring. Bowser watched from the shadows for a moment, his chest swelling with pride as his sons trained hard, showing off their strength. He was just about to step forward and join in, when he heard Morton shout, “LUIGI HELP! MORTON NEED STRATEGY!”
Bowser’s eye twitched as he watched Luigi, who had been watching from the sidelines, nervously approach the group. Morton grabbed Luigi by the shoulders and shook him excitedly. “MORTON NOT GOOD AT THINKING! YOU HELP!”
Luigi, clearly terrified but trying his best to be helpful, stammered, “Uh, m-maybe just focus on your strength, Morton? You’re really good at that!”
Bowser growled softly to himself. This was his moment with his kids, and now Luigi was in the middle of it! With a loud stomp, Bowser made his presence known.
“What’s going on here?” he boomed, his voice echoing through the courtyard.
All eyes turned toward Bowser, and the Koopalings immediately froze. Kooper gave a sheepish smile, while Morton and Roy exchanged glances.
“Hey, Dad!” Kooper greeted. “We were just sparring, y’know, getting some practice in. Luigi was giving Morton some tips.”
Bowser’s eyes flicked to Luigi, who was standing awkwardly between Morton and Roy. The plumber gave a weak wave. “H-hello, Bowser.”
Bowser grunted, glaring at Luigi for a moment before turning back to his sons. “Well, if anyone’s going to give real tips, it’s gonna be me,” he declared, his voice dripping with authority. “Step aside, Luigi.”
Luigi quickly backed away, looking relieved that Bowser wasn’t angry. The Koopalings, however, looked a bit disappointed.
“Uh, yeah, sure, Dad,” Kooper said, though his tone lacked the usual enthusiasm. “You’re always good at this stuff.”
Morton, who had been eagerly waiting for more advice, frowned and looked over at Luigi. “MORTON LIKE LUIGI TIPS...”
Bowser’s eye twitched again, but he pushed down the frustration. “Well, now you’ve got my tips. Let’s get to it!”
The session continued, but Bowser couldn’t shake the feeling that his kids had been more engaged when Luigi was involved. And that only made his temper flare more.

The next day, Bowser tried again. This time, he spotted Ludwig in the library, hunched over a grand piano, scribbling furiously on a piece of sheet music. Bowser smiled to himself—this was something he could appreciate. He knew Ludwig loved composing, and Bowser figured it was time to spend some quality time with his eldest son.
He strode into the library, his heavy footsteps announcing his arrival. “Ludwig!” Bowser called, his voice booming. “What are you working on?”
Ludwig looked up from his music, clearly surprised to see his father there. “Ah, Father,” he greeted with a small bow. “I’m composing a new symphony. It’s still in the early stages, but—”
“Good, good,” Bowser interrupted, walking over to peer at the sheet music. “You know, back in the day, I used to listen to music like this before big battles. Gotta get the blood pumping! Maybe you could write something like that for me?”
Ludwig blinked, clearly a little thrown off. “I… suppose I could, yes.”
Before Bowser could say anything else, the library door creaked open, and to Bowser’s dismay, in walked Luigi, carrying a tray with drinks.
“Ludwig, I brought the tea you asked for,” Luigi said, setting the tray down gently.
Bowser’s fists clenched, and Ludwig gave an awkward cough. “Ah, yes, thank you, Luigi. I needed something to keep my mind sharp.”
Luigi gave a polite smile, but when he saw Bowser glaring at him, his smile quickly faded. “O-oh! I didn’t realize you were here, Bowser! I-I’ll just, um, leave you two to it.”
Bowser growled under his breath as Luigi hurriedly excused himself. Ludwig, however, seemed a bit more distracted by Luigi’s exit than Bowser would’ve liked.
“Now,” Bowser grumbled, “about that symphony…”

The pattern continued over the next few days. Whether it was spending time with Junior and the triplets, who had roped Luigi into building a new toy train set, or Wendy, who kept dragging Luigi into helping her with her fashion projects, it seemed that wherever Bowser went to spend time with his kids, Luigi was already there. And, much to Bowser’s chagrin, the Koopalings seemed to enjoy Luigi’s company.
One evening, after yet another failed attempt to bond with his children without Luigi’s interference, Bowser stormed back to his throne room, his temper at its limit. Kamek, who had been waiting by the throne, noticed the deep scowl on Bowser’s face.
“My lord,” Kamek began carefully, “you seem troubled.”
Bowser growled, sinking into his throne with a heavy thud. “It’s that blasted plumber!” he spat. “Every time I try to spend time with my kids, he’s there! And worse—they actually like having him around!”
Kamek adjusted his glasses thoughtfully. “Perhaps, sire, this could be an opportunity.”
“An opportunity?” Bowser snapped. “How is this an opportunity?”
Kamek, unfazed by Bowser’s outburst, gave a measured nod. “Your children are happier and more cooperative with Luigi around. It may not be what you expected, but perhaps you could take advantage of this dynamic. Rather than seeing him as a nuisance, consider that Luigi’s presence could be beneficial for your relationship with them.”
Bowser grumbled, but Kamek’s words seemed to plant a seed of thought. He was about to argue when Junior suddenly burst into the throne room, beaming from ear to ear.
“Dad! Dad! Guess what Luigi just taught me!” Junior shouted excitedly, holding up a drawing of a new machine he wanted to build.
Bowser sighed, rubbing his temples as Junior eagerly showed him the design. He couldn’t escape it—Luigi had become part of the family dynamic, whether he liked it or not.
With a reluctant huff, Bowser finally muttered under his breath, “Fine. Maybe I’ll… give this a shot. But I’m not happy about it.”
Kamek smiled knowingly. “Of course, my lord. But perhaps, in time, you’ll find it’s not such a bad thing after all.”
Bowser, in his effort to be more involved, had resolved to do something he never thought he’d have to do—be civil to Luigi. The plumber had somehow managed to wedge himself into the Koopa family dynamic, and the Koopalings were clearly thriving with him around. Despite Bowser's initial frustration, he couldn’t ignore the fact that the castle had been running smoother, his kids were happier, and the tantrums were less frequent. Especially Wendy’s tantrums.
Wendy had always been a handful. When she didn’t get her way, her fits were the stuff of legend. She could bring the entire castle to its knees with a single tear or a loud scream, and Bowser—like any doting father—hated to see her upset. So, he often gave in to her demands just to keep the peace.
But lately, something had shifted. Wendy’s tantrums had become less explosive, and, to Bowser’s surprise, it was Luigi who seemed to be the key.

One evening, Bowser made his way to the dining hall. He had been trying to join the family more often for meals, despite his gruff exterior, and today was no exception. The moment he stepped into the hall, the smell of something delicious hit his nose. The Koopalings were already seated at the large table, eagerly awaiting dinner.
Wendy, as usual, was the center of attention. She was tapping her fingers impatiently on the table, clearly irritated by something.
“Where is my salad!?” Wendy huffed, crossing her arms. “I asked for it like, ten minutes ago!”
Bowser braced himself for the inevitable fit. Wendy’s tantrums could be triggered by the smallest inconveniences, and late food was often at the top of the list.
Just as Wendy was about to start raising her voice, Luigi entered the room with a tray of perfectly prepared salads. He approached Wendy first, placing her bowl in front of her with a gentle smile. “Sorry for the wait, Wendy. I made sure to add extra strawberries, just the way you like it.”
Wendy’s scowl softened instantly. She glanced at her salad, clearly pleased, and her irritation melted away as quickly as it had come. “Hmmph. Well, fine. But next time, don’t make me wait so long!” she said, but her voice lacked its usual venom.
Bowser, standing in the doorway, blinked in surprise. That’s it? He had been expecting a full-blown meltdown, but Luigi had defused the situation with a simple, calm gesture. Wendy was happily munching on her salad now, completely placated.
The rest of the meal went smoothly, with Luigi serving the Koopalings and making sure everyone had what they wanted. Bowser watched as his children—normally a rowdy, uncontrollable bunch—sat together peacefully, talking and eating without much fuss. Even Morton and Roy, who usually fought over the last helping of anything, were content.
When Luigi finally made his way to Bowser, holding out a plate, the Koopa King looked down at the food, then up at Luigi, who smiled nervously.
“Here you go, Bowser,” Luigi said, his voice slightly shaky. “Uh, I hope it’s to your liking.”
Bowser stared at the plate, half-expecting to be unimpressed. But when he took a bite, his eyes widened in shock. It was... delicious.
He cleared his throat, trying to hide his surprise. “It’s... good,” he grumbled, not meeting Luigi’s eyes.
Luigi exhaled a sigh of relief. “I’m glad you like it.”
As the meal continued, Bowser couldn’t help but observe how Luigi handled the Koopalings. Morton asked for seconds—loudly—and Luigi calmly served him without missing a beat. Lemmy, bouncing on his ball, nearly knocked over a tray of drinks, but Luigi managed to catch it with surprising grace, gently reminding Lemmy to be careful. Even Ludwig, who usually kept to himself, seemed to enjoy engaging Luigi in a discussion about classical music while they ate.
But it was Wendy who really caught Bowser’s attention. Normally, if something wasn’t perfect for her, it would mean a storm of tears and demands. But with Luigi, she seemed... calm. Content, even. Bowser had spent years bending over backward to keep Wendy from throwing tantrums, yet here was Luigi, managing her with ease.
When dinner ended and the Koopalings began to file out of the dining hall, Bowser lingered behind. Luigi stayed to clean up, as he always did, carefully gathering plates and utensils with a practiced efficiency.
“Hey, plumber,” Bowser called, his voice rough but lacking its usual bite.
Luigi froze mid-clean, his eyes wide. “Y-yes?”
Bowser shifted awkwardly, clearly uncomfortable but determined to get something off his chest. “Wendy... she’s usually... difficult. But I noticed she didn’t throw a fit tonight. How’d you manage that?”
Luigi blinked, clearly taken aback by the question. “Oh, um, well... I guess I just listened to her? Wendy’s got a strong personality, and she likes things a certain way. But, if you just show her that you care about the little things—like her salad—it seems to help. She’s not really that hard to deal with once you get to know her.”
Bowser frowned, scratching the back of his neck. “You’re saying all I have to do is listen?”
Luigi gave a small, nervous chuckle. “I mean, kinda? She just wants to feel heard. If you give her attention and show her that you’re paying attention to what she likes, she doesn’t really get upset.”
Bowser let out a deep huff, crossing his arms. “Hmph. I’ve always just given her what she wanted to stop her from crying. Didn’t think about it much beyond that.”
“Well,” Luigi said, choosing his words carefully, “I think she just wants to know you’re paying attention. She looks up to you, y’know?”
Bowser grunted, not fully ready to accept the idea, but something about what Luigi said struck a chord with him. He hadn’t thought about Wendy’s demands that way before. Maybe there was more to her tantrums than just wanting stuff.
For a moment, the two stood in silence. Luigi continued cleaning, while Bowser mulled over the idea in his head.
Finally, Bowser spoke again, his voice gruff but a little softer than before. “You’re good with them. The kids, I mean.”
Luigi blinked in surprise. “Oh! Th-thank you! I just... I just try my best.”
Bowser nodded, though his expression remained unreadable. “Hmph. Don’t get used to the compliments, plumber. You’re still Mario’s brother.”
Luigi smiled weakly, understanding the Koopa King’s reluctance. “Understood.”
As Bowser turned to leave the dining hall, he couldn’t shake the feeling that maybe, just maybe, having Luigi around wasn’t the worst thing after all. The Koopalings were thriving, and Wendy—his most difficult child—was happy. That, in itself, was worth putting up with the plumber a little longer.
For now.
The day of the beach trip had arrived, and it was a surprisingly sunny, clear day in the Koopa Kingdom. Bowser, for once, wasn’t focusing on battle plans or schemes. Instead, he had been convinced—mostly by his children—to take a break and spend some time with the family. The idea of a beach trip, though strange to him at first, seemed like a decent opportunity to relax. Plus, it would give him a chance to bond with his kids, which he had been trying to do more of lately.
Of course, Luigi was going to be dragged along.
Bowser, still ever cautious, had insisted that Luigi remain tethered during the trip. Kamek, always wary of the Mario brothers, had conjured up a magical rope that was securely fastened around Luigi’s waist. A team of extra guards had been brought along to keep an eye on everything, but it was clear that the trip was meant to be a family affair.
As they arrived at the beach, the Koopalings practically exploded out of the flying ship, already shouting and running toward the water. Lemmy was bouncing on his ball, laughing loudly as he sped toward the shoreline. Larry and Iggy raced after him, eager to see who could make it to the water first.
Kooper, acting as the responsible older brother, walked alongside Ludwig, who seemed more interested in the horizon and the sound of the ocean than joining his younger siblings in their antics.
Wendy, naturally, was already posing dramatically in her beach outfit, insisting that she looked fabulous as she adjusted her sunhat. Morton and Roy, meanwhile, were carrying large beach balls and towels, preparing to claim a spot for the family. Junior was running in circles around them, full of energy, while Red, Green, and Blue toddled along behind him, giggling.
Luigi, with the magical leash firmly in place, shuffled out of the ship cautiously. Bowser stood nearby, arms crossed as he watched his children scatter across the beach. He glanced at Luigi with a grunt. “You better not try anything funny, plumber. I’ve got eyes on you.”
Luigi, visibly nervous but trying to maintain his composure, nodded quickly. “N-no, I won’t! Just here to help with the kids, that’s all.”
Bowser grumbled in response, though his expression softened slightly. Truth be told, he had grown used to Luigi being around. The plumber wasn’t exactly his favorite person, but the Koopalings clearly adored him, and he had to admit—begrudgingly—that Luigi was good with them.
The beach was soon alive with the sound of the Koopalings’ laughter and shouts of excitement. Lemmy, ever the showman, had already started balancing on his ball in the water, much to the amusement of his siblings. Ludwig, meanwhile, had settled himself under an umbrella with a notebook, sketching musical notes while watching the waves with a thoughtful expression.
Wendy, true to form, had dragged Luigi into helping her set up her “perfect” beach spot, demanding that the towels be arranged just so and that the umbrella provide the perfect amount of shade. Luigi, to his credit, complied with her every demand, and soon Wendy was lounging with a contented sigh.
Bowser, watching all of this unfold, couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride. His kids were happy, laughing, and for once, not causing any major disasters. Even Morton and Roy, who normally spent half their time fighting, were playing beach volleyball together—though their idea of “playing” seemed to involve launching the ball with as much force as possible.
After a while, Bowser decided to join in. He lumbered over to where Morton, Roy, and Junior were playing, kicking up sand as he moved. “Alright, let’s see if you weaklings can handle the King of the Koopas!” he boomed, a grin spreading across his face.
Morton’s eyes lit up, and he flexed his muscles proudly. “MORTON STRONG! MORTON READY!” he declared loudly.
Roy snorted, adjusting his sunglasses. “You’re on, Dad.”
Junior hopped up and down excitedly, eager to have his father join the game. “Yeah! Let’s see what you’ve got, Dad!”
The game quickly turned into a loud, chaotic mess, with Bowser and his sons spiking the ball back and forth with enough force to shake the sand. Roy and Morton took turns boasting about their strength, while Junior tried his best to keep up. Bowser, however, was clearly having fun, and the deep rumble of his laughter could be heard over the shouts.
Luigi, watching from a safe distance while still tethered to the magical leash, was amazed. For all his time dealing with Bowser as an enemy, he had never seen this side of him. The Koopa King wasn’t just some tyrant who barked orders—he was a father who genuinely cared about his kids. Bowser laughed with them, played with them, and even gave them encouraging slaps on the back when they did well.
It was a strange sight, seeing Bowser like this, but Luigi couldn’t help but smile. There was something endearing about the way Bowser interacted with each of his children.
Nearby, Wendy was lounging peacefully, sipping a drink that Luigi had fetched for her. She glanced over at her brothers playing with their father and huffed. “They’re so loud,” she muttered, though there was no real malice in her voice.
Luigi chuckled softly. “They’re just having fun. Your dad’s, uh, really good with them.”
Wendy shrugged, adjusting her sunglasses. “He’s okay, I guess. He always gives me what I want, so I can’t complain.” She smirked, clearly satisfied with the arrangement.
Luigi nodded, but he couldn’t help but notice that even Wendy seemed more relaxed. There were no tantrums today—just a girl enjoying her day at the beach, with her family nearby.
As the day wore on, Bowser eventually made his way over to where Ludwig had been quietly composing. The eldest Koopaling looked up from his notebook as his father approached.
“Still working, Ludwig?” Bowser asked, raising an eyebrow.
Ludwig nodded. “Yes, Father. The sound of the ocean is quite inspiring. I’m working on a new movement for my symphony.”
Bowser grunted approvingly. “Good. Just make sure to take a break once in a while. It’s a beach day, after all.”
Ludwig gave a rare smile. “Of course, Father.”
Bowser glanced around the beach, taking in the sight of all his children enjoying themselves. Lemmy was still performing tricks on his ball, much to the delight of Larry and Iggy. Wendy was lounging, as expected, and Morton and Roy were now building a sandcastle with Junior and the triplets, who were busily packing sand into buckets.
It was a rare moment of peace for the Koopa King, and for once, he allowed himself to enjoy it.
Luigi, tethered as he was, had quietly watched it all unfold. And for the first time, he truly saw Bowser not as an enemy, but as a father—one who cared deeply for each of his children, even if he showed it in his own gruff way.
As the sun began to set, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink, Bowser stood at the water’s edge, looking out at the horizon. The Koopalings were still playing, but the energy of the day had begun to wind down.
Bowser glanced over at Luigi, who was standing nearby, still bound by the leash but clearly no longer a threat. The Koopa King grunted, crossing his arms.
“You did good today, plumber,” Bowser muttered.
Luigi blinked in surprise. “Oh, um, thanks, Bowser. I just—wanted to help.”
Bowser nodded, his expression softening ever so slightly. “Yeah, well... don’t get too comfortable. But... you’re not as useless as I thought.”
Luigi smiled nervously. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”
With a huff, Bowser turned back toward the water, the faintest hint of a grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. The beach trip had been a success, and for now, he was content.
For once, everything felt right.

As the days passed, Luigi began to settle into his strange new life at Bowser’s castle. The Koopalings had become his unexpected companions, and though he still wore the magical rope that kept him tethered and under supervision, he found a strange sense of routine. The chaos of the Koopa family was oddly comforting in a way, but even in the midst of all this, he couldn’t stop his thoughts from drifting back to his home.
At night, when the castle quieted and the Koopalings were asleep, Luigi would lie in his bed and stare at the ceiling, wondering if anyone was looking for him. He missed the smell of the mushroom fields, the quiet evenings in his little house, and most of all, he missed his brother. Mario had always been the one to get him out of tough spots, and Luigi had no doubt that Mario would be looking for him now. But it had been weeks, and there was still no sign of rescue.
“I wonder if they even know where I am…” Luigi muttered to himself one evening. He wasn’t being mistreated—far from it, in fact. The Koopalings had become almost fond of him, and even Bowser had begun to tolerate his presence. But despite everything, this wasn’t home.
The children were lovely in their own chaotic way, and the castle was more of a bustling family environment than he ever would have imagined. But the longer Luigi stayed, the more his heart ached for the simplicity of his life back in the Mushroom Kingdom. The thought of seeing his little home again, tending to his garden, and sharing a quiet dinner with Mario made him long for freedom even more.

Meanwhile, in the Mushroom Kingdom, Mario and Princess Peach were hard at work. They knew Luigi had been taken—reports had come in of a raid on Toad Town, and Luigi had been spotted being dragged away by Bowser’s minions. Ever since then, Mario had been relentless in his search for his brother. Peach, knowing how much Luigi meant to both Mario and the kingdom, had offered her full support.
They had already scoured several Koopa outposts, storming fortress after fortress, only to come up empty-handed each time. Every castle they invaded was either empty or housed no sign of Luigi. The trail had gone cold, but Mario refused to give up.
“Don’t worry, Peach,” Mario said with determination as they left yet another empty stronghold. “I know he’s out there. We just need to find the right place.”
Peach, though tired from the relentless searching, nodded supportively. “We’ll find him, Mario. I’m sure of it. But we need to figure out where Bowser’s keeping him.”
Mario frowned, his brow furrowed in thought. “Bowser’s been smart this time. He’s keeping Luigi somewhere we haven’t thought of yet. But I know Bowser, and if we keep pushing, he’ll slip up. We just need to get to Bowser himself.”
“But how?” Peach asked, her voice tinged with concern. “He’s fortified his main castle, and every lead we’ve followed so far has been a dead end.”
Mario clenched his fists, his determination unwavering. “If we can’t find a way in, we’ll make one. Bowser’s gotta have a weak point somewhere.”
Peach placed a hand on Mario’s shoulder. “We’ll figure it out, Mario. Luigi’s strong. He’ll hold on until we get to him.”
Mario smiled at her, grateful for her support. “Thanks, Peach. I just... I just want him back home.”

Back in Bowser’s castle, Luigi wandered through the hallways, lost in thought. He had grown used to the castle’s sprawling layout, and the guards barely paid him any attention now. His life here wasn’t bad by any stretch, but it was far from what he wanted.
As he passed the large windows overlooking the volcanic landscape outside, Luigi’s thoughts drifted to Mario. His brother had always been the brave one, the one who charged headfirst into danger. Luigi, on the other hand, was often left in the background, a little too scared to take the lead. But in this strange new world of the Koopa Kingdom, Luigi had found himself in a unique role—he wasn’t just surviving, he was helping.
The Koopalings had come to rely on him in ways that still surprised him. He had never seen himself as particularly strong or brave, but here, he had somehow become a calming presence, a mediator when fights broke out, and a caretaker when someone needed something. Even Bowser, for all his bluster, seemed to acknowledge Luigi’s place in the castle.
But that didn’t change the fact that Luigi wanted to go home. He missed Mario, missed the simplicity of life in the Mushroom Kingdom, and though he had grown fond of the Koopa family, he knew this wasn’t where he belonged.
One evening, after dinner, Luigi sat alone in his room, staring out at the darkening sky. He wondered if Mario was out there somewhere, still looking for him.
“Where are you, bro?” Luigi whispered to the night.

Mario and Peach had regrouped with Toadsworth back at Peach’s castle, poring over maps and old records of Bowser’s known fortresses.
“There’s gotta be something we’re missing,” Mario said, pacing back and forth. “We’ve hit almost every outpost, and none of them had Luigi. That means he’s somewhere bigger, more guarded.”
Toadsworth, wringing his hands nervously, spoke up. “Your Highness, Mario, what if Bowser’s keeping him in his main castle? The one deep in the Dark Lands?”
Mario paused, considering the idea. “That’s Bowser’s most fortified stronghold. It would make sense—he’d keep Luigi somewhere only he can access.”
Peach nodded in agreement. “It’s risky, but if Luigi’s there, we have to try. We’ll need a plan. A good one.”
Mario’s face hardened with determination. “We’ll get him back, no matter what. If Bowser thinks he can keep my brother hidden, he’s got another thing coming.”
And with that, Mario and Peach began to prepare for the most dangerous part of their mission yet: infiltrating Bowser’s main castle.

Meanwhile, Luigi continued to adjust to life at Bowser’s castle. The Koopalings treated him like part of the family now, and even Bowser seemed less hostile toward him. But every night, Luigi would lie in bed, thinking of home. He wondered how long it would be before Mario found him—or if he even would.

It had been a long day at Bowser’s castle. The Koopalings, having worn themselves out with one of their usual chaotic games, had finally gone to bed. The castle, which was normally filled with the sounds of laughter, bickering, and the occasional explosion, was unusually quiet.
Luigi found himself in the kitchen, preparing tea for himself—a ritual he had developed in his time at the castle. The calm of the evening was a rare moment when he could relax and gather his thoughts. But even in this quiet time, his thoughts often drifted back to Mario and home.
As he poured the hot water into a cup, he heard the familiar sound of heavy footsteps behind him. He turned to see Bowser, standing in the doorway, arms crossed, his usual imposing figure looking strangely out of place in the dimly lit kitchen.
Luigi tensed for a moment, unsure of why Bowser was there. It wasn’t often that they crossed paths without the Koopalings or some business to attend to.
“Uh, h-hello, Bowser,” Luigi stammered nervously, setting the teapot down. “Everything okay?”
Bowser grunted, his fiery eyes flicking to the teapot and then back to Luigi. “I smelled tea,” he said, his voice lacking its usual harshness. “I, uh... came to see what you were doing.”
Luigi blinked, surprised. “Oh, well... I was just making some tea before bed. Do you... want some?”
Bowser raised an eyebrow, as if the offer had caught him off guard. For a moment, there was a tense silence. Then, much to Luigi’s surprise, Bowser nodded.
“Yeah... sure,” he muttered, walking into the kitchen and sitting at the large wooden table with a heavy thud.
Luigi quickly scrambled to grab another cup, pouring Bowser a drink before sitting down across from him. The two sat in awkward silence for a few moments, sipping their tea. Luigi wasn’t sure what to say—this was the longest they had ever been in a room together without Bowser giving him a command or growling about something.
Finally, Bowser spoke, his voice quieter than usual. “The kids seem to like you,” he grumbled, staring into his cup.
Luigi looked up, caught off guard by the statement. “Oh... uh, yeah, I guess. They’re... nice kids. In their own way.”
Bowser snorted, though not in an angry way. “Nice? They’re a handful. Always have been.”
Luigi smiled a little. “Yeah, they can be... but they really look up to you.”
Bowser let out a long sigh, leaning back in his chair. For a moment, his usual gruff exterior seemed to soften. “It’s not easy, y’know. Keeping them in line, trying to be a good dad, and... running a kingdom. They drive me crazy sometimes. Especially Wendy.” He chuckled softly, shaking his head. “But... they mean everything to me.”
Luigi blinked, surprised at Bowser’s openness. It wasn’t often that Bowser let anyone see this side of him—the side that wasn’t all fire and fury, but rather a father who cared deeply for his children.
“They love you, you know,” Luigi said softly. “I see it every day. Even when they’re driving you crazy, they look up to you. You’re a... really good dad.”
Bowser grunted, his gaze softening slightly as he looked down at the tea in his hands. “Yeah, well... I try. Sometimes I wonder if I’m doing it right. Wendy’s always throwing tantrums, Ludwig’s got that ‘better-than-everyone’ attitude, and Morton... well, Morton’s just loud.” He paused, then let out a low, rumbling laugh. “But they’re mine. I wouldn’t trade ‘em for anything.”
Luigi couldn’t help but smile. For all of Bowser’s flaws, it was clear that he loved his children fiercely. It reminded Luigi of his own relationship with Mario—how, no matter what, they always had each other’s backs.
“You’re doing fine,” Luigi said, a bit more confidently now. “They’re happy. That’s what matters.”
Bowser glanced at Luigi, his expression unreadable for a moment. Then, to Luigi’s surprise, Bowser let out a deep sigh and set his cup down.
“You’re not what I expected, Luigi,” Bowser admitted, his voice low but lacking its usual edge. “When I had you brought here, I thought you’d be like your brother. Always causing trouble, trying to escape. But you... you’ve been good to the kids. Better than I would’ve thought.”
Luigi felt a strange warmth in his chest at the unexpected compliment. “I-I just wanted to help. They’re... they’re good kids, even if they’re a bit wild.”
Bowser chuckled again. “Yeah, wild’s an understatement.” He leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms over his chest. “Y’know, you’re not so bad, plumber. I’ve been keeping an eye on you, and I can see why the kids like having you around. You’ve been... useful.”
Luigi, though still nervous, smiled. “Th-thank you, Bowser. I’ve, uh... actually enjoyed spending time with them. It’s been... different.”
Bowser nodded, though his expression became more serious. “You miss home, don’t you?”
The question hit Luigi like a brick. He hadn’t expected Bowser to be so perceptive, and for a moment, he didn’t know how to respond. Finally, he nodded. “Yeah... I do. I miss my brother. And my home.”
Bowser was silent for a moment, his fiery eyes narrowing slightly as he stared into the distance. “I get it. Family’s important. You do what you have to for them, no matter what.”
Luigi looked up at Bowser, surprised to find a deeper understanding in his voice. For all their differences, they shared one thing in common—an unwavering love for their families.
“I’m sure Mario’s out there looking for you,” Bowser said gruffly. “He’s probably tearing up every fortress he can find. Knowing him, he’ll show up sooner or later.”
Luigi nodded, though a part of him couldn’t help but feel conflicted. “Yeah... I know he will.”
The two sat in silence for a while longer, the tension that had always existed between them seemingly dissipating for the moment. In that quiet kitchen, over a simple cup of tea, Luigi realized something unexpected—Bowser wasn’t just the tyrant who kidnapped Princess Peach and caused chaos. He was a father, a leader, and in his own way, someone who understood the importance of family just as much as Luigi did.
Bowser stood up after a while, stretching his large arms with a grunt. “Anyway, you’re still a prisoner, so don’t go getting any ideas. But... I guess you’re not the worst company.”
Luigi chuckled softly. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”
With a final nod, Bowser turned and headed for the door, his heavy footsteps echoing through the empty kitchen. As he reached the doorway, he paused, looking back at Luigi.
“Get some rest, plumber. Tomorrow’s another day with the kids, and they’re gonna need you.”
Luigi smiled warmly. “Goodnight, Bowser.”
With that, Bowser left the room, leaving Luigi alone with his thoughts. It had been a strange night—a night where the lines between captor and captive had blurred, if only for a moment. As Luigi sipped the last of his tea, he couldn’t help but feel that, in some small way, he and Bowser had begun to understand each other.
And though Luigi still longed for home, he knew that this unexpected bond with the Koopa King—and his chaotic brood—was something he wouldn’t soon forget.
As the days in Bowser's castle turned into weeks, Luigi found himself settling into an unexpected role—one that he never imagined he'd take on. Despite being a prisoner, the Koopalings had come to rely on him more and more, and, in a way, he had become something of a caretaker. This was especially true for the youngest of the Koopa brood: the triplets, Red, Green, and Blue, who were only three years old.
Each of the triplets had their own distinct personality, and while they could be a handful, Luigi had grown fond of them. He saw pieces of himself in them, especially in Blue, and that made caring for them feel strangely natural.

One morning, Luigi found himself in the castle’s playroom, watching over the triplets while the older Koopalings were busy with their own activities. The room was filled with toys and colorful blocks scattered across the floor, but the three little Koopas seemed more interested in clinging to Luigi than playing with the toys.
Red, the grumpy one, sat on the floor with his arms crossed, glaring at nothing in particular. He was always the most difficult to please, constantly frowning or grumbling about something.
Green, on the other hand, was his usual cheerful self. He bounced around Luigi, giggling and tugging on his pants leg, eager for attention and always full of energy.
Then there was Blue, the sensitive one. He sat quietly by Luigi’s side, clutching a small stuffed Goomba and sniffling every so often. Blue was prone to tears, easily overwhelmed by even the smallest things. Luigi could see so much of his younger self in Blue—the fear, the anxiety, the sensitivity.
Luigi knelt down, smiling gently at the three hatchlings. "Alright, you guys. What do you want to do today?"
Green was the first to speak up, his little hands tugging on Luigi’s sleeve. “Play blocks! Play blocks!” he shouted enthusiastically, his eyes wide with excitement.
Red, still pouting, shot Green an annoyed look. “No! Blocks boring. Red want... fight!” He swung his little fists in the air, mimicking what he had seen Roy and Morton do during their sparring sessions.
Luigi chuckled softly, shaking his head. "Now, now, Red, we’re not doing any fighting today. How about we find something else to do, huh?"
Red scowled, clearly displeased with the suggestion, but didn’t argue further. Instead, he huffed and sat back down, his little arms crossed over his chest as if the world was out to get him.
Blue, still quiet, sniffled again and tugged on Luigi’s shirt. “Luigi... Blue sad,” he mumbled, his voice trembling slightly.
Luigi’s heart softened instantly. He knelt down beside Blue, gently rubbing his back. “What’s wrong, Blue? Why are you sad?”
Blue wiped his eyes with the back of his hand and looked up at Luigi with big, watery eyes. “Blue... Blue just feel sad. Don’t know why.”
Luigi nodded, understanding completely. He remembered being that way as a child—crying for no reason, feeling overwhelmed by emotions he couldn’t explain. Mario had always been the strong one, but Luigi... he had always been the sensitive one.
“That’s okay, Blue,” Luigi said softly. “Sometimes you just feel sad, and that’s alright. I used to be like that too, y’know?”
Blue blinked up at him, surprised. “You... you did?”
Luigi smiled warmly. “Yeah. I cried a lot when I was little. But you know what? It’s okay to cry when you’re sad. I’ll always be here to listen.”
Blue sniffled again but seemed comforted by Luigi’s words. He leaned into Luigi’s side, clutching his stuffed Goomba a little tighter.
Luigi gave Blue a reassuring pat on the back before turning his attention to Red and Green, who were still sitting nearby.
“How about this,” Luigi said, clapping his hands together. “We’ll build a fort out of the blocks, and then you can play fight in the fort, Red. Sound good?”
Green’s eyes lit up, and he immediately ran over to the pile of blocks. “Yes! Fort! Fort!”
Red, though still frowning, seemed to consider the idea. After a moment, he grunted in approval. “Fine... but fort gotta be big. Like Bowser big.”
Luigi chuckled and gave Red a thumbs-up. “Deal. We’ll make the biggest fort in the whole castle.”
As they set to work building the block fort, Luigi kept a close eye on the triplets, making sure each of them felt included and happy. Green was in charge of stacking the blocks, his happy giggles filling the room as he built tall towers. Red, still grumpy, helped guide where the blocks should go, making sure the fort was “battle ready.” And Blue, still clutching his stuffed Goomba, sat close to Luigi, occasionally handing him a block and watching the fort take shape.
Before long, they had constructed a surprisingly large and impressive block fort. Green cheered, jumping up and down in excitement, while Red puffed out his chest with pride.
“Fort done! Now... Red fight!” Red declared, immediately starting to swing his tiny fists at imaginary enemies.
Luigi smiled and sat back, watching the triplets play in the fort. Even Blue had started to join in, his earlier sadness forgotten as he pretended to defend the fort from invisible attackers.
As the triplets played, Luigi couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of affection for them. He had never imagined himself in this kind of role—being a caretaker, almost like a mother figure—but here he was. And, surprisingly, it felt... right.

Later that afternoon, Bowser passed by the playroom and peeked inside, curious to see what chaos the triplets were causing. Instead of the usual mess and crying, he found something unexpected.
There, in the middle of the room, was Luigi, surrounded by the triplets, all of them playing peacefully in the block fort they had built together. Red was still trying to look tough, swinging his little fists, while Green giggled and cheered him on. Blue sat close to Luigi, a smile on his face as he watched his brothers.
Bowser narrowed his eyes, watching for a moment longer. He had noticed how the triplets had taken to Luigi—how they clung to him, sought him out for comfort, and seemed to feel safe around him. It was strange, seeing the plumber in this role, but Bowser couldn’t deny that Luigi had a way with the children that no one else in the castle had.
Bowser grunted, shaking his head. “Hmph. Who would’ve thought...”
He turned and walked away, leaving Luigi and the triplets to their game. As much as Bowser would never admit it out loud, he was starting to appreciate the plumber’s presence more and more. The kids were happier, and, if Bowser was honest with himself, the castle felt a little brighter with Luigi around.

Back in the playroom, Luigi sat with Blue nestled against his side, the other two triplets still playing in the fort. He smiled to himself, feeling a sense of peace he hadn’t felt in a long time.
Maybe, just maybe, he was making a difference here—even if it wasn’t exactly where he thought he’d be.
Luigi was finally enjoying a rare moment of peace in his little room. The hustle and chaos of the Koopa family had, for once, died down, and he relished the quiet. Sitting with a cup of tea, he stared out the small window, lost in thought. He had grown used to the madness of Bowser’s castle, but there were still times when he longed for the simplicity of his own home.
Just as he was about to take another sip, there was a loud bang from somewhere deep in the castle, followed by a series of frantic, echoing footsteps. Luigi’s heart sank as the unmistakable sound of pipes rattling reverberated through the walls. He knew what that meant—plumbing problems. And in a castle as vast and complicated as Bowser's, those kinds of problems could get messy.
A few minutes later, there was a knock at his door. Before Luigi could even respond, the door flew open, and Iggy burst into the room, his eyes wide with excitement.
“Luigi! Luigi!” Iggy shouted, bouncing on his heels. “There’s something wrong with the pipes! They’re making all kinds of weird noises, and I think one of them burst! You have to come see!”
Luigi blinked, momentarily overwhelmed by Iggy’s manic energy. “Uh, pipes? Burst?” he stammered, setting his tea down. “Okay, okay, just calm down. I’ll come take a look.”
Iggy’s excitement only seemed to grow as he led Luigi through the winding corridors of the castle, his fast-paced rambling filling the air. “I love pipes! They’re so interesting, aren’t they? The way they connect everything, the flow of water, the pressure, the mechanics! It’s like a big puzzle, and I love puzzles!”
Luigi, while accustomed to Iggy’s hyperactive nature, still found himself slightly unnerved by the Koopaling’s manic laughter. Iggy had a way of making even the most mundane problems sound like the most exciting thing in the world. But despite his eccentric behavior, Luigi knew that Iggy was incredibly smart—maybe even the smartest of all the Koopalings.
As they reached the basement where the plumbing was located, Luigi saw exactly what he had feared: a burst pipe spraying water everywhere, flooding the floor. The sound of gurgling water and the constant clanking of the castle’s ancient plumbing filled the air.
“Oh boy,” Luigi muttered, taking off his hat and rubbing the back of his neck. “This is gonna be a big one.”
Iggy, however, was practically bouncing in place, his eyes sparkling as he observed the burst pipe. “Isn’t this great!? I mean, it’s terrible for the castle, but look at it! The mechanics are fascinating! I wonder if the pressure buildup in the auxiliary pipe caused a backflow, which then caused the main pipe to burst. Ooh, ooh! Or maybe there’s an air pocket in the system that destabilized the pressure! What do you think, Luigi!?”
Luigi blinked, a little overwhelmed by Iggy’s enthusiasm. “Uh, yeah… maybe,” he said cautiously, stepping forward to get a better look at the damage.
He knelt down next to the pipe, his years of experience as a plumber kicking in. The crack was pretty bad, and water was gushing out with significant force. But Luigi had seen worse. He just needed to patch it up quickly before the flooding got any worse.
“Iggy, can you hand me that wrench?” Luigi asked, pointing to the toolbox nearby.
Iggy, still grinning from ear to ear, dashed over to the toolbox and grabbed the wrench, holding it out to Luigi as if it were the most exciting thing in the world. “Here you go! This is amazing! I can’t wait to see how you fix it!”
Luigi smiled nervously, taking the wrench. “It’s really just basic plumbing, Iggy. Nothing too fancy.”
“But that’s what makes it so interesting!” Iggy exclaimed, his hands waving in the air. “It’s the foundation of everything! Without working pipes, nothing functions! The water flow, the pressure dynamics—it’s brilliant! I can’t believe you get to do this all the time! You must love it!”
Luigi chuckled awkwardly. “Well, I wouldn’t say I love it, but it’s what I do. You just gotta be patient and careful. Pipes are finicky.”
As Luigi worked on sealing the crack and securing the pipe, Iggy crouched down beside him, his bright eyes watching Luigi’s every move. Despite his usual chaotic energy, Iggy was surprisingly focused, absorbing every detail of the repair process.
Luigi could feel Iggy’s intense gaze on him, and while it was a little unnerving, he couldn’t help but admire the kid’s enthusiasm. Most of the Koopalings wouldn’t give plumbing a second thought, but Iggy seemed genuinely fascinated by it.
“See, the trick is to relieve the pressure first,” Luigi explained as he carefully adjusted the pipe. “If you don’t, it’ll just keep leaking, no matter how much you patch it.”
Iggy nodded eagerly, his head bobbing up and down. “Right, right! That makes sense! Gotta balance the system! That’s like with my inventions! If you don’t stabilize the core energy, everything blows up! Well, not everything, but most things.”
Luigi winced at the idea of Iggy’s inventions exploding. “Uh, yeah, I guess it’s kinda like that,” he said, focusing on tightening the bolts.
Iggy giggled to himself, clearly pleased with the comparison. “I love this! You’re like, a genius with pipes! I should make something that uses pipes! Maybe a pipe-powered airship! Or—or a plumbing-powered cannon! Think of the possibilities!”
Luigi wasn’t sure how to respond to that, but he decided it was probably best to let Iggy’s imagination run wild. After a few more minutes of careful adjustments and some patchwork, Luigi finally managed to stop the leak. The water stopped gushing, and the pipes were securely back in place.
“There, all done,” Luigi said, standing up and wiping his brow. “The pipe should hold for now, but it might need a more permanent fix later.”
Iggy practically jumped to his feet, clapping his hands excitedly. “That was amazing! You’re like the master of pipes! I gotta tell the others! No—wait—I gotta make something with pipes! This is inspiration!”
Before Luigi could say anything, Iggy dashed out of the basement, his manic laughter echoing through the halls as he sprinted off to his workshop, no doubt to start some new, bizarre invention.
Luigi shook his head with a soft chuckle. “That kid... He’s a little crazy, but he means well.”
As Luigi cleaned up the tools and prepared to head back to his room, he couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of accomplishment. Sure, fixing a burst pipe wasn’t exactly the grandest of tasks, but in the Koopa Kingdom, even small victories felt like something.
And as much as Iggy’s hyperactive nature had unnerved him at first, Luigi couldn’t help but appreciate the kid’s enthusiasm. It reminded him of his own younger days, back when he and Mario would tinker with pipes and mechanics together.
With the pipe fixed and the castle back in order, Luigi returned to his room, grateful for the brief moment of peace—but knowing full well that, with Iggy’s latest burst of inspiration, things were bound to get interesting again very soon.
Luigi was spending a rare quiet afternoon in Bowser’s castle when a knock on his door interrupted the calm. Before he could even answer, the door burst open, and in bounced Lemmy, balancing precariously on top of his signature ball, while Larry trailed behind, adjusting his hair in the reflection of the polished walls.
"Hey, Luigi! Wanna play?" Lemmy squeaked excitedly, wobbling on his ball but somehow never falling off. His energy was boundless, his high-pitched voice filling the small room. Larry, looking more composed but no less eager, leaned casually against the doorframe.
Luigi smiled warmly, setting aside the book he had been reading. "Sure, why not? What do you two have in mind?"
"Let's do circus stuff!" Lemmy exclaimed, hopping off his ball for a moment and launching into a handstand before spinning back onto the ball with surprising grace. "You can be the audience, or you could try balancing like me! It’s fun!" His laugh was infectious, and he started rolling around the room on his ball, making wide, clumsy loops.
Larry, always more reserved than his hyperactive brother, ran a hand through his blue-tinted mohawk, trying to keep it perfectly in place. "Or we could do something cooler," he suggested. "Like sports. We could bowl or play tennis or something. Gotta keep my skills sharp."
Luigi chuckled nervously, looking between the two brothers. Spending time with the Koopalings had become a regular part of his life, but every one of them had such unique personalities, it always kept him on his toes. "Why don’t we start with a little circus stuff for Lemmy, then we can do some sports for Larry after?"
Lemmy squealed in excitement, clapping his hands. "Yes! Yes! Circus first!"
Luigi was still adjusting to Lemmy's boundless energy. The little Koopa loved balancing on his ball, performing tricks, and generally treating life like one long circus act. His clownish antics reminded Luigi of the carefree innocence of childhood, something that Lemmy seemed to cling to despite his place in Bowser's family. But it was also a little exhausting just keeping up with him.
Lemmy immediately launched into his performance, flipping onto his ball and starting his routine. He bounced around Luigi, giggling and twirling in the air. "Look, look! Watch this one!" Lemmy balanced on one hand, upside down, his ball somehow spinning beneath him. It was impressive, but more than that, it was joyful. Lemmy seemed to thrive in these moments of pure fun, and it was hard not to smile while watching him.
"You’re pretty good at that, Lemmy!" Luigi praised, clapping along with the little Koopa’s tricks.
Lemmy beamed, bouncing up and down. "Thanks, Luigi! I wanna be in a real circus one day! Forget all the bad guy stuff, I wanna just do this forever!"
Luigi chuckled. “You’d be a star for sure.”
Larry, however, had grown bored of the circus antics rather quickly. He leaned against the wall, arms crossed. "Yeah, yeah, Lemmy’s great, but what about something really cool, like a tennis match? Or we could go outside and race, huh?"
Luigi could see Larry fidgeting with his hair again, something the Koopaling always seemed to do when he felt overlooked. Larry was constantly worried about being overshadowed by his siblings, and he had a bit of a chip on his shoulder when it came to being taken seriously. But underneath all of that, Luigi could tell Larry just wanted to feel important, like he mattered.
"Alright, Larry, we’ll do something you like too," Luigi said kindly. "How about after Lemmy’s done, we play some tennis? I’m not very good, but you could show me how it’s done."
Larry’s eyes brightened at the suggestion, though he tried to play it cool. "Yeah, sure. I’ll totally wipe the floor with you, Luigi. I’m the best at this stuff."
Lemmy finally rolled to a stop, panting but still grinning from ear to ear. "Whew! Okay, I’m done! Your turn, Larry!"
With a nod, Larry stepped forward, clearly eager to show off his skills. "Alright, time for the real fun. Come on, let’s go outside and I’ll show you how a real athlete does it."
The three of them made their way to the castle’s courtyard, where a makeshift tennis net had been set up by the Koopalings. Larry grabbed a racket, tossing one to Luigi with a smirk. "You sure you’re ready for this, Luigi?"
Luigi caught the racket awkwardly, giving Larry a sheepish grin. “Well, I’ll do my best!”
Lemmy, still bouncing on his ball, watched from the sidelines, cheering both of them on. "Go, Larry! Go, Luigi! This is gonna be fun!"
Despite his usual timidity, Luigi felt a surprising sense of ease as they began the game. Larry was fast, his shots sharp and precise, but Luigi had more agility than he let on. The game quickly became an exciting back-and-forth, with Larry putting everything he had into winning.
"Come on, Luigi! You’re not so bad!" Larry called out between shots, a competitive fire in his eyes.
Luigi grinned, sweat beading on his forehead as he returned another fast ball. "You’re not so bad yourself!"
The match went on for a while, with Larry’s skill clearly outpacing Luigi’s, but the plumber managed to hold his own. He wasn’t as fast or aggressive, but his quick reflexes and surprising endurance kept him in the game longer than Larry had expected.
Eventually, Larry won the match, pumping his fist in the air victoriously. "Yes! Knew I had it! No one beats Larry!"
Lemmy rolled over, laughing and clapping. "That was awesome! You’re so good, Larry!"
Larry, still flushed with victory, gave a rare smile that wasn’t just his usual smirk. "Yeah, well, I’ve been practicing."
Luigi wiped his brow, still catching his breath. "You’re really good, Larry. I’m impressed! Maybe I’ll win next time."
Larry raised an eyebrow. "Yeah, sure, if you train for a hundred years. But thanks, Luigi. It was fun." There was a genuine warmth in Larry’s voice, even if he tried to cover it up with his usual bravado.
The rest of the afternoon passed with the three of them playing games, laughing, and enjoying the rare moments of peace and fun. Lemmy kept bouncing on his ball, suggesting more circus tricks, while Larry got increasingly competitive with each new challenge.
By the time evening fell, the three of them were tired but happy, sitting together in the courtyard under the fading light of the sun. Luigi smiled as he looked at the two young Koopas beside him.
Lemmy was still grinning, full of childlike wonder and innocence, while Larry sat quietly, adjusting his hair again, but clearly content. These two, like the rest of the Koopalings, had become part of Luigi’s strange new world. And while they were vastly different from each other, Luigi couldn’t help but feel a deep affection for them both.
"Thanks for hanging out with us, Luigi," Lemmy said brightly, balancing on his ball once more.
"Yeah," Larry added, a little more subdued but sincere. "It was... fun."
Luigi nodded, feeling a warmth in his chest. "Anytime, guys. It was fun for me too."
It had been a peaceful afternoon in Bowser’s castle, and Luigi found himself seated at a table with Bowser Jr. and Kooper, playing a lively round of board games. The room was filled with a sense of ease, despite the constant banter and friendly competition between the two Koopa brothers. Luigi, who had grown surprisingly close to the children, was happy to be part of their playful antics, though he knew when it came to board games, Kooper was hard to beat.
Kooper, the eldest of the Koopa kids, was intensely focused, his black vertical pupils darting back and forth over the board. He smirked, having already strategized several moves ahead. Meanwhile, Bowser Jr. sat across from him, grinning ear to ear but clearly more interested in cracking jokes and making wild moves than in actually winning.
"Gotcha!" Kooper declared with a gleeful edge to his voice as he moved his final piece into place. "Checkmate!" He looked triumphantly at Luigi and Bowser Jr., his grin widening as Bowser Jr. groaned dramatically.
"Aww man, I was so close!" Bowser Jr. pouted, though the lighthearted glint in his eyes showed he wasn’t really upset. "You’re way too good at this, Kooper. How do you do it?"
Kooper shrugged, trying to appear humble, though it was clear he enjoyed his victories. “It’s just skill. You gotta think ahead, Junior. You can't just jump in without a plan.”
Luigi chuckled from the side, having watched Kooper dominate the game with ease. "You really do have a knack for this stuff, Kooper. I don’t think anyone stands a chance against you."
Kooper's face softened slightly at Luigi's compliment, though his eyes flickered with something deeper. For all his skill and capability, there was always something slightly strained in Kooper’s smile. Luigi couldn’t help but notice it every time Kooper bested his siblings in games or when he subtly took the lead in any activity. There was a tension there—something Kooper never quite expressed but seemed to carry with him.
Before Luigi could ponder it further, Bowser Jr. spoke up, bouncing on his chair. "Yeah, well, just wait until I’m crowned the real prince! I’ll be unbeatable once I’m in charge of the Koopa Clan!"
Luigi blinked, feeling an odd shift in the room as Bowser Jr. declared himself the heir. He glanced at Kooper, whose usual smugness faded slightly. Kooper’s grip on the board game piece tightened for a moment before he quickly put it down, trying to mask whatever feelings had bubbled up. The moment passed quickly, but Luigi had seen it—the subtle flash of discomfort that flickered across Kooper’s face.
"Yeah… you will," Kooper muttered quietly, his tone far less confident than before. He quickly started packing up the game pieces, focusing a little too intently on cleaning up the board.
Luigi, sensing the tension, looked between the two brothers. He didn’t quite understand the dynamic here. Kooper was the eldest, but Bowser Jr. was the one who was often spoken of as the heir, the true prince of the Koopa Clan. The fact that Kooper was older seemed almost irrelevant in the way the family treated the two of them. Even the Koopa Kingdom itself barely acknowledged Kooper’s existence as the firstborn. It was always Bowser Jr. in the spotlight.
For a brief moment, Luigi thought of himself and Mario. He knew what it was like to live in the shadow of a more prominent sibling. Luigi had always been "the other brother," the one people forgot about or overlooked. It had taken him years to come to terms with that, but even now, it still stung sometimes. And now, watching Kooper, Luigi felt a pang of empathy. He could tell that Kooper was feeling the weight of being forgotten, especially when it came to the throne.
But before Luigi could think to say anything, Kooper forced a smile, trying to brush off the awkwardness. “Well, you’ll be a great prince someday, Junior. I’m sure of it.”
Bowser Jr., oblivious to the tension, grinned and puffed out his chest. “Of course I will! Dad’s been teaching me everything. You’ll be my right-hand Koopa, Kooper. We’ll rule together!”
Kooper’s smile faltered, but he quickly nodded. “Yeah, sounds good.”
Luigi noticed how Kooper’s cheerful demeanor never quite returned after that. The brothers continued playing, but something had shifted in the atmosphere. Kooper’s usually lighthearted banter was quieter now, and he seemed more withdrawn. Luigi’s heart went out to him—he understood what it was like to be overlooked, to feel like you didn’t quite fit into the role everyone else expected of you.
As they transitioned from board games to painting—one of Bowser Jr.’s favorite activities—Luigi decided to keep the mood light. He helped Bowser Jr. set up the paints while Kooper silently worked on his own canvas.
"Hey, Kooper," Luigi said softly as he handed him a brush, "You’re really good at these games. Maybe you should teach me a thing or two. I could use some pointers."
Kooper looked up, surprised by the comment. For a moment, the heaviness in his eyes lifted. “Really? You want me to teach you?”
Luigi smiled warmly. “Yeah, absolutely. I’m pretty bad at these kinds of things. I could use some of that Koopa Kid strategy.”
Kooper’s smile returned, this time more genuine. "Alright, Luigi. I’ll teach you the ropes. We’ll have you beating Junior in no time."
"Hey!" Bowser Jr. protested playfully. "No fair! I wanna learn too!"
As they continued painting, Luigi could see that Kooper was feeling a bit better, though the underlying issue still lingered. It wasn’t his place to bring it up, and Luigi knew better than to pry, but he wanted Kooper to know that someone noticed. Someone understood what it was like to feel left behind in the shadows.
As the day went on and the board games were forgotten in favor of splattered paint and laughter, Luigi quietly made a decision. He would do whatever he could to lift Kooper’s spirits, to make sure he knew that he wasn’t forgotten. Because if anyone understood how important that was, it was Luigi. And in this strange castle, among these chaotic kids, Luigi had found his place—not as a hero or a rival, but as someone who could give a little bit of comfort to those who needed it.
For now, he would let the issue rest. But the next time Kooper felt overshadowed, Luigi would be there to remind him just how important he really was.
Later that evening, Luigi found himself still thinking about Kooper and the strange dynamic between him and Bowser Jr. It didn’t sit right with him—why wasn’t Kooper, the eldest, being groomed as the heir to the Koopa Kingdom? Was it just a Koopa thing? Or was there something else going on that Luigi didn’t understand?
Unable to shake the thought, Luigi decided to head to the castle’s grand library. Maybe there would be something in the old books that could explain Koopa family customs or why Bowser Jr. was being treated as the rightful heir despite having an older brother. He tried not to feel too sneaky about it, but he couldn’t help but want answers for Kooper’s sake.
The library was enormous, with towering shelves filled with dusty tomes and scrolls. The walls were lined with old portraits of Koopas long gone, their eyes following Luigi as he moved through the room. The air smelled of aged parchment and ink, and the dim light of the sconces flickered eerily as Luigi made his way toward the section he thought might have some historical records.
“Let’s see...” Luigi muttered to himself as he scanned the spines of the books. “Koopa Kingdom history, Koopa lineage, royal customs... Ah, this looks promising.”
He pulled a thick book from the shelf titled The Legacy of the Koopa Clan: Royal Traditions and Customs, and quickly flipped through the pages. He skimmed through chapters on various rulers of the past, battles fought, and conquests won. But nothing seemed to explain the specific rules of succession.
"Come on," Luigi whispered, flipping through more pages. "There’s gotta be something in here..."
Just as he was about to give up on the book, Luigi heard the faintest sound of footsteps behind him. Before he could react, a voice broke the silence, sharp and suspicious.
“What exactly are you doing here, plumber?”
Luigi jumped, nearly dropping the book as he turned around. There, hovering just a few feet away, was Kamek. His eyes narrowed behind his thick glasses, and his arms were crossed tightly over his chest. The elder Magikoopa looked none too pleased to see Luigi snooping around in the royal library.
"I-I was just..." Luigi stammered, quickly shutting the book and putting it back on the shelf. "I was just, uh, reading! Y’know, learning about the Koopa Kingdom’s history!"
Kamek’s eyes flashed with suspicion as he floated closer, his staff clutched tightly in his hand. "Reading, hm? Is that so? And you just happened to be interested in that particular book? Seems a little too convenient, doesn’t it?" He raised an eyebrow, clearly not buying Luigi’s explanation. "Tell me, plumber, are you planning something? Trying to gather information for an escape, perhaps?"
Luigi swallowed hard, holding up his hands in defense. "No, no! It’s nothing like that! I swear!" He hesitated for a moment, then decided to come clean—partially, at least. "I just... I was curious about something. About... well, about Kooper and Bowser Jr."
Kamek’s expression didn’t soften, though his curiosity was piqued. "Kooper and Bowser Jr.? What about them?"
Luigi fidgeted nervously. "It’s just... Kooper’s the oldest, right? Shouldn’t he be the heir to the throne? But Bowser Jr. is... well, Junior is the one being called the prince. I was just trying to figure out if there’s some kind of Koopa custom or something that explains that."
For a moment, Kamek was silent, his eyes studying Luigi carefully. The tension in the room thickened as the Magikoopa seemed to weigh his response. Finally, he sighed, lowering his staff slightly.
"You’ve certainly stumbled upon a complicated issue, plumber," Kamek muttered, though his tone was no longer as accusatory. "But I’m not surprised you’d be curious, especially considering your... situation here."
Luigi blinked, feeling a mix of relief and confusion. "So... there is something more to it?"
Kamek floated over to one of the nearby shelves, plucking a much older, more worn book from the collection. "Koopa succession isn’t as straightforward as it may seem. Bowser Jr. is indeed the crowned prince—the heir to the throne. But that doesn’t mean Kooper is forgotten. The Kingdom operates on a mix of power, influence, and... certain traditions that are best left to the family to handle."
He flipped through the book, though it was clear he wasn’t intending to show Luigi anything specific. "Kooper’s situation is unique. He’s the eldest, yes, but that doesn’t always guarantee the title. Bowser chose Junior as his heir because of... well, many reasons. Loyalty. Ambition. Legacy." Kamek’s eyes flickered for a moment before he shut the book and floated back toward Luigi.
"Kooper knows his place, but that doesn’t mean it sits well with him," Kamek continued, his voice lowering. "However, it’s not your place to meddle in these affairs, Luigi. The dynamics of this family are... complex."
Luigi nodded slowly, feeling a twinge of guilt for prying. He hadn’t meant to stir up anything—he just wanted to understand, for Kooper’s sake. "I didn’t mean to cause trouble. I was just worried about him."
Kamek’s expression softened slightly, though he still maintained a stern demeanor. "Kooper is a capable young prince. He’ll find his own path in time, even if it’s not the one everyone expects."
With that, Kamek turned, his robes fluttering as he began to float toward the exit of the library. But before he left, he paused and looked back at Luigi.
"I’ll forget I saw you here, for now. But stay out of things that don’t concern you, plumber. The Koopa Kingdom has enough problems without you stirring the pot."
Luigi nodded quickly, grateful for the warning but still troubled by what he had learned—or rather, what he hadn’t learned. As Kamek disappeared into the hall, Luigi let out a sigh and glanced back at the shelves of books.
It seemed there was much more to the story of Kooper’s place in the Koopa family than he had realized. But for now, he would keep quiet. He wasn’t sure if knowing more would help Kooper or make things worse.
Still, Luigi couldn’t shake the feeling that something about it all just didn’t sit right.
After Kamek left, Luigi stood in the quiet library, his mind still buzzing with questions about the Koopa royal family. He had been warned not to meddle, but something about the situation with Kooper bothered him deeply. If Kooper was the eldest, why wasn’t he the heir? The way Kooper had acted during their game earlier—the subtle shift in his demeanor, the unspoken sadness—kept gnawing at Luigi. He couldn't leave it alone.
With a quick glance toward the door to make sure Kamek wasn’t coming back, Luigi carefully pulled the book Kamek had been looking at off the shelf. It was old, with a cracked leather cover and faded lettering that read Royal Traditions of the Koopa Clan. His fingers trembled slightly as he opened it, flipping through pages filled with dusty, ancient text. He had to know if there was something deeper behind Bowser Jr.'s position and Kooper’s sidelining.
He settled into a chair and began reading, his eyes scanning over the faded ink. The book was dense, filled with histories of previous rulers, their conquests, and various customs passed down through the centuries. For the first few pages, nothing seemed particularly relevant to what he was looking for. There was plenty of information about royal titles, military roles, and ceremonial traditions, but nothing that explained the succession issue.
But then, a passage caught his eye.
"In the ancient traditions of the Koopa Clan, succession to the throne is not determined solely by age, but by the strength of one’s connection to the current ruler and one’s ability to prove themselves as the future protector of the clan. While the eldest child may traditionally hold precedence, the ruling King may choose another heir if they deem that child to have a stronger claim through loyalty, combat ability, or unique potential."
Luigi blinked at the passage, reading it again to make sure he understood. It wasn’t just about being the oldest—Bowser had the right to choose any of his children to inherit the throne, depending on who he believed was the strongest or most capable. That explained why Bowser Jr. was the heir despite Kooper being the eldest. It was all about who Bowser wanted as his successor, who he saw as more fit to carry on his legacy.
But as Luigi continued reading, something even more interesting came up.
"In rare cases, the ruler may also designate a 'Shadow Prince'—a child who, while not the official heir, is entrusted with maintaining the balance of power in the Kingdom. This child may act as an advisor, protector, or even a rival to the heir, ensuring that the kingdom remains stable. The Shadow Prince may not inherit the throne, but their influence is significant in guiding the direction of the Koopa Clan."
Luigi's eyes widened. A Shadow Prince? He had never heard of such a thing. Could that be Kooper’s role? It would explain why Kooper wasn’t entirely forgotten or cast aside, even though Junior was being groomed as the heir. Kooper might be playing a different role, one that wasn’t as public or glamorous but just as important.
The more Luigi thought about it, the more it made sense. Kooper was smart, strategic, and far more level-headed than Bowser Jr. He didn’t crave the spotlight in the same way, but he clearly had an important place within the family. Perhaps Bowser saw him as someone who would support Junior when the time came, ensuring the stability of the Koopa Kingdom from behind the scenes.
Still, Luigi couldn’t help but feel a pang of sympathy for Kooper. Being a "Shadow Prince" didn’t sound as prestigious or fulfilling as being the heir. It was a role that required patience, sacrifice, and a willingness to be overshadowed—something Luigi understood all too well.
As he continued reading, the text elaborated further on the responsibilities of the Shadow Prince. They were often tasked with the more subtle aspects of ruling—advising the heir, keeping watch over internal affairs, and acting as a counterbalance to the more impulsive tendencies of the ruler. It was a role that required wisdom, patience, and strength of character. Traits that, Luigi realized, Kooper had in spades.
But there was also a darker side.
"The Shadow Prince may face resentment or envy from the heir, as their influence can be seen as a threat to the ruler’s authority. Throughout history, there have been instances where the relationship between the heir and the Shadow Prince has deteriorated, leading to internal conflict and power struggles within the royal family. It is the duty of the King to maintain harmony between the heir and the Shadow Prince, lest the Kingdom fall into disarray."
Luigi frowned. That part didn’t sound good. Could this explain some of the tension he had noticed between Kooper and Bowser Jr.? Even if they seemed to get along on the surface, there could be underlying feelings of resentment or jealousy. Kooper, despite being the eldest and likely very capable, was still in the shadow of his younger brother. That couldn’t be easy, especially if Kooper was expected to play such a vital yet uncelebrated role.
Luigi closed the book, his mind racing. He had learned a lot, but now he felt even more conflicted. Kooper wasn’t just being ignored—he was part of something bigger, something more complex than Luigi had anticipated. And yet, he was still left in the shadows, unacknowledged by much of the kingdom and possibly even by his own family.
Luigi sighed, placing the book back on the shelf. He felt for Kooper now more than ever. It was clear that Kooper had a role to play, but it wasn’t the one he might have wanted. And it wasn’t fair that he had to deal with the weight of being the "Shadow Prince" without the recognition he deserved.
As Luigi left the library, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he needed to do something to help. He didn’t know exactly what that would be, but he couldn’t stand the thought of Kooper continuing to feel sidelined and forgotten. Luigi had been there himself—always in the background, always the second to Mario—and he knew how painful it could be.
Maybe, somehow, he could help Kooper see that his role was important too, even if it wasn’t as flashy as being the heir. Maybe he could find a way to remind him that being in the shadows didn’t mean he wasn’t valued.
With that thought in mind, Luigi headed back to his room, determined to find a way to lift Kooper’s spirits, even if it meant stepping into a role he knew all too well: the one who understands what it means to be overlooked.
The days passed slowly in Bowser’s castle, but Luigi had made it his mission to cheer up Kooper after learning about the complex dynamics of the Koopa royal family. He couldn’t get the idea of Kooper’s role as the “Shadow Prince” out of his head, and the more he thought about it, the more determined he became to make sure Kooper didn’t feel left out or overlooked. Luigi knew what it was like to be the brother in the background, and he wasn’t going to let Kooper carry that weight alone.
One afternoon, Luigi found himself in one of the castle’s gaming rooms with Kooper, sitting on the floor, controllers in hand. They were locked in an intense game of Mario Kart—an ironic choice, but Kooper had insisted on playing. Luigi was losing terribly, but that was fine. Kooper was laughing, his competitive edge shining through as he expertly drifted around corners and left Luigi in the dust.
“You’re getting smoked, Luigi!” Kooper teased with a grin, his eyes glued to the screen as his character zoomed across the finish line. "You really gotta work on those turns, man."
Luigi laughed, holding up his hands in defeat. “I know, I know! I’m just not as good at this stuff. You’ve got me beat!”
Kooper chuckled and leaned back, looking more relaxed than Luigi had seen him in days. “Yeah, but it’s fun beating you. I don’t get to win against Junior much in stuff like this. He’s always too busy running around doing whatever Dad wants him to do.”
Luigi gave Kooper a knowing smile. “Well, I’m happy to play whenever you want. You’ve got some serious skills, Kooper.”
Kooper’s grin widened. “Thanks, Luigi. You’re pretty cool for a prisoner, y’know that?”
Before Luigi could respond, Kooper hopped up from his seat, his usual excitement returning. “Hey, wanna see me run the obstacle course outside? I’ve been practicing, and I’m getting way faster!”
Luigi nodded, getting to his feet. “Sure, lead the way.”
The two of them made their way outside to the courtyard where the Koopalings often trained. The obstacle course was filled with all sorts of tricky challenges—walls to climb, platforms to jump between, and even moving traps to avoid. Kooper darted off, moving through the course with impressive agility, his small frame ducking and weaving between obstacles with ease.
Luigi watched, clapping and cheering as Kooper finished the course in record time. “That was amazing, Kooper! You’re really fast!”
Kooper puffed out his chest proudly, beaming at the praise. “Yeah, I’ve been working on it. Gotta stay in shape, right?”
Afterward, they spent the rest of the afternoon playing more games and talking about Kooper’s favorite things. Luigi listened intently as Kooper talked about his love for strategy games, his obsession with winning at board games, and even his secret passion for music. Kooper, as it turned out, was a talented guitar player, and he wasn’t shy about showing off his skills.
As the sun began to set, Kooper picked up his guitar and began playing a few chords, the sound filling the courtyard with a calming melody. Luigi sat beside him, listening quietly, a soft smile on his face. It was nice seeing Kooper so at ease, away from the pressures of the family dynamics and the expectations that weighed on him.
But then, to Luigi’s surprise, Bowser appeared in the courtyard, his massive frame casting a long shadow over the two of them. Luigi tensed, unsure of what Bowser would do, but Kooper didn’t seem bothered. He simply looked up at his father with a small smile.
“Hey, Dad,” Kooper said casually, continuing to strum his guitar.
Bowser grunted, his arms crossed over his chest as he watched Kooper play for a moment. “You’re getting pretty good with that thing, Kooper,” he rumbled, his voice lacking its usual harshness.
Kooper’s smile grew a little wider, clearly pleased with the compliment. “Thanks.”
For a few moments, Bowser simply stood there, watching his eldest son with an expression that was difficult to read. But then, to Luigi’s surprise, Bowser stepped forward and sat down beside them. The sight of Bowser, the fearsome Koopa King, sitting down in the courtyard with his son and his prisoner, was surreal.
Luigi glanced at Bowser, feeling a little awkward, but Bowser didn’t seem to mind. He simply watched Kooper, his eyes softening in a way Luigi hadn’t seen before.
“You should spend more time doing this,” Bowser said gruffly, nodding toward Kooper’s guitar. “You’re good at it.”
Kooper blinked, clearly surprised by his father’s words. “You think so?”
Bowser nodded. “Yeah. I’ve been busy with... other things, but that doesn’t mean I haven’t noticed.”
For a moment, there was silence. Kooper seemed to take in his father’s words, his earlier excitement giving way to a quieter sense of contentment. Luigi, sitting off to the side, felt like he was witnessing something rare—a moment of genuine connection between Bowser and his son.
“Thanks, Dad,” Kooper said softly, his fingers still plucking at the strings of his guitar.
Bowser grunted again, his gaze shifting briefly to Luigi. For a moment, the two locked eyes, and Luigi braced himself for whatever harsh remark might come his way. But instead, Bowser simply nodded, as if acknowledging Luigi’s presence in a way that wasn’t hostile.
“You’ve been spending a lot of time with Kooper,” Bowser said, his tone neutral but not unkind. “It’s... good. He needs someone to hang around with.”
Luigi blinked, surprised by Bowser’s almost casual remark. “Uh, yeah. Kooper’s a great kid. I’ve enjoyed spending time with him.”
Bowser’s gaze lingered on Luigi for a moment longer before he looked away, his usual gruffness returning. “Well, just remember, you’re still my prisoner,” he muttered, though there was no real bite in his words.
Luigi chuckled softly. “Don’t worry, I haven’t forgotten.”
As the evening wore on, the three of them sat together in the courtyard—Kooper strumming his guitar, Bowser watching his son with quiet pride, and Luigi sitting nearby, feeling strangely at peace despite the oddness of the situation.
For the first time since he had been brought to the castle, Luigi realized that his relationship with Bowser had shifted, even if just a little. They were still enemies, technically. Bowser was still the tyrant, and Luigi was still his prisoner. But in that moment, none of that seemed to matter.
They were just two people, sharing a quiet moment with someone they both cared about. And maybe, in the grand scheme of things, that was enough for now.
Luigi wasn’t quite sure how he had ended up spending the day with Morton, Roy, and Kooper, but here he was, deep in Bowser’s castle, surrounded by the two most muscle-bound and loud Koopalings. He’d expected it to be a bit chaotic, and he wasn’t wrong—Morton’s booming voice echoed through the halls as he chattered nonstop, and Roy kept making snide remarks. But surprisingly, it wasn’t as stressful as Luigi had imagined. In fact, it was kind of fun.
"LUIGI! PLAY GAME WITH MORTON!" Morton declared, his voice rattling the windows as he flexed his large biceps. "MORTON STRONG! MORTON GOOD AT GAME!" He waved a board game in the air, though the pieces were already spilling out of the box due to his enthusiasm.
"Yeah, you’d better play with him," Roy added, smirking as he crossed his arms over his chest. "Otherwise, he’ll throw a fit, and you don’t wanna see that. Trust me."
Luigi chuckled nervously, glancing over at Kooper, who was sitting nearby, looking more amused than anything. "Alright, alright, I’ll play with you, Morton. Just, uh, maybe be a little gentle with the pieces?"
Morton’s face lit up in excitement. "MORTON PROMISE!" he boomed, setting the game up with surprising care for someone of his size. Kooper pitched in, helping Morton arrange the pieces while Roy leaned back in his chair, still smirking.
The game itself wasn’t anything too complicated—a simple roll-and-move style game with some strategic elements. But with Morton involved, it quickly became a spectacle. Every time he made a move, he celebrated loudly, flexing his muscles and shouting, "MORTON WINNING!" even if he wasn’t.
"Yeah, yeah, don’t get too cocky," Roy muttered, rolling his eyes. He was less interested in the game and more in teasing his brother, though Luigi could tell Roy was keeping an eye on Morton to make sure his temper didn’t flare up.
Kooper, meanwhile, played with quiet focus, occasionally glancing at Luigi with a small smile. He was clearly more comfortable now that he’d had some time to unwind, and Luigi was glad to see him enjoying himself.
As the game went on, it became clear that Kooper was the most strategic of the group. He wasn’t just playing to win—he was setting up every move carefully, anticipating everyone else’s decisions. By the time they were halfway through the game, Kooper was in the lead, though Morton hadn’t noticed yet.
"LUIGI!" Morton suddenly shouted, making Luigi jump. "MORTON HELP LUIGI! YOU WIN NEXT TURN!"
Luigi blinked, a little startled by Morton’s offer. "Uh, thanks, Morton, but I think I’ll be okay."
"NO! MORTON HELP! MORTON KNOW BEST MOVE!" Morton insisted, pointing at the board with a huge grin. Despite his loud, overbearing nature, Luigi could tell that Morton genuinely wanted to help. The big guy was more thoughtful than most people gave him credit for—he just had a strange way of showing it.
"Alright, alright," Luigi said, smiling. "What should I do?"
Morton pointed excitedly at one of the spaces on the board. "MOVE THERE! THEN YOU BEAT ROY!"
Roy, who had been half-dozing in his chair, snapped to attention. "Huh? Beat me? Oh no, you don’t!" He leaned forward, scowling at the board. "I ain’t losing to some—" But before he could finish, Luigi made the move that Morton suggested, and sure enough, it put him in a position to block Roy’s next turn.
"Aw, come on!" Roy groaned, slumping back in his chair. "This game’s rigged."
Kooper chuckled, glancing over at Luigi. "Nice move, Luigi. Morton actually had a good idea."
"Yeah, see? I’m not so bad," Morton said proudly, flexing his muscles once again.
Roy grumbled under his breath, though there was no real malice in it. Despite his rough exterior, Roy seemed to care about Morton in his own way, even if it mostly involved teasing him. The two brothers had a bond that Luigi found oddly heartwarming—Morton was the loud, boisterous one, and Roy was the tough, no-nonsense protector.
As the game wrapped up—with Kooper, of course, emerging victorious—Luigi found himself feeling surprisingly relaxed. Spending time with the Koopalings had become a strange but enjoyable part of his routine, and despite their quirks, they were starting to grow on him.
"Okay, what’s next?" Roy asked, standing up and stretching. "We can’t just sit around playing board games all day. Let’s do something that’s actually fun."
"LIKE WRESTLING!" Morton suggested immediately, his eyes lighting up with excitement. "MORTON WANT TO WRESTLE!"
Luigi paled at the idea. "Uh, maybe we could do something else? Something that doesn’t involve me getting squashed?"
Kooper smirked, clearly amused by Luigi’s reaction. "How about the obstacle course again? Morton, you can show off your strength there without, you know, crushing anyone."
Morton thought about it for a second, then nodded enthusiastically. "MORTON LIKE OBSTACLE COURSE! MORTON STRONGEST!"
They headed outside to the same obstacle course Kooper had run the other day. This time, it was Morton’s turn to show off his strength, and he did so with gusto. He barreled through the course, smashing through obstacles and lifting heavy barriers like they were nothing, all while shouting at the top of his lungs.
Roy watched from the sidelines, grinning as he called out insults that were clearly meant to push Morton to do better. "Come on, you can lift more than that! You’re not even trying!"
Luigi watched in awe as Morton completed the course in record time, leaving a trail of destruction in his wake. "Wow," Luigi said, his eyes wide. "You weren’t kidding about being strong, Morton."
"MORTON STRONGEST!" Morton declared proudly, flexing his muscles one last time for good measure.
Kooper chuckled, giving Morton a thumbs-up. "Nice job, bro. You crushed it—literally."
As the day wound down, the four of them found themselves sitting in the courtyard, the setting sun casting long shadows over the castle. Morton and Roy were arguing good-naturedly about who was stronger, while Kooper sat beside Luigi, quietly strumming a few chords on his guitar.
Luigi, feeling a sense of peace wash over him, leaned back and closed his eyes for a moment. Despite being a prisoner, these moments with the Koopalings made everything feel a little less overwhelming. They were a strange family, but there was love and loyalty there—something Luigi hadn’t expected to find in Bowser’s castle.
As the conversation shifted back to games, challenges, and sibling rivalry, Luigi couldn’t help but smile. For now, the chaos of the Koopa family was a welcome distraction from everything else, and he was happy to be a part of it—even if it was just for a little while.
As the days passed, Luigi couldn’t help but reflect on his situation. Being captured by Bowser wasn’t exactly the worst thing that could have happened. In fact, as strange as it sounded, it was almost... comfortable. He thought about his days in the castle, surrounded by the Koopalings, each with their unique personalities, and how they had all grown on him in different ways.
Luigi found himself cooking large meals almost every night, which was a far cry from being chained up in a dank dungeon. The children—Kooper, Ludwig, Morton, Roy, Iggy, Wendy, Lemmy, Larry, and even the little ones like Bowser Jr. and the triplets, Red, Green, and Blue—had all developed a fondness for him. Even Bowser, the fearsome King of the Koopas, had shown glimpses of a softer side during his time with his kids and, surprisingly, with Luigi himself.
Sure, Luigi missed his brother, and part of him still hoped Mario would burst through the castle doors at any moment, hammer in hand, ready to rescue him. But as Luigi sat by the fire in his little room, thinking about the past few weeks, he realized something. It could be much worse. He could be trapped in a cold cell or forced into harsh labor. Instead, he was surrounded by a chaotic but oddly affectionate family, cooking meals for them and becoming a part of their daily lives.
And it wasn’t just the kids who had taken a liking to Luigi. Bowser had seemed almost reluctant to treat Luigi like a typical prisoner, especially after seeing how much the Koopalings enjoyed his company. It was clear that Bowser was still using Luigi as a bargaining chip to keep Mario in line, but the atmosphere was much more relaxed than Luigi had ever expected.
Today, after a hearty breakfast of pancakes Luigi had made, the Koopalings invited him to the courtyard to hang out. They had formed something of a routine now—most days, Luigi would cook, play games, or watch as the kids showed off their various talents. But today felt special. The air was crisp, and all of the Koopalings seemed in a particularly good mood.
Luigi made his way to the courtyard, where the entire Koopa clan had gathered. Kooper was already sitting on a bench, his guitar in hand, plucking out a soft tune as Ludwig sat beside him, deep in thought as usual, probably planning some elaborate scheme. Morton and Roy were arm-wrestling, their grunts filling the air as they tried to one-up each other. Iggy was tinkering with something mechanical off to the side, muttering to himself, while Wendy sat nearby, her arms crossed, though she seemed to be paying more attention to the conversation than she let on. Lemmy was, unsurprisingly, balancing on his ball, giggling as he wobbled in place, and Larry was watching from the sidelines, fixing his hair for the millionth time. Bowser Jr. was running around with the triplets—Red, Green, and Blue—who were giggling and chasing each other through the courtyard.
“Hey, Luigi!” Lemmy called out, waving as he wobbled atop his ball. “Come join us!”
Luigi smiled, waving back as he approached the group. It was still surreal, being in Bowser’s castle and yet feeling so welcomed. He sat down on the grass near Kooper and Ludwig, watching as Roy finally slammed Morton’s hand onto the table, winning the arm-wrestling match with a triumphant cheer.
“Ha! Told you, big guy. You can’t beat me,” Roy said with a smirk, flexing his muscles.
“Roy cheat!” Morton bellowed, his face scrunching up in frustration. But he didn’t seem too upset—his tantrums were often short-lived, and he quickly got distracted by Iggy’s latest invention.
“Whatcha workin’ on, Iggy?” Luigi asked, curious as he watched the hyperactive Koopa fiddle with a strange-looking contraption.
“Oh, just something to improve the defense systems!” Iggy said with a wild grin, his eyes gleaming with excitement. “It’ll shoot confetti instead of fireballs, though. For, uh, a party! Yeah, that’s it!” He let out a maniacal laugh as he continued tinkering.
Luigi chuckled, shaking his head. Iggy was always up to something, and while it was sometimes alarming, it was always entertaining.
Wendy, who had been watching everything unfold with a bored expression, sighed dramatically. “I can’t believe you guys dragged me out here,” she muttered, though her tone lacked its usual venom. She was clearly enjoying herself despite the complaints.
Kooper finished his song and leaned back, glancing over at Luigi. “So, what do you think, Luigi? Gonna stick around for the long haul?” he asked with a teasing smile, though there was something more sincere behind his words.
Before Luigi could respond, Bowser Jr. ran over, a wide grin on his face. “Yeah, Luigi! You should stay here forever! You’re way better than some random prisoner. Plus, your cooking is awesome!”
Luigi felt a warmth in his chest at their words. Despite everything, the Koopalings had grown fond of him, and he had to admit, he had grown fond of them too. It wasn’t often that Luigi got to play the role of caretaker, and it felt surprisingly rewarding. The kids, each with their quirks and personalities, had brought a sense of joy to his otherwise strange captivity.
He knew, deep down, that Bowser would eventually use him as a bargaining chip. He was still a prisoner, and his presence here was a way to control Mario. But for now, the Koopalings seemed happy with him here. They enjoyed his company, and honestly, Luigi found himself enjoying theirs too.
Ludwig, who had been quiet for most of the day, finally spoke up. “Father’s going to make you a part of his plan, you know,” he said, his voice low but calm. “You’re a pawn in the grander scheme.”
Luigi nodded, already aware of that fact. “I know,” he said softly. “But... it’s not so bad, being here with you guys.”
Kooper nudged him with a smile. “Yeah, you’d make a pretty good Koopa if you ask me. Maybe we can convince Dad to keep you around after everything.”
Bowser Jr. grinned mischievously. “Yeah! Mario wouldn’t mess with us if we had his brother on our side. Plus, you’re fun, Luigi!”
The triplets—Red, Green, and Blue—gathered around Luigi, giggling and tugging at his arms. “Luigi stay!” Red demanded with his usual grumpiness. “Yeah, Luigi good!” Green added with his ever-present cheerfulness. Blue, the crybaby, simply nodded, sniffling slightly but smiling up at Luigi.
Luigi laughed, ruffling the triplets' heads. “Alright, alright, I’ll stay for now,” he said, feeling a strange sense of belonging among this chaotic family.
As the sun began to set, casting a warm orange glow over the castle courtyard, Luigi realized something important. He was still a prisoner, yes, and he missed his brother terribly. But for now, he had found something here—something unexpected. The Koopalings had accepted him in their own way, and even Bowser wasn’t as terrifying as he once seemed.
Luigi didn’t know what the future held, but as he sat among the Koopa family, laughing and talking with the kids, he couldn’t help but think that things could be much, much worse. And for now, he was content to stay right where he was.
The Koopalings had been whispering amongst themselves for days, plotting and planning something in secret. Luigi noticed the hushed conversations, the sudden silences when he entered a room, and the mischievous glances exchanged between the siblings. It didn’t take long for him to realize they were up to something, but he didn’t press them for answers. He figured he’d find out soon enough.
What he didn’t expect was for all of them to attempt throwing him a party.
One morning, Luigi woke up to the sound of clattering pots and pans coming from the kitchen. At first, he assumed it was just the usual chaos, but when he heard shouting, arguing, and what sounded suspiciously like something exploding, he knew something was definitely wrong.
He quickly made his way to the kitchen, where the sight that greeted him was equal parts amusing and alarming. The Koopalings were all there, each of them attempting to cook something, but it was clear that none of them had any idea what they were doing.
"Morton, I said stir it, not crush it!" Wendy screeched, holding a mixing bowl and glaring at her massive brother.
"BUT MORTON STRONG! MORTON MAKE BETTER!" Morton bellowed, smashing the dough with his fists, sending flour flying into the air.
"Iggy, stop adding random ingredients! That’s not how cakes work!" Kooper yelled from across the room, frantically trying to salvage what appeared to be a lopsided cake covered in a concerning amount of sprinkles.
Iggy, standing on a stool with a jar of pickles in hand, cackled maniacally. "But this will make it interesting! Who needs rules when you can have chaos?"
Larry, meanwhile, was busy trying to frost a cake with his hands, smearing icing all over himself and the counter. "I’m doing it!" he shouted proudly, though it was clear the cake was rapidly falling apart.
Wendy let out an exasperated groan, wiping icing from her face. "I knew this would happen. We’re royals! We don’t cook—we have people cook for us!"
"We cooked with Luigi before!" Lemmy piped up cheerfully, balancing precariously on a chair as he tried to juggle eggs. "How hard can it be?"
"LUIGI MAKE IT LOOK EASY," Roy grumbled, crossing his arms and looking at the chaos with frustration. "THIS IS A MESS."
Just then, Bowser Jr. sprinted into the kitchen, his face covered in chocolate. "I tasted the batter! It’s amazing!" he announced proudly, oblivious to the state of the kitchen.
Luigi couldn’t help but laugh as he watched the scene unfold. They were clearly trying their best, and despite the chaos, he appreciated the effort. He stepped into the kitchen, raising his hands to get their attention.
"Whoa, whoa! What’s going on here?" Luigi asked, grinning as the Koopalings all turned to look at him, startled.
Wendy sighed, placing her hands on her hips. "We’re, uh, trying to throw you a party," she admitted. "We wanted to cook everything ourselves, but—"
"BUT MORTON STRONG!" Morton interrupted, still smashing the dough.
Luigi chuckled softly, shaking his head. "You’re throwing me a party? That’s really sweet of you guys."
"Yeah!" Bowser Jr. chimed in, bouncing excitedly. "We wanted to do something nice for you because you’ve been so cool to us!"
"Even though we're, uh... not exactly experts," Kooper added sheepishly, looking at the disaster of a cake.
Luigi’s heart warmed at their efforts. Despite the mess and the squabbles, it was clear they were trying to do something kind for him. "I really appreciate it," Luigi said, smiling at all of them. "It’s the thought that counts, and this is really thoughtful."
Wendy perked up a little. "You mean... you’re not mad that we ruined everything?"
Luigi laughed again. "Not at all! In fact, let’s see if we can salvage some of this, okay? I’ll help you guys out."
The Koopalings all sighed in relief as Luigi stepped into the chaos, gently guiding them on how to fix the various dishes they were working on. He showed Larry how to properly frost a cake, helped Morton knead the dough instead of smashing it, and convinced Iggy that pickles did not, in fact, belong in a cake.
By the time they were finished, the kitchen was still a bit of a mess, but they had managed to bake a somewhat decent cake, make a few appetizers, and even whip up a few other simple dishes. The Koopalings were all beaming with pride, and Luigi couldn’t help but feel touched by their enthusiasm.
"We did it!" Lemmy cheered, doing a little dance on top of his ball.
"It’s not perfect, but it’s ours," Kooper said with a satisfied nod.
As the Koopalings set up the party in the grand dining hall, they invited their father, Bowser, and their two honorary grandparents, Kamek and Kammy, to join the celebration. Bowser arrived with his usual intimidating presence, but there was a softness in his eyes when he saw the effort his kids had put into the party.
"So, the little plumber gets a party, huh?" Bowser grumbled, though there was no malice in his voice. "You better be enjoying this, Luigi. The kids worked hard."
Luigi grinned. "Oh, I am, don’t worry."
Kamek and Kammy arrived shortly after, both looking equally surprised and amused by the sight of the Koopalings running around, trying to make sure everything was perfect.
"Kamek! Kammy!" Wendy called, waving them over. "You have to try the food! We made it ourselves."
Kamek raised an eyebrow, clearly skeptical, but Kammy gave them a warm smile. "Oh, darlings, you did this all by yourselves? How wonderful!" she cooed, patting Wendy on the head.
The party itself was a bit chaotic—Lemmy kept trying to juggle things, Morton accidentally knocked over a table, and Iggy spent most of the time explaining his latest invention to anyone who would listen. But despite the squabbles and the occasional mishap, it was one of the best days Luigi had spent in Bowser’s castle.
As the evening wore on, Luigi sat back and watched as the Koopalings laughed and played, proud of the party they had thrown. Even Bowser seemed more relaxed, sitting at the head of the table with a rare smile on his face as he watched his kids enjoy themselves.
"You know," Kooper said quietly, sitting next to Luigi as the others ran around, "We really like having you around. I know Dad’s got his whole plan with Mario and all, but... I think we’d all be pretty sad if you left."
Luigi’s chest tightened at Kooper’s words. "You guys are pretty great too," Luigi admitted. "And... I’m glad I’ve been able to spend time with you all. Even if the circumstances are a little, uh... unusual."
Kooper smiled, his usual confidence returning. "Yeah, well, we’re Koopas. Unusual is kind of our thing."
As the party continued, Luigi couldn’t help but feel grateful for the strange, chaotic family that had welcomed him into their world. The kids had gone to great lengths to make him feel appreciated, and in that moment, Luigi realized just how much they had grown on him.
It wasn’t the life he expected, but it wasn’t so bad either.
It was an unusually quiet evening in Bowser’s castle. Luigi had just finished helping the Koopalings clean up after dinner—well, helping most of them while Morton tried to balance too many dishes, and Lemmy attempted to juggle forks. Afterward, Luigi had retreated to the courtyard for a bit of peace. He found a bench under one of the large, twisted trees and sat down, gazing up at the darkening sky, lost in thought.
He had been here for weeks now, and though he still considered himself a prisoner, it didn’t feel like captivity. The Koopalings had become something like companions to him, and he even caught glimpses of Bowser’s softer side from time to time, especially when he was around his kids. It was strange, really. This place should have felt more hostile, more dangerous. After all, he’d helped Mario defeat Bowser on countless occasions. But here he was, sitting in the courtyard of his enemy’s castle, more at ease than he expected.
Just as he was about to get up and head back inside, Luigi heard the heavy footsteps of someone approaching. He turned his head and stiffened slightly when he saw Bowser coming his way, his massive frame silhouetted by the dim lights of the castle. There was no escaping now, so Luigi sat back down and waited, trying to ignore the nervous flutter in his chest.
Bowser stomped over to the bench, glancing at Luigi with a grunt before plopping down on the other end. For a moment, they sat in awkward silence, neither of them knowing what to say. Luigi half-expected Bowser to growl at him or make some offhand comment about being Mario’s weaker brother, but instead, Bowser leaned back and let out a deep sigh.
"Quiet night," Bowser muttered, breaking the silence. His deep voice rumbled through the air, but there was no malice in it. If anything, he sounded… tired.
Luigi blinked, glancing at Bowser in surprise. "Uh… yeah, it is," he replied, unsure of how to proceed. This was definitely not the usual Bowser he was used to facing in battle. "Everyone must be worn out from all the… uh… excitement today."
Bowser snorted, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. "Yeah, those kids have enough energy to power the whole kingdom. But they’ll pass out soon enough." He glanced at Luigi, his red eyes narrowing slightly but still lacking their usual fiery intensity. "What about you? You tired of this place yet?"
Luigi hesitated for a moment, unsure how to answer. He had been wondering the same thing himself lately. "I mean… it’s not what I expected," Luigi admitted, his voice soft. "I thought being here would be… well, worse."
Bowser raised an eyebrow. "Worse?"
"Yeah," Luigi said, scratching the back of his neck. "You know, considering all the times Mario and I have… uh… fought you."
Bowser grunted again, this time with something like amusement. "Heh. Yeah, you two have been a thorn in my side for years. Always wrecking my plans." He didn’t sound angry, just resigned. "You’d think after all this time, I’d have you guys figured out."
Luigi chuckled nervously. "Mario can be pretty unpredictable. And I… well, I just try to keep up with him."
Bowser looked at him then, really looked at him. "That’s the thing about you, isn’t it?" he said, his voice thoughtful. "Always in your brother’s shadow, always playing the sidekick." There was no mockery in his tone, just an observation.
Luigi’s shoulders tensed. It wasn’t the first time someone had pointed that out. He’d heard it his whole life, always being compared to Mario. And while he loved his brother dearly, it sometimes stung to always be second in line.
"I guess," Luigi murmured, glancing away. "But… I don’t mind. Mario’s always been the hero, and I’ve always been there to help him. That’s just how it’s always been."
Bowser was silent for a moment, considering Luigi’s words. "I’ve always thought of myself as the hero of my story," Bowser said, almost casually. "Sure, everyone sees me as the bad guy, the villain. But from where I stand, I’m just doing what I need to do. I’m trying to make sure my kingdom thrives. Trying to give my kids a future." He paused, looking up at the sky. "Maybe that makes me a monster in your eyes. But to me, it’s just survival."
Luigi blinked, taken aback by Bowser’s honesty. He had never thought of it like that—Bowser as someone who was just doing what he thought was necessary for his kingdom. He had always seen him as the villain, but maybe there was more to it than that.
"I never thought of it that way," Luigi admitted, his voice quiet. "You’re right… I’ve always seen you as the bad guy. But I guess everyone’s got their reasons for what they do."
Bowser let out a low chuckle. "Yeah, well, don’t get too sentimental on me, Greenie. I’m still gonna crush you and your brother if you get in my way again." He shot Luigi a playful grin, one that didn’t carry the usual malice behind it.
Luigi laughed softly, shaking his head. "Yeah, I figured as much."
For a while, they sat in comfortable silence, just two unlikely people sharing a quiet moment. It was strange, but Luigi found that he didn’t mind Bowser’s company as much as he thought he would. The giant turtle king had layers—he was arrogant, short-tempered, and sometimes downright terrifying, but there was also something almost… relatable about him. His love for his kids, his desire to protect his kingdom—it wasn’t that different from Luigi’s own desire to protect his friends and family.
"You know," Bowser said after a while, his tone more serious, "this whole thing with you being here—it’s more than just about keeping Mario in line. The kids like you, and honestly, I can see why. You’ve been good to them." He paused, his red eyes meeting Luigi’s. "Doesn’t mean you’re not still my prisoner, but… I guess what I’m saying is, I don’t hate having you around."
Luigi blinked in surprise. That was about as close to a compliment as he was ever going to get from Bowser. "Uh… thanks?" Luigi said, unsure how to respond.
Bowser grunted, waving his hand dismissively. "Don’t make a big deal out of it. Just don’t go thinking you can waltz out of here anytime you want. You’re still leverage."
Luigi nodded, though there was a small smile on his face. "Got it."
As Bowser stood up to leave, he glanced back at Luigi, his expression softer than usual. "Take care of yourself, Luigi. You may be a pain, but… you’re a good pain."
Luigi smiled, watching as Bowser walked away, his heavy footsteps fading into the distance. For the first time in a long while, Luigi felt a strange sense of understanding between them. They were still enemies, still on opposite sides of an ongoing battle, but in that moment, they were just two people doing their best to protect what mattered to them.
And somehow, that was enough.
Late one night, Luigi found himself wandering the dimly lit corridors of Bowser’s castle, trying to clear his head. He hadn’t meant to overhear anything, but as he approached the throne room, voices carried through the stone halls, low and tense. He paused just outside the door, listening carefully.
Inside, Bowser was speaking with Kamek and Kammy, his two most trusted advisors. Their voices were hushed but clear, and the tone of the conversation made Luigi’s heart skip a beat.
"Your Highness," Kamek began, his voice tight with concern. "Mario has defeated several of our outposts and strongholds in his search for Luigi. He's relentless. We believe he's on his way here."
Kammy chimed in, her voice softer but no less worried. "He won’t stop until he finds his brother, Your Majesty. We must act soon if we’re going to stay ahead of him."
Bowser let out a low growl, the sound rumbling through the walls. "Of course Mario’s getting close. He always does. But it’s not time yet. I need Luigi alive—Mario’s going to be desperate to get him back. That’s when I’ll use him as planned."
Luigi felt a chill run down his spine. He had known all along that Bowser intended to use him as leverage against Mario, but hearing the plan spoken aloud made it feel more real—more dangerous.
"So what do we do, Your Majesty?" Kamek asked. "If Mario’s on his way—"
"We leave," Bowser interrupted, his voice firm. "Prepare the airships. We’ll take Luigi and the kids to one of my other castles. Mario can tear this place apart for all I care. We’ll be long gone before he gets here."
Kammy nodded. "A wise decision, Your Highness. The children will likely see it as a vacation, but we must remain vigilant. Mario is not one to give up easily."
Luigi’s heart raced as he backed away from the door, the weight of what he had just heard sinking in. They were leaving. Bowser was moving the entire castle, taking him and the Koopalings to one of his other fortresses to avoid Mario’s relentless pursuit. It felt surreal—like he was living out one of the many adventures Mario always found himself in, but this time, Luigi was at the center of it.
As quietly as he could, Luigi returned to his small room, trying to process everything. He knew Mario was close, but would he find him in time? Bowser’s plan to use him as a bargaining chip loomed over his head, and Luigi couldn’t shake the fear of what that would mean for both him and his brother.
The next morning, the castle was a flurry of activity. The Koopalings had already caught wind of the move and were abuzz with excitement, seeing the whole thing as a grand adventure rather than a strategic retreat.
"Did you hear, Luigi?" Lemmy said with his usual enthusiasm, balancing on his ball as he zoomed past. "We’re going on a vacation! A new castle! It’s gonna be awesome!"
Morton, too, was excited, already boasting about how he’d explore every inch of the new place. "MORTON LOVE NEW CASTLE! MORTON FIND BEST ROOM!"
Kooper gave Luigi a small smile as he passed by. "Don’t worry, Luigi. We’ve got plenty of cool spots we can take you to in the new place. It’s like a vacation for all of us."
Even Ludwig, who was normally more serious, seemed interested in the move, though he approached it with a more practical mindset. "It’s necessary," he explained to Luigi as they packed up their things. "Mario is too close. We can’t let him catch us here."
Luigi nodded, trying to appear calm even as his nerves buzzed. He knew what this move really meant—Bowser wasn’t just taking a vacation. He was preparing for the final stages of his plan.
The Koopa airships arrived by midday, massive vessels that loomed over the castle like flying fortresses. The Koopalings scrambled aboard, chattering excitedly about what adventures the new castle would hold, while Bowser watched over everything, barking orders to the troops and ensuring that everything was packed and ready.
Luigi was escorted onto one of the airships, where he was given a modest cabin to himself. Despite being a prisoner, Bowser’s treatment of him had grown more lenient over time, and for the most part, Luigi was free to wander the ship and interact with the Koopalings.
As the airships lifted off, leaving the old castle behind, Luigi stood at the window of his cabin, watching the world below shrink into the distance. He couldn’t help but think of Mario—how close his brother must have been, only to find an empty castle when he arrived.
The journey was long, but the Koopalings kept Luigi entertained, pulling him into various games and conversations. Roy and Morton insisted on showing off their strength by challenging each other to arm-wrestling matches, while Wendy pouted about the lack of luxury on the airship. Lemmy, of course, was thrilled to be on a flying vessel, bouncing around with infectious energy.
Ludwig spent most of the trip in his own world, jotting down notes and ideas, while Kooper sat beside Luigi, casually strumming his guitar and talking about the new castle they were headed to.
"It’s one of Dad’s bigger ones," Kooper explained. "It’s got a huge training yard and even an underground labyrinth. You’ll like it."
Luigi tried to smile, but his thoughts kept drifting back to the conversation he had overheard. Bowser had said it wasn’t time yet, but eventually, he was going to use Luigi against Mario. And when that time came, Luigi wasn’t sure how things would play out.
After what felt like hours, the airships finally arrived at Bowser’s new fortress—a massive, imposing structure nestled deep in the mountains. The Koopalings cheered as they disembarked, running off to explore their new home with excited shouts and laughter.
Luigi, meanwhile, was escorted inside by Kamek, who gave him a pointed look. "You’re lucky," Kamek muttered. "Lord Bowser is being far more lenient with you than he normally is with prisoners."
Luigi offered a small, nervous laugh. "Yeah… lucky."
As he was led to his new room, Luigi couldn’t shake the feeling that his time was running out. Mario was getting closer, and soon, Bowser’s plan would be set in motion.
But for now, all he could do was wait—and hope that his brother would find him before it was too late.
The new castle, nestled deep in the mountains, was a stark contrast to Bowser’s main fortress. Where the old castle had been grand, dark, and filled with an almost oppressive atmosphere, this one was more quaint—still imposing in its own right, but quieter, more peaceful in the remote landscape. The tall stone towers and walls were shrouded by mist that clung to the peaks, and the distant sounds of waterfalls echoed through the valleys below. The surrounding mountains were rugged and wild, a natural playground for the Koopalings, who were thrilled to explore the area.
Luigi, of course, was still technically a prisoner, which meant that whenever the Koopalings took him along for their adventures, he was tied with a rope. The kids assured him it was for “safety,” but Luigi couldn’t help but find the whole thing a little embarrassing—especially since the kids treated it like a game.
"Come on, Luigi!" Lemmy called, bouncing ahead of the group on his ball, expertly navigating the rocky terrain. "There’s a cool cave up this way!"
"LUIGI! HURRY! MORTON WANT TO SHOW CAVE!" Morton bellowed, tugging on the rope excitedly. Despite his rough demeanor, Morton’s enthusiasm was almost childlike as he pulled Luigi along.
Kooper led the way, his guitar slung over his back as usual. Ludwig followed behind, looking more contemplative, while Wendy trailed a little further back, clearly more interested in keeping herself clean than in exploring the wilderness. Bowser Jr. ran ahead with Red, Green, and Blue, the triplets giggling and shouting as they raced through the rocks.
Luigi, despite being tied to the group, found himself smiling. The Koopalings were so full of energy, and their enthusiasm was infectious. He had come to enjoy these moments with them—strange as they were. Even if they were supposed to be his captors, the kids treated him more like a reluctant babysitter or companion.
Bowser himself had joined them, which was unusual. Normally, Bowser let the kids handle their own adventures while he focused on his plans, but ever since learning that Mario was advancing faster than expected, Bowser had become more watchful. He didn’t stray far from Luigi, making sure his “bargaining chip” stayed safe.
As they walked, Bowser remained quiet, his eyes scanning the mountainside with a mix of wariness and thought. Luigi kept sneaking glances at him, still trying to process the odd relationship that had developed between them over the past few weeks. Bowser had gone from being a terrifying enemy to… something else. Someone who, beneath the bluster and fire, seemed to care about more than just conquest and power.
Eventually, they reached a wide plateau overlooking the valley, and the Koopalings scattered, each of them finding something to do. Lemmy practiced balancing on rocks, while Iggy and Morton began arguing over who could lift the heaviest boulder. Wendy, predictably, sat down on a clean patch of grass, refusing to go any further.
Bowser, standing a few feet away from Luigi, crossed his arms and stared out at the mountains in silence. Luigi hesitated for a moment, then decided to take a chance. After all, Bowser had been unusually civil lately, and maybe… maybe there was room for conversation.
"It’s beautiful out here," Luigi said quietly, hoping to break the silence.
Bowser glanced at him, his eyes narrowing slightly before softening. "Yeah," he muttered, his voice gruff. "I like the mountains. Good place to hide out when things get… complicated."
Luigi nodded, understanding the unspoken context. "Mario’s getting closer, isn’t he?"
Bowser growled low in his throat. "Yeah. Faster than I thought he would. Typical Mario—always messing up my plans."
For a moment, neither of them said anything, and Luigi considered his next words carefully. "You know," Luigi started, glancing at Bowser, "I’m not just… waiting for Mario to save me. I’ve gotten to know your kids. They’re all really special in their own way. I’ve… come to care about them."
Bowser’s expression shifted, and for a moment, Luigi thought he might have said the wrong thing. But instead, Bowser let out a sigh, his shoulders relaxing slightly. "Yeah. They are special," he admitted, his voice softer than usual. "They’re my pride and joy. More than any kingdom or treasure. But sometimes… it’s hard keeping them safe. Even from themselves."
Luigi nodded. "I can see that. They’re… a handful."
Bowser chuckled, the sound more genuine than Luigi had ever heard from him. "That’s putting it mildly." He turned to face Luigi more fully, his red eyes searching the plumber’s face. "You’ve been good to them. More than I expected from a prisoner."
"I guess… it’s just in my nature to help," Luigi said with a shrug. "They’re good kids, Bowser. They might be a bit rowdy, but they care about you. They really look up to you."
Bowser grunted, his gaze turning back to the mountains. "I know. That’s why I’ve gotta protect them. That’s why I’m doing all of this—why I keep fighting."
Luigi could see the weight on Bowser’s shoulders now. The burden of leadership, of protecting not just a kingdom but a family. In that moment, Luigi felt a strange sort of empathy for him. They might have been enemies, but in this, they weren’t so different. Luigi would do anything to protect his brother, and Bowser would do the same for his children.
"You know," Luigi said after a pause, "it doesn’t always have to be like this. You and Mario—maybe someday there’s a way to… I don’t know, settle things without fighting."
Bowser let out a sharp laugh. "You think we could ever make peace, Luigi? After all the times we’ve fought, all the times I’ve tried to take over the Mushroom Kingdom?"
Luigi shrugged. "I don’t know. Maybe not now. But I’ve learned that people can change. They can surprise you."
Bowser didn’t respond immediately, his gaze distant as he considered Luigi’s words. After a long silence, he finally spoke, his voice quieter than before. "Maybe. But for now, things are the way they are. And Mario’s coming, which means I need to be ready."
Luigi nodded, understanding that Bowser wasn’t ready to let go of his plans just yet. But something in the air had shifted between them. There was a sense of mutual understanding, of seeing each other not as enemies but as two people caught in the same struggle—trying to protect what mattered to them.
"Come on," Bowser said gruffly, turning back toward the kids. "We’d better get back before they start a landslide or something."
Luigi laughed softly, following Bowser back toward the Koopalings, who were still arguing and playing in the rocky landscape. As they walked, Luigi couldn’t help but feel that, for all the battles they had fought in the past, there was something different about this moment. Maybe, just maybe, things didn’t have to stay the way they were forever.
For now, though, they were still on opposite sides of the fight. But at least they could share a conversation—and, perhaps, a little understanding.
Luigi wandered through the quieter halls of the castle, his eyes drawn to the many paintings and tapestries that adorned the walls. This castle, though smaller than Bowser’s main fortress, had an air of history about it, as though it had been a place of significance for many years. One painting in particular caught Luigi’s attention—it was large, covered in a dusty old sheet, tucked away in an alcove almost as if it were being hidden.
Curiosity got the better of him. Luigi glanced around, making sure no one was nearby, then stepped closer to the covered painting. His hand hesitated for a moment before reaching out to lift the edge of the sheet. The old fabric was heavier than he expected, and it took a bit of effort to pull it back, revealing the image beneath.
The painting depicted a young Bowser, looking far less menacing than he did now. His face was softer, less hardened by time and conflict, and standing next to him was someone else—a figure that bore a striking resemblance to Bowser, but with distinct differences. His skin was a deep blue, and his shell and hair were shades of cyan and magenta. This wasn’t just anyone. This was someone important to Bowser—someone Luigi had never heard of before.
Luigi’s heart raced as he stared at the painting, trying to piece together the story behind it. Who was this person? And why was this painting hidden away?
Before Luigi could dwell on it further, he heard the sound of heavy footsteps approaching. He quickly turned, dropping the sheet back over the painting just as Bowser appeared in the hallway, his massive frame filling the space with an imposing presence.
Bowser’s eyes immediately went to the painting, and his expression darkened. For a moment, there was no anger, no fiery outburst—just a look of deep pain. He stepped forward, his voice low and strained.
"What are you doing?" Bowser growled, though there was no real menace behind his words. "You shouldn’t be poking around in here."
Luigi took a step back, raising his hands defensively. "I-I didn’t mean to—" he started, but Bowser cut him off.
"Don’t." Bowser’s voice was rough, and he moved past Luigi, pulling the sheet back over the painting with more force than necessary. He stood there for a moment, his back to Luigi, as though he was trying to compose himself.
Luigi shifted awkwardly, unsure of what to say. He had seen the look on Bowser’s face—the way his usual bravado had cracked for just a second. "Who was that?" Luigi asked quietly, breaking the silence. "The one in the painting with you?"
Bowser remained silent for a long moment, his massive shoulders rising and falling with a deep sigh. When he finally spoke, his voice was quieter than Luigi had ever heard it.
"My brother," Bowser said, his tone filled with a weight that Luigi hadn’t expected. "Morton."
Luigi’s eyes widened in surprise. Bowser had a brother? It was something he had never heard of—never even considered. "I… I didn’t know you had a brother," Luigi said cautiously.
Bowser let out a low, bitter laugh. "No one knows," he muttered. "It’s better that way."
There was a long pause, and Luigi shifted uneasily. He wasn’t sure if he should press for more information, but something in Bowser’s tone made him feel like this was important. "What happened to him?" Luigi asked softly, hoping he wasn’t overstepping.
Bowser’s hands clenched into fists at his sides, his claws digging into his palms. "He’s gone," Bowser said simply. "We fought… once. A long time ago. He wanted things to be different—to run the kingdom his way. We didn’t agree, and… well… things went too far."
Luigi swallowed, sensing the deep regret in Bowser’s voice. He had never seen this side of the Koopa King before—the side that carried a heavy burden from the past. "I’m sorry," Luigi said quietly, not knowing what else to say.
Bowser turned to face him then, his red eyes sharp and filled with a mix of emotions—anger, pain, and something deeper that Luigi couldn’t quite place. "Don’t be sorry, Greenie," Bowser said, his voice rough. "Just… don’t go digging into things that don’t concern you."
Luigi nodded quickly, sensing that this was a wound Bowser didn’t want to open any further. "I won’t. I promise."
For a moment, they stood in silence, the weight of Bowser’s past lingering in the air. Bowser’s usual bravado and arrogance seemed distant now, replaced by something far more human—grief, regret, and a sense of loss that Luigi hadn’t expected from the fearsome King of the Koopas.
Without another word, Bowser turned and walked away, his heavy footsteps echoing down the hall. Luigi watched him go, his mind racing with questions he knew he wouldn’t get answers to. But one thing was clear—Bowser wasn’t just a tyrant bent on conquering the Mushroom Kingdom. He was someone who had loved, who had lost, and who still carried the weight of that loss with him.
As Luigi stood alone in the hallway, he glanced back at the covered painting. The image of young Bowser and his brother Morton lingered in his mind, and he couldn’t help but wonder how different things might have been—both for Bowser and for the Koopa Kingdom—if that fight between brothers had ended differently.
But for now, the past was the past, and all Luigi could do was move forward, knowing that he had seen a side of Bowser that very few had ever witnessed.
It was another lively day in the mountainous castle, and as usual, the Koopalings were full of energy, running through the halls and shouting excitedly about the latest game they had come up with. They’d been talking about it all morning, a competition that involved everyone—including Luigi.
At first, Luigi thought he’d be able to sit this one out, but that hope quickly vanished when Kooper pulled him into the group with a grin.
"Alright, Luigi! You’re gonna love this one," Kooper said, his excitement palpable. "We’re teaming up in pairs for this game, and guess who your partner is?"
Luigi blinked, looking around at the Koopalings, who were all smirking, giggling, or looking expectantly at him. He felt a sudden sense of dread as he realized who they were talking about.
"Wait… you don’t mean—" Luigi started, but before he could finish, a shadow loomed over him.
"That’s right, Greenie," Bowser’s deep, rumbling voice cut in from behind him. "Looks like you’re stuck with me."
Luigi turned to see Bowser standing there, arms crossed, a smirk on his face. The giant Koopa King was clearly amused by the situation, but there was also a challenge in his eyes.
The Koopalings erupted into laughter, clearly thrilled with their matchmaking skills. "Good luck, Luigi!" Ludwig called mockingly, adjusting his glasses. "You’ll need it."
Morton flexed his muscles and pointed at Bowser. "MORTON THINK TEAM DAD AND LUIGI WILL LOSE!"
Wendy rolled her eyes, clearly uninterested in the actual game but enjoying the chaos. "Let’s just get this over with."
Bowser growled, "We’ll see about that, Morton," then looked at Luigi with a sideways grin. "Come on, Greenie. Let’s show these brats what we can do."
Luigi swallowed nervously but nodded. "O-Okay… let’s give it a shot."
The game the Koopalings had come up with was a mix of obstacle courses and ridiculous challenges. The first part involved navigating a tricky course full of jumps, dodges, and puzzles. Each team had to make it through together, relying on their partner’s skills.
Luigi couldn’t help but feel awkward as he and Bowser stood at the starting line, watching the other teams gear up. Lemmy and Larry were bouncing around, already hyped up, while Roy and Iggy were arguing over strategy.
"Alright," Bowser said, glancing at Luigi. "I’ll handle the heavy lifting. You just don’t trip over your own feet."
Luigi rolled his eyes but smiled despite himself. "I’ll try not to."
The whistle blew, and the teams took off. Luigi quickly realized that despite their differences, Bowser was actually a pretty solid partner. His brute strength allowed him to clear obstacles that the others struggled with, and while Luigi was more nimble, Bowser’s power made up for any shortcomings.
At one point, they had to work together to move a massive boulder blocking their path. Luigi, with his scrawny frame, couldn’t do much, but Bowser pushed it with ease, barking at Luigi to help guide it. Once the boulder was out of the way, they moved on to the next challenge—a puzzle that involved turning gears and pulling levers.
"I’m better at puzzles," Luigi said quickly, stepping forward. "Let me handle this one."
Bowser raised an eyebrow but didn’t argue. "Fine. Just hurry up."
Surprisingly, the two worked well together. Bowser’s strength and Luigi’s quick thinking helped them get through the course faster than some of the other teams, much to the Koopalings’ frustration. Roy and Iggy kept getting stuck on the puzzles, and Ludwig’s constant need to "overanalyze" everything was slowing him and Morton down.
After the obstacle course, the next part of the game involved a series of challenges—balancing acts, trivia questions, and even a makeshift sports competition. It was during the sports section that Luigi and Bowser started to really hit their stride.
The challenge involved a type of dodgeball where the Koopalings themselves were the targets. Bowser, with his sheer size and strength, dominated the field, while Luigi darted around, using his agility to avoid getting hit.
At one point, Bowser managed to knock out Morton and Roy in one throw, much to the amazement of the Koopalings.
"MORTON NEVER SAW IT COMING!" Morton yelled from the sidelines, holding his head in disbelief.
Bowser grinned at Luigi, who was panting from dodging the flying dodgeballs. "Not bad, Greenie," Bowser said, his tone more approving than Luigi had ever heard before.
"Thanks," Luigi replied, surprised by how well they were working together. "You’re… uh… pretty good at this."
Bowser smirked. "Of course I am."
As the game went on, Luigi found himself actually enjoying the time spent with Bowser. The Koopalings were having a blast, too, shouting and cheering as each team tried to outdo the other. By the time the game was over, Bowser and Luigi had managed to place second, just behind Lemmy and Larry, who had pulled off an impressive final move that earned them the victory.
"HA! We did it!" Lemmy cheered, bouncing up and down on his ball.
Larry, meanwhile, grinned smugly. "Told you we’d win."
Bowser huffed in annoyance but wasn’t too upset. "Not bad for a couple of kids," he muttered.
As the Koopalings gathered around to celebrate, Bowser and Luigi found themselves standing off to the side, catching their breath. There was an odd sense of camaraderie between them now, something neither of them had expected.
"You’re not so bad at this whole… teamwork thing," Luigi said, glancing at Bowser with a small smile.
Bowser snorted. "You’re lucky I didn’t use my fire breath, Greenie. Would’ve burned this whole place down."
Luigi chuckled. "Yeah, sure. I bet."
They stood in silence for a moment, watching the Koopalings laugh and play. Despite everything—despite being enemies for so long—Luigi realized that he and Bowser weren’t so different after all. They both cared about the kids, they both wanted to protect the people they loved, and they both enjoyed a good challenge.
"Maybe you’re not so bad after all, Bowser," Luigi said, his voice thoughtful.
Bowser raised an eyebrow but didn’t disagree. "Same goes for you, Luigi. Same goes for you."
And for the first time since Luigi had been captured, it felt like they weren’t just enemies—they were, in some strange way, starting to become friends.
The castle kitchen was alive with noise and excitement. Pots clanged, spoons scraped, and the laughter of the Koopalings echoed off the walls as they gathered around the massive central counter. Luigi, standing in the middle of the chaos, was overseeing the evening’s ambitious meal: spaghetti.
It had been the Koopalings’ idea—Wendy had declared she wanted pasta, and the others quickly jumped on board, turning the simple dinner idea into a full-fledged family event. Even Bowser had agreed to join them, which had surprised Luigi more than anything. Since they’d moved to this new castle, Bowser had been more relaxed—nicer, even. Luigi wasn’t sure why, but he wasn’t complaining.
"Alright, everyone," Luigi called, clapping his hands together. "We’ve got a lot to do. Ludwig, you handle the sauce. Morton, you’re in charge of chopping the vegetables. Lemmy, you can help me make the meatballs."
"MEATBALLS!" Morton bellowed, already holding a knife way too large for his hands.
"Careful with that!" Luigi yelped, rushing over to guide him before he chopped more than just vegetables.
The triplets—Red, Green, and Blue—were at one end of the counter, rolling out dough for garlic bread under Luigi’s watchful eye. Roy was stirring a pot of water for the pasta (even though he insisted he was too cool to cook), while Iggy stood nearby, adding far too much salt to the water.
"Iggy, that’s enough salt!" Luigi said, gently nudging the hyperactive Koopa away from the pot.
"It’s supposed to be salty like the sea!" Iggy protested, but he complied, dancing off to join Larry, who was busy setting the table.
"Spaghetti!" Lemmy cheered, bouncing on his ball while balancing a bowl of meatballs on his head. "Best dinner ever!"
Kooper strummed his guitar in the corner, offering occasional cooking tips that no one really followed, while Bowser Jr. sat on the counter, swinging his legs and licking tomato sauce off his fingers.
Amidst all this chaos, Bowser entered the kitchen, his heavy footsteps making the floor vibrate. "What’s going on in here?" he rumbled, looking around at the Koopalings and then at Luigi.
"We’re cooking spaghetti!" Wendy announced, flicking her hair back dramatically. "And it’s going to be fabulous."
Bowser smirked, walking over to where Luigi was forming meatballs with Lemmy. "Need some help?" he asked, surprising Luigi once again with his calm demeanor.
"Uh… sure," Luigi said, handing Bowser a bowl of meatball mixture. "Just… roll them into balls. Not too big, not too small."
Bowser gave a low chuckle. "I think I can manage that."
As the unlikely group worked together in the kitchen, Luigi couldn’t help but notice how Bowser interacted with his kids. He was still gruff, still the loud and imposing figure that everyone knew him to be, but there was a softness to his tone when he spoke to them—especially when one of them got frustrated or made a mistake.
At one point, Lemmy accidentally knocked over a jar of herbs, spilling it all over the floor. "Oops! Sorry!" Lemmy giggled, expecting the usual scolding.
But Bowser just sighed and patted Lemmy on the head. "No big deal, kid. Just clean it up and keep going."
Luigi watched the exchange, his eyebrows raised in surprise. That was… different. Normally, Bowser would’ve snapped or shouted, but this time, he just let it go. It was a small thing, but it stood out to Luigi.
"You’ve been a lot nicer lately," Luigi said casually as he formed more meatballs, glancing at Bowser.
Bowser grunted, not looking up from his work. "I’m always nice," he muttered. "When I want to be."
Luigi chuckled softly. "Sure. But… I don’t know, something feels different. It’s not what I expected."
Bowser glanced at him, his eyes narrowing slightly. "What? You expect me to be breathing fire at you all the time, Greenie?"
"Well, yeah, kinda," Luigi admitted with a sheepish smile. "But… it’s been nice, you know? Working together with the kids. They really look up to you."
Bowser was quiet for a moment, then shrugged, rolling another meatball. "They’re good kids. They can be a handful, but… they’re mine." There was a flicker of something in his voice—pride, maybe, or even affection.
The rest of the cooking went smoothly, with the Koopalings somehow managing to keep from burning anything or causing too much chaos. As they plated the spaghetti and set it on the large dining table, Bowser took a seat at the head, with the Koopalings filling the spaces around him.
Luigi sat at the other end, watching the scene unfold. It was strange, seeing Bowser and the kids in such a domestic setting. The giant Koopa King, who had once been a constant source of terror for him and Mario, was now sitting calmly at the table, passing a bowl of spaghetti to Morton and laughing as Larry tried to steal more garlic bread.
For a moment, it almost felt like a normal family dinner.
"SPAGHETTI!" Morton shouted between bites. "MORTON LOVE SPAGHETTI!"
"Morton, don’t talk with your mouth full," Wendy scolded, even though she was doing the exact same thing.
Lemmy giggled, balancing his fork on his nose while Kooper strummed a few lazy chords on his guitar.
Bowser looked around the table, his expression softening as he watched his kids. For a brief moment, he caught Luigi’s eye, and there was something unspoken between them—an understanding, maybe. They were still enemies, still on opposite sides, but here, in this moment, things were different. There was no battle, no fire, just a strange sort of peace.
"You did a good job with the sauce," Bowser said gruffly, breaking the silence between them.
Luigi blinked in surprise, then smiled. "Thanks. You didn’t do too bad with the meatballs either."
Bowser grunted, but Luigi could tell he was pleased by the compliment.
As the meal continued, Luigi realized something: while he still hoped for Mario to come and save him, this wasn’t such a bad place to be. The Koopalings were all wonderful in their own unique ways, and Bowser—well, Bowser was still Bowser, but maybe there was more to him than Luigi had ever imagined.
And for now, that was enough.
The day was lively and filled with the crackle of magic as the Koopalings practiced spells under the watchful eyes of Kamek and Kammy. Sparks of energy zipped through the air as Iggy and Ludwig experimented with levitation, while Wendy worked on her glamor spells. Bowser stood nearby, overseeing the training with his usual stern expression, though there was a certain pride in his gaze as he watched his children grow stronger in their magical abilities.
Luigi, who had been watching quietly from the side, felt strangely at ease despite everything. The once-terrifying atmosphere of Bowser’s castle had changed over the past weeks. Bowser had softened in small ways, and while Luigi was still technically a prisoner, things were... calmer.
But something had been nagging at Luigi for a while now. Something he hadn’t asked about, but couldn’t quite shake from his thoughts. As he watched Morton cast a spell with far more enthusiasm than precision, the question bubbled to the surface.
"Hey, Bowser," Luigi said, stepping up next to the Koopa King. Bowser glanced down at him, one eyebrow raised.
"What is it, Greenie?" Bowser asked, his voice gruff but not unfriendly.
Luigi hesitated for a moment, but then asked, "Who’s Morton named after? You gave him the 'Junior' title, right? Is there someone important behind that name?"
For a second, it seemed like the entire castle stilled. The Koopalings, who had been chattering, practicing, and casting spells, all went quiet. The air grew tense, and Luigi felt a strange, cold sensation creeping up his spine.
Bowser’s expression shifted instantly. His jaw clenched, his eyes darkened, and the muscles in his arms and shoulders tightened visibly. Smoke began to curl from his nostrils, and his breath grew heavier, more ragged.
The silence in the room became suffocating.
"Everyone," Bowser growled, his voice low and dangerous, "leave. Now."
The Koopalings didn’t need to be told twice. Even Morton, usually oblivious to the tension in the air, quickly backed away, leading the younger kids out of the room. Kamek and Kammy shared a glance, their faces grim, but they followed Bowser’s command without question. In a matter of moments, the once-bustling room was empty, save for Bowser and Luigi.
Luigi stood frozen in place, his heart pounding in his chest. He had clearly touched on something deeply painful, but he hadn’t expected this kind of reaction. Bowser’s entire demeanor had shifted—from stern but approachable to something much darker.
The silence stretched out, and Luigi could see the rage simmering beneath Bowser’s surface. His claws dug into the floor, leaving deep gouges in the stone, and the smoke pouring from his nostrils was growing thicker, darker.
"You don’t… ask… about that," Bowser said slowly, each word coming out with barely contained fury.
"I—I’m sorry," Luigi stammered, backing up a step. "I didn’t mean to—"
"Enough!" Bowser roared, and suddenly, fire burst from his mouth, shooting into the air with a ferocity that left Luigi paralyzed in fear. The flames licked the walls of the castle, casting wild shadows that danced across the room. The heat was intense, and Luigi could feel the searing air as it passed by him.
Bowser’s eyes were burning with a mixture of rage and something deeper—something like pain. He took a few heavy steps forward, towering over Luigi, his entire body radiating heat and power.
"Morton," Bowser growled, his voice a dangerous rumble, "was my brother’s name. My real brother. And you will never… never… speak of him again."
Luigi swallowed hard, nodding quickly, but his legs felt like they were locked in place. He had never seen Bowser like this—so raw, so filled with grief and anger. It was as if the mention of Morton’s name had unleashed something deep inside of him, something that had been buried for a long time.
Bowser’s eyes flashed, and for a moment, Luigi thought he was about to unleash another torrent of fire. But instead, Bowser closed his eyes, his massive body shaking with barely controlled rage. He took a deep breath, the flames in his chest slowly dying down, though smoke still poured from his nostrils.
"You don’t know what you’re talking about, Luigi," Bowser said, his voice quieter now, but still trembling with anger. "My brother… he was different. Strong. Proud. And he… he’s gone because of Mario."
Luigi’s breath caught in his throat. He hadn’t known—he hadn’t realized the weight behind Morton’s name. The stories of Bowser’s brother were vague, lost in time, but now, hearing Bowser’s words, he understood why the memory of him carried such pain.
"I didn’t know," Luigi whispered, his voice barely audible.
Bowser turned away from him, his massive frame blocking out the light from the flames. "Of course you didn’t. No one does anymore. The world forgot him, just like they forgot everything that mattered to him." He clenched his fists, his claws digging into his palms. "But I haven’t. And I won’t."
The silence that followed was heavy, filled with an unspoken grief that Luigi could feel in his bones. He didn’t dare say anything more—didn’t dare push Bowser any further. Instead, he stood there, waiting, hoping that the tension in the room would fade.
Eventually, Bowser took another deep breath, the smoke around him dissipating. "Get out," he said, his voice still thick with emotion. "Go back to the kids. This conversation is over."
Luigi nodded quickly, backing away toward the door. As he left the room, he cast one last glance at Bowser, standing alone in the center of the room, his head bowed, his massive frame slumped in a way that made him look far more vulnerable than Luigi had ever seen him.
For the first time, Luigi truly understood the depth of Bowser’s pain. Morton had been more than just a brother—he had been a part of Bowser’s past, a part of his family, and his loss had left a scar that had never healed.
And now, every time Bowser looked at his son, Morton Jr., he was reminded of that loss—a wound that time hadn’t dulled.
As Luigi rejoined the Koopalings in the courtyard, he couldn’t shake the feeling that, despite everything, Bowser was far more complex than he had ever imagined. Behind the flames, the fury, and the power, there was a deep sadness—a sadness that came from losing someone he had loved.
And for that, Luigi felt a strange sense of empathy for the Koopa King, even as he remained his captive.
As Luigi walked through the dimly lit corridors of the castle, his mind was a whirlwind of memories and guilt. Bowser’s reaction earlier, the way his entire demeanor shifted when Morton’s name was brought up—it had shaken Luigi more than he cared to admit. But now, there was something else nagging at him, something from long ago that he had buried deep in his memory.
The early days of his and Mario’s adventures through the Mushroom Kingdom were often a blur of running, jumping, and fighting Bowser’s minions. But there was one memory that now resurfaced with startling clarity. Back then, Bowser’s minions had often disguised themselves as him, creating fake versions of the Koopa King to trick them. Most of the time, when Luigi and Mario defeated these imposters with fireballs, they would vanish in a puff of smoke, revealing their true forms—Goombas, Koopas, or Spinies.
But there was one… one who hadn’t poofed away.
Luigi clenched his fists as the memory came flooding back. He and Mario had been in one of Bowser’s many castles, dodging fire and traps, when they encountered what they thought was another fake Bowser. It had looked like Bowser, but something had been different—the way he moved, the color of his skin, the shape of his shell. And when they had attacked, he had fought back more fiercely than any of the others.
Mario had taken the lead, as he always did, and Luigi had tried to keep up. He wasn’t as brave as his brother, wasn’t as quick on his feet, but he had managed to hurl a few fireballs of his own. And then… then it happened.
Luigi had fired the final shot. He remembered the moment vividly now—the fireball leaving his hand, striking the figure who looked like Bowser. But unlike all the others, this one hadn’t vanished. He had fallen.
At the time, Luigi hadn’t thought much of it. The adrenaline of the fight had carried him through, and they had moved on, assuming that, like all their other enemies, the figure had survived in some way. After all, their foes always seemed to come back, no matter how many times they defeated them.
But now, standing in the silence of Bowser’s castle, Luigi felt a cold knot of dread form in his stomach. Bowser had spoken of his brother Morton with such pain, such anger. Could that figure—the one who hadn’t vanished—have been Bowser’s brother? Had Luigi… had he been the one to land the final blow?
The thought was horrifying. Luigi’s heart raced as he considered the possibility that, all this time, he might have been responsible for Morton’s death. It had been an accident—he hadn’t known, hadn’t meant to—but that didn’t change the fact that he might have done something terrible.
Luigi swallowed hard, glancing around to make sure no one was nearby. The Koopalings were outside, practicing their magic or playing in the courtyard, and Bowser had retreated to his chambers after their tense conversation earlier. But even with no one around, Luigi felt the weight of his guilt pressing down on him.
He had to say something. He should say something. But every time he thought about confronting Bowser, the image of Bowser’s enraged face, the fire pouring from his mouth, flashed in his mind. If Bowser found out that Luigi had been the one to strike down his brother, there was no telling what he would do. Bowser’s rage was legendary, and even though things had gotten better between them, Luigi knew that this revelation could destroy everything.
But there was more to it than just fear. Over the past few weeks, Luigi had gotten to know Bowser and his children in a way he never thought possible. The Koopalings were good kids—each with their own quirks and personalities, but all of them full of life and energy. They had come to rely on Luigi in some small way, and he had grown fond of them.
If he told Bowser the truth, if he revealed that he might have been the one responsible for Morton’s death, he could lose everything he had built with them. The fragile rapport he had developed with Bowser, the connection with the Koopalings—it could all be shattered.
Luigi pressed his hand to his forehead, feeling the weight of his guilt and fear. What was he supposed to do? If he stayed silent, he could continue pretending that everything was fine, but the guilt would eat away at him. If he told the truth, he might be signing his own death warrant—not to mention destroying the fragile peace he had found in this strange situation.
He leaned against the wall, staring down at the floor. What would Mario do? His brother had always been the brave one, the one who charged headfirst into danger without hesitation. But this wasn’t just about bravery—this was about family. Bowser had lost his brother, and Luigi might have been the one to take him away.
"I didn’t know," Luigi whispered to himself, his voice trembling. "I didn’t know…"
But even as he said the words, they felt hollow. Ignorance didn’t change what had happened. If Morton was really gone because of him, nothing could change that.
For now, though, Luigi couldn’t bring himself to confess. Not yet. He needed more time to figure out what to do—how to handle the situation without losing everything. But the weight of his secret hung heavy on his shoulders, and no matter how much he tried to push it down, it wouldn’t go away.
As he made his way back toward the courtyard to join the Koopalings, Luigi took a deep breath and tried to steady himself. For now, he would have to keep pretending. But deep down, he knew that the truth would come out eventually.
And when it did, there would be no turning back.
Deep in the shadows of the forgotten castle, where time had long since abandoned its touch, Morton lay in a cold, stone chamber. His body, unmoving, had been left for years in what appeared to be an endless, deathless slumber. The air was thick with dust, and the stone walls, covered in cracks and moss, whispered with the eerie stillness of a place long forsaken.
Morton, Bowser’s brother, had been close to death that fateful day. He had been struck down, but not destroyed. His body should have perished—should have faded from the world just like so many others who had faced the Mario brothers. But something had kept him tethered to life, something ancient and powerful, something far darker than any Koopa magic.
A shard of an ancient, malevolent star—the Star of Darkness—was embedded deep within his chest, pulsing faintly with a dark, otherworldly energy. The star had been dormant for years, keeping Morton in a suspended state between life and death, until now.
In the silence of the ruined castle, the shard began to glow. Its light was not bright and radiant like the stars of the Mushroom Kingdom, but cold, a sickly purple that seemed to absorb all warmth around it. The air in the chamber grew heavier, and the dust began to swirl as the star’s power awakened.
Inside Morton’s mind, a voice—a low, sinister whisper—began to speak.
"Awaken, Morton Koopa," the voice hissed. "It is time."
Morton’s eyes, still closed, twitched slightly. His fingers curled, his muscles tensed. The shard pulsed again, stronger this time, sending a wave of dark energy through his body. Slowly, agonizingly, his eyes flickered open, glowing with the same eerie purple light as the star.
"Wh-what…?" Morton groaned, his voice hoarse from disuse. His thoughts were muddled, fragmented memories of his last battle swirling in his mind. He remembered the fight—Mario, Luigi—and the final blow that should have ended him. But here he was, alive. Why?
"Do you not recognize me, Morton?" the voice whispered again, its tone cold and commanding. "I am the Star of Darkness, the power that saved you from death. You are alive because of me."
Morton tried to move, his body stiff and aching from years of immobility. "Why… Why am I… alive?" His voice was deeper, rougher, as though something unnatural had taken root inside him. "What do you want from me?"
The star pulsed again, feeding more of its dark energy into Morton’s body. "I kept you alive because you are useful to me. You have strength, Morton Koopa. You have ambition. But more than that, you have a desire for revenge, don't you?"
At the mention of revenge, something within Morton stirred. Memories of his defeat at the hands of the Mario brothers flashed before his eyes—his shame, his failure, and the thought of being forgotten. His fists clenched, and a growl rumbled in his throat.
"Revenge… yes…" he muttered, his voice growing darker. "I want revenge."
"Good," the star purred, its voice slithering into his mind like a snake. "You shall have it. But first, you must help me. My power is great, but I require a vessel. You, Morton, will be that vessel."
Morton’s mind, still fogged from his long slumber, didn’t fully grasp what was happening. But the anger, the desire for revenge, clouded his judgment. He wanted to make them all pay—Mario, Luigi, Bowser—for forgetting him, for leaving him to rot in this forsaken place.
"What do you want me to do?" Morton asked, his eyes glowing brighter with the star’s power.
The star’s voice was dripping with malice now. "We shall rise, Morton. Together, we will take control of this world. I will grant you power beyond your wildest dreams, and in return, you will help me turn everyone—Mario, Bowser, and all those beneath them—into mindless drones under our control."
Morton hesitated, his mind briefly pushing against the influence of the star. There was something wrong about this, something unnatural. But the star’s power surged again, dulling his resistance, feeding his desire for revenge.
"Yes… we will take everything," Morton agreed, his voice now a twisted reflection of his former self.
The star laughed, a cold, sinister sound that echoed in the chamber. "That’s right. You will be my puppet, Morton, but in return, I will give you everything you desire. Revenge… power… a kingdom of your own. All you must do is obey."
The shard in Morton’s chest pulsed again, and as it did, his body fully reawakened. He rose from the cold stone floor, his muscles stiff but regaining strength as the star’s magic flowed through him. His once familiar appearance had changed—his skin had taken on a dark, bluish tint, and his eyes glowed with an unnatural, malevolent light. The star’s influence had corrupted him, turning him into something far more dangerous than the Morton who had once fought Mario and Luigi.
"I will serve you," Morton said, his voice dripping with darkness. "And together, we will take everything."
The star’s voice coiled in his mind like a serpent, pleased with its new puppet. "Good. Then let us begin. We will rise from this forgotten place and plunge the world into darkness. And none shall stand in our way."
As Morton walked through the decrepit halls of the castle, the star’s influence growing stronger with every step, he couldn’t help but feel the dark satisfaction welling inside him. He would have his revenge—on the Mario brothers, on Bowser, and on the entire Mushroom Kingdom.
And this time, no one would stop him.
The star’s power crackled in the air as Morton stepped out of the ruins and into the world once again, his heart consumed by the dark force that controlled him. Somewhere deep within him, Morton’s true self struggled to break free—but the star’s grip was strong, and its malevolent whispers drowned out any thought of resistance.
The world would soon know the wrath of Morton Koopa, the puppet of the Star of Darkness. And Luigi, unknowingly, had played a part in awakening a force far greater than he could have imagined.
The atmosphere in the mountainous castle had grown tense since Luigi’s accidental question about Morton. Bowser had been more brooding, his temper simmering just beneath the surface. Even the Koopalings, who were usually carefree and loud, seemed to tread more carefully around their father, sensing the storm that lingered in the air. Luigi, for his part, had been riddled with guilt since that day.
He didn’t mean to bring up something so painful. He had no idea about Bowser’s brother, and now, knowing that Morton’s death haunted Bowser, Luigi felt compelled to do something to make amends. The last thing he wanted was to push the Koopa King further into anger or resentment.
So, Luigi did what he knew best: cooking.
He spent the better part of the day in the castle kitchen, preparing a hearty meal fit for someone of Bowser’s stature. A huge, perfectly seasoned steak was the centerpiece, surrounded by roasted vegetables and some of Bowser’s favorite side dishes, which Luigi had quietly noted during his time in the castle. The smell of sizzling meat filled the kitchen, and even some of the Koopalings had wandered in, sniffing curiously at the air.
“What’s all this for?” Kooper asked, leaning against the counter and watching Luigi work with his usual smirk.
“I, uh, wanted to apologize to your dad,” Luigi muttered, turning the steak over in the pan. “For, you know… bringing up Morton. I didn’t mean to upset him.”
Kooper’s expression softened slightly. “Yeah, Dad’s been kinda… weird since then. But he’ll get over it.” He glanced at the steak, then back at Luigi. “This looks amazing, though. You might be onto something with this apology.”
“I hope so,” Luigi said, rubbing the back of his neck. “I just… I know how I’d feel if something happened to Mario, you know?”
At the mention of Mario, Kooper’s smirk faded, and he gave a slight nod. “Yeah. Dad thinks Mario’s the reason for everything that went wrong with Morton.”
Luigi’s stomach clenched at the reminder, and he quickly turned his attention back to the food. “I’m not sure this steak is enough to make up for it, but… I have to try.”
When the meal was finally ready, Luigi hesitantly approached Bowser’s private chamber. The Koopalings, curious but cautious, had all quietly gathered in the hallway, watching Luigi with wide eyes as he stood outside the door with the tray of food.
“Good luck,” Lemmy whispered, giving Luigi a thumbs-up.
“Yeah, you’ll need it,” Roy added with a snicker, though there was no real malice in his tone.
Taking a deep breath, Luigi knocked on the door. After a tense moment, he heard Bowser’s gruff voice from within.
“What is it?”
“It’s… It’s Luigi. I, uh, made you something. As an apology.”
There was a long pause, and for a moment, Luigi thought Bowser might send him away. But then, the door creaked open, and Bowser stood there, towering over Luigi as usual, his expression unreadable. The air around him was heavy, but there was no immediate sign of anger.
Luigi held out the tray with both hands, his heart pounding. “I’m really sorry for what I said the other day. I didn’t mean to upset you. I didn’t know about… your brother. I… I can’t imagine what that must feel like. I wouldn’t know what to do without Mario.”
At the mention of Mario’s name, Bowser’s expression darkened. His eyes flashed with anger, and for a brief moment, Luigi thought he had made a terrible mistake. Bowser’s claws twitched, and smoke curled from his nostrils as he stepped closer to Luigi, looming over him.
“Mario,” Bowser growled, his voice low and dangerous. “Mario is the reason Morton is gone.”
Luigi took a shaky step back, his hands trembling as he held the tray. “I—I didn’t mean to bring him up to upset you. I just… I know how much it hurts to lose someone you care about, even if it’s just the thought of losing them.”
Bowser’s eyes narrowed, and for a tense moment, Luigi thought he might unleash his fury right then and there. But then, something changed. Bowser’s shoulders relaxed slightly, the fire in his eyes dimming. He glanced down at the tray of food, then back at Luigi.
“You made this?” Bowser asked, his voice less threatening now, though still rough.
“Y-Yeah,” Luigi stammered, nodding. “It’s my way of saying sorry.”
Bowser was silent for a long moment, his gaze shifting between the steak and Luigi. The tension in the air seemed to hang on the edge of a knife, but slowly, the anger in Bowser’s expression faded. He reached out and took the tray from Luigi’s hands, setting it down on a nearby table. He stared at the food for a moment, then let out a long, slow breath.
“I don’t know why I’m doing this,” Bowser muttered, more to himself than to Luigi. “I should be furious with you.”
Luigi gulped, unsure of how to respond. He had expected Bowser’s wrath, but this calmness was more unsettling in a way.
“But,” Bowser continued, his voice quieter now, “you’ve been good with the kids. And… I don’t know. There’s something about you. You’re not like Mario.”
Luigi blinked, surprised by the unexpected compliment—or at least, what passed for a compliment from Bowser. He wasn’t sure how to respond, but he nodded gratefully.
Bowser took a bite of the steak, chewing thoughtfully. As he ate, the tension seemed to ease further, and for the first time in days, Bowser’s expression softened, if only a little.
“You don’t have to apologize again,” Bowser said after a moment, his tone gruff but without malice. “I… forgive you.”
Luigi blinked, his heart skipping a beat. He had been prepared for anything—anger, shouting, maybe even being thrown out of the castle—but forgiveness? That was the last thing he expected.
“Th-Thank you,” Luigi stammered, genuinely touched. “I’m really sorry, Bowser. I never meant to hurt you.”
Bowser grunted in response, finishing another bite of the steak. “Yeah, yeah. Just… don’t bring up Morton again.”
“I won’t,” Luigi promised quickly, nodding.
As Bowser continued eating, the two of them stood in silence. It wasn’t exactly a warm moment, but it wasn’t hostile either. And for the first time, Luigi realized that maybe—just maybe—he and Bowser could find some common ground.
Even if they were enemies on the battlefield, here, in the castle with the Koopalings, things were different. There was more to Bowser than the fire-breathing tyrant Luigi had always known, and maybe, just maybe, there was more to their relationship than just that of captor and captive.
For now, that was enough.
As Mario and Peach ventured deeper into the desolate, treacherous lands of the Darklands, their worry for Luigi grew with each passing step. The air was thick and heavy, carrying an unsettling chill that made even the normally fearless Mario uneasy. But he pressed on, determined to find his brother. Luigi had been missing for too long, and no amount of danger or mystery would keep him from saving him.
Yet, something about the Darklands had changed.
Along the way, they had encountered several of Bowser’s usual minions—Koopas, Goombas, and Paratroopas—but something was off. The once vibrant and rowdy creatures now appeared hollow, their usual vigor replaced by an eerie stillness. The Koopas’ shells were a dark, almost sickly purple, and their skin had taken on a strange hue, far from the familiar green or brown. Worst of all were their eyes—glowing red, as though they were under some kind of dark influence.
Peach shivered as she glanced at a group of the strange Koopas wandering aimlessly by a cliffside, their heads hanging low, as if they were in a trance. “Mario… what’s happening here? They don’t look right.”
Mario frowned, his fists tightening at his sides. “I don’t know, Princess, but something is very wrong. It’s almost like they’ve been… cursed.”
The purple-skinned Koopas stumbled forward, barely acknowledging the pair as they passed by. Their movements were slow, mechanical, like they were being controlled by some unseen force. Mario wanted to stop, to investigate what was happening, but his priority was clear—he had to find Luigi.
“They seem like they’re under a spell,” Peach whispered, her hand resting lightly on Mario’s arm. “But we can’t stop now. We have to keep going.”
Mario nodded, pushing down the rising unease in his chest. “We’ll come back for them if we can. Right now, we need to get to Bowser’s castle. Luigi has to be there.”
But when they finally reached Bowser’s massive fortress, they were greeted by an unsettling sight—nothing. The castle stood dark and empty, its imposing stone walls and towering spires casting long shadows across the barren landscape. No guards patrolled the perimeter, no lights flickered from the windows. The usual chaos and life that filled Bowser’s lair were gone.
Mario’s heart sank as they stepped inside the castle. Every room they checked was empty—no sign of Bowser, the Koopalings, or Luigi. It was as if the entire place had been abandoned in a hurry.
“They’re all gone,” Peach murmured, her voice laced with disbelief. “Mario, where could they have taken him?”
Mario clenched his fists, frustration bubbling beneath the surface. “Bowser could have taken him anywhere. We were so close, but now…” He trailed off, staring out one of the castle’s high windows into the vast, empty horizon.
He had been so sure that Luigi would be here. But now, standing in the empty halls of Bowser’s castle, all he felt was a gnawing sense of helplessness. If Bowser had taken Luigi somewhere else, tracking him down could take weeks—or worse, they might never find him.
Peach put a hand on Mario’s shoulder, her expression sympathetic. “We’ll find him, Mario. We just need to keep going.”
Mario nodded, but before they could decide their next move, a strange sound echoed through the empty halls—a low, eerie moan that sent a shiver down their spines. They exchanged a glance before Mario grabbed Peach’s hand, leading her toward the source of the noise.
As they stepped outside, the sight that greeted them was unlike anything they had ever seen before.
More of Bowser’s minions—Koopas, Goombas, and even a few Shy Guys—were wandering aimlessly around the grounds of the castle. Like the others they had seen in the Darklands, their skin had turned an unnatural shade of purple, and their eyes glowed an eerie red. But now, there were more of them—dozens, maybe even hundreds, all moving in a slow, zombie-like state, as if under some kind of dark, malevolent influence.
“This isn’t right,” Mario muttered, gripping his cap tightly. “These creatures… they aren’t like Bowser’s usual minions.”
Peach stood beside him, her face pale with concern. “It’s like they’re being controlled by something—something powerful.”
Mario’s mind raced as he tried to make sense of what was happening. Bowser’s castle was empty, but his minions had clearly been affected by something dark, something that had turned them into these twisted versions of themselves. But what? And more importantly, where was Bowser? Where was Luigi?
One of the purple Koopas stumbled forward, its glowing red eyes locking onto Mario and Peach. It let out a low, guttural moan and began to shuffle toward them. Then another. And another. Soon, the entire group of zombified creatures was moving in their direction, slowly closing in on them.
“We have to go!” Mario shouted, grabbing Peach’s hand and pulling her toward the castle’s main gate.
They raced through the castle grounds, dodging the sluggish creatures as they moved, their eerie moans echoing in the otherwise silent night. But even as they escaped the immediate danger, Mario’s thoughts remained on Luigi.
What if these creatures had something to do with why Bowser had fled? What if whatever was affecting them had something to do with Luigi’s disappearance?
“We’ll figure this out, Peach,” Mario said, determination burning in his voice. “We’ll find him. I just hope… I hope he’s okay.”
As they ventured back into the Darklands, Mario couldn’t shake the feeling that something far worse than Bowser was at play here. Whatever was happening to Bowser’s minions, whatever dark force was behind it, it was spreading—and fast.
And Luigi was somewhere out there, caught in the middle of it all.
At Bowser’s new mountainous castle, the atmosphere had changed. The threat of Mario’s approach still loomed over everyone’s heads, but somehow, in the quieter moments, things felt almost… peaceful. Bowser had been spending more time with his children, and Luigi—strangely enough—had become a familiar and comforting presence to the little Koopalings. Especially the youngest ones.
Red, Green, and Blue, the three-year-old triplets, had taken an especially strong liking to Luigi. The hatchlings were full of energy, each with their own little quirks: Red was often grumpy and quick to throw tantrums, Green was always happy and carefree, and Blue—well, Blue cried at the drop of a hat. Despite their differences, all three adored their father and, much to Luigi’s surprise, had grown attached to him as well.
One quiet afternoon, Bowser and Luigi found themselves together in the nursery, watching over the triplets. Red was grumbling about a toy that wasn’t working the way he wanted it to, stomping his little feet in frustration. Green, meanwhile, was contentedly stacking blocks and giggling to himself, while Blue sat on Luigi’s lap, sniffling about something that neither Bowser nor Luigi could figure out.
“I think he’s just upset for no reason,” Luigi said with a small, affectionate smile, gently rocking Blue in his arms. “He’s got a full belly, he’s had a nap… but still, he’s upset.”
Bowser, sitting nearby, chuckled deeply. “That’s Blue for you. Cries about everything, even when things are perfect.”
As if on cue, Blue sniffled louder and looked up at Luigi with wide, watery eyes. “Mama…” he whimpered, reaching up to clutch Luigi’s shirt with his tiny claws.
Luigi froze for a second, his eyes widening in surprise. “D-Did he just call me…?”
Bowser threw his head back and roared with laughter. “Yep! He called you ‘Mama’! That’s hilarious!”
Luigi blushed furiously, awkwardly patting Blue’s back while the little Koopa nuzzled against him. “I-I’m not his mama…” he mumbled, but he couldn’t help the warm feeling that spread through his chest. It was strange, but somehow, in the time he’d spent with the young Koopalings, he had grown to care for them deeply.
Bowser wiped a tear from his eye, still chuckling. “You’ve really gotten attached to these kids, haven’t you?” There was something in his tone—amusement, yes, but also a hint of sadness.
Luigi nodded, still holding Blue close as the hatchling calmed down. “They’re good kids,” he said softly. “They remind me of my own family, in a way. Mario and I grew up close, always looking out for each other.”
At the mention of Mario, Bowser’s smile faded slightly. He glanced over at Luigi, his expression more serious now. “You know…” Bowser began, his voice quieter than usual, “as much as the kids love having you around… you won’t be here forever.”
Luigi’s heart sank at the truth of those words. He had known it all along, of course. Mario would come for him, and eventually, he would be rescued. But in the time he had spent in Bowser’s castle, surrounded by the Koopalings, it had been easy to forget—just for a little while—that he was a prisoner.
“I know,” Luigi said quietly, stroking Blue’s shell as the little Koopa finally started to fall asleep. “Mario will come for me. He always does. But… I don’t want to hurt them when I leave.”
Bowser leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms over his chest. “The triplets… especially Blue… they’ve gotten used to you. When you leave, it’s going to be hard on them.”
Luigi looked down at Blue, feeling a pang of guilt. The little Koopa was clinging to him, trusting him, and the thought of leaving him behind—leaving all of the Koopalings behind—was hard to bear.
“And what about you?” Luigi asked softly, looking up at Bowser. “I mean… we’ve had our battles, sure, but… I don’t know. This time, things are different.”
Bowser didn’t respond right away. He stared out the window, his gaze distant. “I used to think everything was simple,” he muttered, more to himself than to Luigi. “Capture the princess. Fight Mario. Win the kingdom. But… now, with the kids, with you here… things aren’t so black and white anymore.”
Luigi nodded slowly, understanding the unspoken struggle Bowser was dealing with. The Koopa King wasn’t the same as he had been all those years ago. There was more to him now—more depth, more complexity.
“I don’t want to hurt them, Bowser,” Luigi said after a long pause. “I don’t want them to be upset when I leave.”
Bowser let out a heavy sigh. “Neither do I,” he admitted, his voice low. “But that’s the way it has to be. You’re not one of us. And sooner or later, Mario’s going to show up, and we’ll be back to fighting like we always do.”
The words stung, but Luigi knew they were true. No matter how much he had grown to care for the Koopalings, no matter how much Bowser had softened around the edges, their worlds were still at odds.
Still, the thought of Blue calling him “Mama,” of the triplets clinging to him, of all the Koopalings looking up to him with trust in their eyes—it made Luigi’s heart ache.
Blue snuggled closer to Luigi, his tiny breaths soft and even as he drifted into sleep. “Mama,” he murmured again, even in his dreams.
Bowser glanced over at them, his expression conflicted. “You’re good with them, you know,” he muttered. “Better than I expected.”
Luigi smiled faintly, his heart heavy with the knowledge that this—this quiet moment of peace—couldn’t last forever. “Thanks, Bowser. That means a lot.”
The two of them sat in silence for a while, the only sound the soft breathing of the triplets as they settled down for their nap. For just a little while longer, Luigi allowed himself to enjoy the calm, knowing that the storm was coming—and when it did, everything would change.
But for now, in this quiet castle, he could pretend that they weren’t enemies. That they were just two people taking care of a trio of hatchlings who had come to mean so much more than either of them had ever expected.
The castle was buzzing with a different kind of energy today. Wendy had been talking about it all week—a girls’ day—and, to Luigi’s surprise, he had somehow been roped into the event. It wasn’t something he’d ever imagined himself doing, but the excitement from Wendy, Larry, Kooper, and even Wendy’s very close friend Pom Pom was infectious.
“Okay, Luigi,” Wendy declared, hands on her hips as she looked him over. “You’ve been hanging out with my brothers for long enough. Today, you’re spending time with the ladies—and Larry and Kooper, of course.”
Luigi blinked, a little nervous but also amused at the determined look on Wendy’s face. “Uh, sure! I guess I can join. What exactly are we doing?”
Pom Pom, who stood nearby with her usual graceful yet fierce demeanor, grunted approvingly, nodding in agreement. She didn’t speak much, but her presence alone communicated everything. She was in, and she was ready.
Wendy grinned, holding up a bag filled with makeup, hair accessories, and nail polish. “We’re going to make you look fabulous.”
Larry, who was lounging nearby, raised an eyebrow. “Fabulous? Is that what we’re calling this?”
“Shut it, Larry. You’re helping,” Wendy shot back.
Kooper, who had been leaning against the doorframe, shrugged with a smile. “Sounds fun. Luigi, you’re in for a treat.”
Luigi chuckled nervously, glancing at the makeup supplies. “I’ve, uh, never really done anything like this before.”
“That’s why it’s going to be so much fun!” Wendy squealed. She grabbed his arm and dragged him over to a chair that had been set up in the middle of her room, which had been transformed into a makeshift beauty parlor.
Pom Pom walked over with her usual calm elegance, gently placing a hand on Luigi’s shoulder as if to reassure him. Despite her quiet demeanor, there was something about her that was comforting—though Luigi had learned not to make her angry, as Wendy had told him more than a few stories about Pom Pom’s temper tantrums.
“Alright, let’s get started,” Wendy announced, grabbing a bright pink lipstick from the bag and handing it to Pom Pom. “Pom Pom, you do his makeup. I’ll handle the nails.”
Larry snorted, lounging on the bed with Kooper. “This is gonna be good.”
Pom Pom worked quickly but precisely, applying the makeup with surprising finesse. She applied blush, eyeshadow, and a soft lipstick, grunting every now and then as if to communicate her approval of the progress. Wendy, meanwhile, focused on painting Luigi’s nails a bright, sparkly pink.
As Wendy worked, she chatted away excitedly, telling Luigi all about the latest trends in Darkland fashion, gossip about the Koopa Troop, and, of course, how much she hated it when her brothers ignored her.
“You’re going to love how you look after this,” Wendy said, carefully applying a second coat of polish. “Trust me, you’ll be the prettiest plumber in the Mushroom Kingdom.”
Luigi felt his cheeks flush at the compliment. “I don’t know about that…”
“You’ve got good bone structure,” Larry chimed in from his spot on the bed, twirling a strand of his hair. “You’ll pull it off.”
Kooper nodded, clearly amused by the whole situation. “Yeah, Luigi. You’ve been through worse. A little makeup can’t hurt.”
Luigi smiled, appreciating how at ease the Koopalings and Pom Pom were making him feel. It was strange, but in a good way. He’d never had a day like this, and it was oddly refreshing.
Once Pom Pom had finished with the makeup, she stepped back and grunted approvingly, crossing her arms with a satisfied look. Wendy clapped her hands together in delight. “Perfect! Now for the hair!”
Luigi’s eyes widened. “The hair too?”
Wendy didn’t give him a chance to protest. She grabbed a comb and some ribbons, setting to work styling his hair into something elaborate and elegant, complete with small bows and sparkles. Larry even joined in, tossing in his own suggestions on what would make Luigi’s look pop more.
By the time they were done, Luigi barely recognized himself in the mirror.
His cheeks were dusted with blush, his eyes bright with carefully applied shadow, and his lips a soft pink. His hair had been styled into soft waves, with tiny bows accentuating his locks. His nails sparkled under the light, each finger a testament to Wendy’s handiwork.
Luigi’s face turned beet red as he stared at his reflection. “I… I look…”
“Gorgeous,” Wendy said proudly. “Look at you! You’re totally pretty.”
Kooper and Larry exchanged amused glances. “I gotta admit, Wendy’s right,” Kooper said with a grin. “You look good, Luigi.”
Pom Pom let out a soft grunt, giving a thumbs-up as she stood next to Wendy, admiring their handiwork.
Luigi blushed even more, feeling flustered but oddly flattered. “Th-Thanks, guys… I don’t think I’ve ever felt… well, pretty before.”
Wendy beamed, clearly pleased with herself. “Well, now you know how it feels! You should do this more often. I mean, why not? You deserve to feel good.”
Luigi couldn’t help but smile, despite the embarrassment. It was nice, in a way, to be pampered like this. “You know,” he said softly, “this is actually kind of fun.”
“See?” Wendy said, laughing as she twirled one of the combs between her fingers. “I told you it’d be great!”
The group spent the rest of the afternoon laughing and chatting, with Luigi slowly getting used to his new look. As strange as the day had been, he couldn’t deny that it had been one of the most relaxing and enjoyable experiences he’d had in a long time.
And as he caught sight of himself in the mirror again, Luigi couldn’t help but feel a little proud. He was pretty, after all.
As Bowser made his rounds through the castle, checking in on his children to ensure they were behaving, he found himself walking toward Wendy’s room. The door was slightly ajar, and he could hear the sounds of laughter and chatter filtering out into the hallway. Curious, he pushed the door open a little wider.
What he saw inside made him pause.
Luigi sat in a chair surrounded by the Koopalings—Wendy, Larry, and Kooper—each of them buzzing with excitement. But it was Luigi who caught Bowser’s eye. The plumber had been transformed. His hair was styled in soft waves, adorned with colorful ribbons and bows. His cheeks were rosy, and his eyes sparkled with the makeup that highlighted his features. He was radiant, and Bowser felt an unexpected tightening in his chest at the sight.
“Uh…” Bowser said, not entirely sure how to process the scene before him. He had always known Luigi as the scrawny, timid brother of Mario—the enemy—but now, here he was, looking almost pretty. The thought was jarring, to say the least.
Wendy turned to see her father standing in the doorway, and her eyes lit up with mischief. “Dad! Look at Luigi! Isn’t he fabulous?”
Luigi caught Bowser’s gaze in the mirror, his cheeks flushing an even deeper shade of red. “I-I’m not…” he started to protest, but the words got lost in his embarrassment.
Bowser, feeling a wave of heat wash over him, cleared his throat, trying to shake off the strange sensation creeping up on him. “Uh, yeah, great… uh, good job, kids,” he managed to say. “I just came to check on you. Everything looks… fine.”
He turned on his heel before he could say anything more, before his thoughts could betray him further. He didn’t know how to feel about what he had just witnessed. Had he really thought Luigi looked pretty? It was a bizarre thought, and he didn’t want to dwell on it. He was the King of the Koopas, after all, not some mushy-hearted fool.
As he walked away, Bowser couldn't help but replay the image in his mind—Luigi, sitting there with that bright smile, clearly enjoying himself. The thought gnawed at him, making him feel almost... protective of the little plumber.
But what was he thinking? He shook his head, forcing himself to focus on more pressing matters, like Mario's impending arrival and what they might have to do to prepare for that.
Back in Wendy’s room, Luigi, still blushing, caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror once more, trying to push aside the moment Bowser had walked in. “I don’t know how I feel about that,” he said, still a little dazed.
Larry laughed, breaking the tension. “I think he was surprised! Who wouldn’t be? You look amazing!”
“Seriously,” Kooper agreed, nudging Luigi with an elbow. “You could probably charm anyone with that look.”
Wendy grinned. “Well, it’s a good thing Dad is a big ol’ softy when it comes to family.”
Luigi chuckled nervously, feeling a mix of pride and embarrassment. “I guess I’ll just have to get used to it then, huh?”
The rest of the day went on filled with laughter and playful teasing. Despite the surprise Bowser had thrown into the mix, Luigi felt a growing sense of camaraderie with the Koopalings. They accepted him—makeup and all—and for a brief moment, he forgot about the looming threat of Mario’s search or the fact that he was still technically a prisoner in this castle.
As the day turned into evening, the camaraderie they had built made Luigi feel more at home than he had in a long time. He smiled, accepting that he could be pretty—even in a castle full of Koopas.
The days in Bowser’s mountainous castle passed with an unexpected ease. As strange as it was, Luigi and Bowser were falling into a routine. The Koopalings adored Luigi, and his constant presence was a calming influence on the often chaotic household. But what was even more unexpected was the shift between Luigi and Bowser themselves.
It started small—a nod of acknowledgment here, a gruff word of thanks there. Over time, the tension between the two—once defined by years of battles and rivalry—softened into something different. Something… almost like friendship.
Bowser found himself spending more time with Luigi than he would have ever thought possible. Whether they were taking care of the triplets together or supervising the older Koopalings, their once adversarial dynamic had been replaced by something more relaxed. But with that ease came an awkwardness, something that neither of them could quite place. And it seemed to be growing by the day.
One afternoon, after a particularly quiet moment where they both found themselves alone in the courtyard while the kids played, Luigi broke the silence.
“So… uh…” Luigi started, wringing his hands nervously, unsure of how to approach the growing familiarity between them. “It’s been, uh, nice lately. I mean, I didn’t expect it, but… you’ve been… kind.”
Bowser grunted, shifting uncomfortably. “Yeah, well. Don’t read too much into it, greenie. It’s not like I’ve gone soft or anything.” But there was no real bite to his words. In fact, his tone was almost… gentle.
Luigi chuckled nervously, glancing at Bowser. “No, of course not. It’s just… weird, right? I never thought we’d be, well, talking like this.”
Bowser crossed his massive arms over his chest and sighed. “Weird’s an understatement.”
They stood in silence for a moment, watching the Koopalings chase each other around the courtyard. The easy camaraderie between the kids reminded both of them that things didn’t always have to be defined by battles and rivalry. There could be something… else.
Luigi’s heart was racing, though he didn’t fully understand why. Maybe it was the odd sense of comfort he was beginning to feel around Bowser, or maybe it was the strange new dynamic they’d found themselves in. But the more time he spent with Bowser, the more he realized that they weren’t as different as he once thought. And that was… unnerving.
“I… uh… I don’t really know how to say this,” Luigi stammered, his voice shaking slightly, “but I appreciate, y’know, everything. You didn’t have to be… nice to me. Not after everything.”
Bowser shifted, scratching the back of his neck as he tried to shake off the awkwardness. “Yeah, well… it’s not like I want to be stuck with you either, but here we are.”
They shared a glance, and for a moment, something passed between them—something unspoken, something neither of them fully understood.
Luigi, his nerves getting the better of him, stuck out his hand suddenly, offering it for a handshake. His face was flushed, and he wasn’t entirely sure what he was doing. Maybe this was a way to seal the awkward truce between them, or maybe he just needed to break the tension.
“Uh… friends?” Luigi asked, his voice wavering.
Bowser blinked at the offered hand, his eyebrows shooting up in surprise. He stared at Luigi for a long moment, unsure of what to make of it. Friends? That wasn’t something Bowser had considered. Not with Luigi, of all people. But somehow, the idea wasn’t as far-fetched as it once seemed.
With a grunt, Bowser reached out, his massive hand engulfing Luigi’s much smaller one. The handshake was brief, awkward, and almost comical given their size difference, but it happened. And for a split second, Bowser felt something strange—an unfamiliar warmth spreading in his chest.
“Don’t get used to it, plumber,” Bowser said, pulling his hand away a little too quickly, as though the contact had caught him off guard. “I still plan on kicking Mario’s butt the next time we meet.”
Luigi let out a nervous laugh, his face still red from the encounter. “Yeah, I figured. Still, thanks. I mean it.”
They stood there for another beat, neither of them quite knowing what to say. Something was definitely changing between them, but it was impossible to define. Bowser felt a strange pull toward the scrawny plumber—a desire to protect, maybe, or something else entirely. Luigi, on the other hand, found himself growing more comfortable with Bowser in a way that both excited and terrified him.
As the Koopalings ran up to join them, laughing and shouting for attention, the moment between Luigi and Bowser passed. But the tension lingered—awkward, choppy, and unspoken. Whatever this was, it wasn’t just friendship anymore, but neither of them was quite ready to admit that.
For now, they would settle for the strange, fumbling rapport they had built, knowing that their next steps were uncharted territory. But one thing was clear: whatever had once defined them as enemies was slowly being replaced by something else. Something neither of them fully understood but couldn’t ignore.
Bowser sat at his war room table, staring down at the parchment in front of him. Kamek stood nearby, his face set in a deep frown. The Koopa King’s fiery temper had been oddly restrained lately, but the news Kamek had just delivered was starting to reignite it.
“What do you mean they’re missing?” Bowser growled, his fists clenching on the table.
Kamek adjusted his glasses nervously. “It’s not just that, sire. Many of our troops—Koopas, Goombas, Spikeys—they’ve been turning up… well, not themselves. Purple-skinned, red glowing eyes, shambling around like they’re… like they’re not alive anymore.”
Bowser's eyes narrowed as a low growl escaped his throat. "Purple skin, glowing red eyes? What is this, some kind of magic?"
Kamek nodded grimly. "It appears to be. I've seen some of the affected soldiers firsthand. They don’t respond to commands, and their movements are sluggish, almost like... zombies."
The word hung in the air, and Bowser’s brow furrowed. As if Mario wasn't enough of a headache already, now he had to deal with an unknown threat corrupting his army.
Luigi, who had been quietly passing by the war room door, stopped in his tracks when he overheard the conversation. His heart quickened. Zombified Koopa Troopas? That sounded… bad. Really bad. He carefully edged closer, pressing his ear to the door.
“We’ve already lost two battalions in the southern region,” Kamek continued. “They just disappeared, or worse, they’ve turned into those purple creatures. Whatever’s doing this is moving fast, sire. And if we don’t figure out what’s causing it…”
Bowser slammed his fist on the table, causing the stone to crack under the force. “What the hell is happening to my troops?” His voice rumbled like a distant thunderstorm. “Is this Mario’s doing? Or some other enemy we don’t know about?”
Kamek hesitated before answering, his voice uncertain. “I don’t believe this is Mario’s work, Your Majesty. I’ve seen Mario’s tactics many times before, and this… this is something darker. More sinister. It feels like dark magic. Strong magic.”
Bowser gritted his teeth, his sharp claws digging into the edge of the table. His army was the backbone of his power, and if something was out there picking them off and corrupting them, it wouldn’t be long before the rest of his kingdom was at risk. "We have to stop this, now."
Meanwhile, on the other side of the door, Luigi’s mind was racing. He had never heard of anything like this before. Purple, zombified soldiers? Something dark was happening, and it sounded far more dangerous than Bowser's usual plans or even Mario's attempts to rescue him.
Without thinking, Luigi pushed the door open slightly and peeked his head inside. “Uh… Bowser?” he called hesitantly.
Both Bowser and Kamek turned, startled to see Luigi there. For a brief moment, Bowser's eyes flared with irritation, but it quickly faded into something more contemplative.
“What do you want, Luigi?” Bowser growled, though his voice lacked the bite it once held.
Luigi stepped fully into the room, rubbing the back of his neck nervously. “I, uh, couldn’t help but overhear… what’s going on? It sounds like… like there’s something bad happening.”
Bowser glared at Kamek for a moment before sighing and gesturing for Luigi to come closer. “Something’s targeting my troops. They’re either disappearing or getting turned into some kind of mindless, purple zombie creatures.”
Luigi’s eyes widened. “That sounds… terrifying.”
“It is,” Kamek interjected, looking at Luigi seriously. “Whatever this magic is, it’s powerful. And if it keeps spreading, we’ll be in serious trouble.”
Luigi’s mind raced as he tried to process the information. A part of him wanted to suggest that maybe they should call Mario for help—but he knew better. This wasn’t the time to throw Mario’s name around. Not when Bowser was already on edge.
“So what’s the plan?” Luigi asked, surprising himself with the confidence in his voice. “Do we know where this started?”
Kamek glanced at Bowser, as if seeking permission to answer. Bowser, still deep in thought, gave a curt nod.
“We believe it started in the southern reaches of the Darklands,” Kamek explained. “But the corruption is spreading quickly. We’ve already lost contact with some outposts near the edges of our territory. If we don’t figure out how to stop it soon, it could reach us here.”
Bowser’s hands clenched into fists once again, the tips of his claws scraping against the stone table. “Whoever’s behind this is going to regret messing with my kingdom. I’ll burn them to ash.”
Luigi swallowed hard. Bowser’s anger was palpable, but there was also a deep concern in his eyes—something Luigi wasn’t used to seeing from the Koopa King. For the first time, he realized just how serious this situation was.
“Do you think it’s safe to stay here?” Luigi asked cautiously. “I mean… if it’s spreading that fast…”
Bowser growled, his eyes narrowing. “We’re not running. Not from this.” He shot a glare at Kamek. “We need answers, and we need them fast. Get every scrap of information you can on this magic, Kamek. I want to know who or what is behind this.”
“Yes, sire,” Kamek replied quickly, bowing his head before shuffling out of the room.
As the door closed, Luigi remained where he was, feeling an uneasy tension settle between them. He could tell Bowser was angry, but beneath that anger was something more—a fear for his kingdom, his army, and his family. For the first time, Luigi felt a strange sense of empathy for the Koopa King. This was no longer about their rivalry or Bowser’s plans to conquer the Mushroom Kingdom. This was something bigger. Something darker.
“I know I’m not exactly the most reliable person to ask,” Luigi said hesitantly, “but if you need help, I… well, I want to help. Whatever this thing is, it sounds like it’s bad news for everyone.”
Bowser shot him a sideways glance, his eyes briefly flickering with something unreadable. “You really think you can help with this?”
Luigi shrugged, his nervousness returning. “I-I don’t know. But… I’ve faced some pretty weird things before, and I’m still here, right?”
For a moment, Bowser didn’t respond. He seemed to be weighing his options, caught between his pride and the very real threat at hand. Finally, he let out a heavy sigh. “Alright, Luigi. But don’t get in my way.”
Luigi nodded, feeling a strange mixture of relief and anxiety. “Got it.”
As they left the war room together, both of them knew one thing for certain: whatever threat was lurking in the shadows, it was growing. And with Mario somewhere out there, possibly walking straight into danger, they couldn’t afford to be caught unprepared.
Bowser had a kingdom to protect. Luigi had a brother to find. And whatever evil was behind this, they were going to face it—together.

The days that followed were tense. Bowser’s kingdom was on high alert, with patrols being doubled and Kamek constantly researching the mysterious purple affliction spreading through the Darklands. Bowser had stationed extra guards around the castle and tripled the security around his children, unwilling to take any chances with the growing threat.
Luigi, although still technically a prisoner, found himself drawn into the castle’s efforts to uncover what was happening. His initial reluctance gave way to a shared sense of purpose. Whatever this evil force was, it was dangerous enough that even Bowser, with all his bravado and strength, seemed genuinely concerned.
One afternoon, Luigi found himself wandering the halls of the mountainous castle, still trying to process everything. The zombified Koopa Troopas, the missing battalions, and the looming threat that seemed to cast a shadow over everything… it was all so overwhelming. But more than that, there was the undeniable tension between him and Bowser—something that had shifted dramatically over the past few weeks.
He and Bowser had been spending more time together, whether it was taking care of the young triplets or discussing potential threats to the kingdom. And while their interactions were still awkward and filled with the occasional gruff remark or tense silence, there was an understanding growing between them. It was strange, but Luigi couldn’t deny that he was starting to see Bowser in a different light.
Suddenly, a voice called out behind him, pulling Luigi from his thoughts.
“Hey, greenie!”
Luigi turned to see Kooper jogging toward him, his expression a mix of excitement and concern. “Kooper! What’s up?”
Kooper gestured for Luigi to follow him. “Dad wants to see you in the war room. There’s been… an update.”
Luigi’s heart sank. “An update? What kind of update?”
Kooper shook his head, his usually playful demeanor dampened by the seriousness of the situation. “Not sure, but Kamek seems freaked out, and that’s never a good sign.”
Luigi nodded and followed Kooper through the winding halls of the castle. As they approached the war room, Luigi could feel the tension in the air. When they entered, Bowser was already standing over the table, Kamek by his side, and the rest of the Koopalings were gathered around, their faces filled with worry.
“We’ve received reports from the northern regions,” Kamek was saying as Luigi entered. “The purple affliction has spread further, and the number of missing soldiers is increasing.”
Bowser growled, his fists clenched. “Whoever’s behind this is going to pay. I don’t care how powerful this magic is, I’ll burn them to the ground.”
Luigi stepped forward cautiously. “What else do we know?”
Kamek adjusted his glasses and pointed to a map on the table, where several regions had been marked in red. “There have been sightings of these purple creatures near the borders of the Darklands. They’re not just Koopa Troopas anymore. We’ve had reports of Goombas, Shy Guys, and even some Piranha Plants being affected.”
Luigi’s stomach churned. “This… this doesn’t sound like any magic I’ve ever seen.”
“It’s not,” Kamek said gravely. “This is dark magic—older than anything I’ve ever encountered. And it’s spreading faster than we anticipated.”
Bowser slammed his fist down on the table, causing the map to tremble. “We need to find the source of this. Now.”
“I think I might know where to start,” Kamek said hesitantly. “There’s an ancient ruin deep in the Darklands—an old stronghold where dark magic was once practiced. It’s possible that whatever’s happening now originated from there.”
Bowser’s eyes narrowed. “Then that’s where we’re going.”
Luigi blinked, surprised by the decisiveness in Bowser’s voice. “Wait, we? You’re not going to leave this to your troops?”
Bowser shot Luigi a glare. “This isn’t something I can just send soldiers to handle. If this magic is as dangerous as Kamek says, I need to take care of it myself.”
Luigi swallowed hard. He could see the determination in Bowser’s eyes, but there was also a hint of something else—fear. Not for himself, but for his kingdom. For his children. For everything he had built.
“I’m coming with you,” Luigi said before he could stop himself.
Bowser raised an eyebrow. “You? Why?”
Luigi took a deep breath. “Because whatever’s happening out there, it’s bigger than just your kingdom. If this magic keeps spreading, it could reach the Mushroom Kingdom too. I can’t let that happen. And… well, I know a thing or two about dealing with dark forces.”
Bowser stared at Luigi for a moment, his expression unreadable. Then, with a reluctant nod, he agreed. “Fine. But stay out of my way.”
Kamek cleared his throat. “I’ll gather the supplies and prepare the airship, sire.”
As Kamek left the room, the Koopalings, who had been watching silently, stepped forward.
“We’re coming too,” Kooper declared, crossing his arms. “You’re not leaving us behind.”
Bowser opened his mouth to protest, but Ludwig interrupted. “Father, we’ve faced dark magic before. You’ll need all the help you can get.”
Wendy nodded. “Yeah, we’re not letting some freaky purple zombies take over our kingdom.”
Bowser hesitated, his eyes flicking from one Koopaling to the next. Finally, with a heavy sigh, he relented. “Fine. But if any of you get hurt, I’m grounding you for the next century.”
Luigi couldn’t help but smile at the display. Despite everything, Bowser cared deeply for his children. It was a side of the Koopa King that Luigi hadn’t seen before, and it made him feel a strange sense of respect for the tyrant.
As the preparations for their journey began, Luigi found himself standing beside Bowser, the two of them staring out over the Darklands from a balcony. The air was thick with tension, but there was also a strange camaraderie between them now—one forged by the danger that lay ahead.
“You sure you’re ready for this, plumber?” Bowser asked, his voice gruff but lacking its usual hostility.
Luigi glanced at him, his heart racing. “I’ve faced a lot of things, Bowser. This might be the scariest, but… I’m ready.”
Bowser snorted, a small smirk playing at the corner of his mouth. “We’ll see about that.”
As they prepared to leave for the ruins, the threat of the dark magic loomed larger than ever. But for the first time, Luigi wasn’t facing it alone.
And neither was Bowser.
Bowser stood in front of the Koopalings, his massive frame blocking out much of the dim torchlight in the castle’s great hall. His expression was stern, but behind it, there was an unmistakable flicker of concern. It wasn’t often that Bowser had to worry about threats like this. Usually, he was the one causing the mayhem. But this time, the danger was different—darker, more insidious. The dark magic spreading through his kingdom had already claimed a portion of his troops, and he wasn’t about to let it touch his children.
The Koopalings stood in a row, ranging from the eldest, Kooper, all the way down to the mischievous triplets—Red, Green, and Blue. They looked up at their father with a mix of confusion and worry. They knew something was going on, but Bowser had been tight-lipped about the specifics.
Bowser took a deep breath and addressed them, his voice rough but steady. “Listen up, all of you. There’s… something happening. Something bad. Dark magic is spreading through our kingdom, and it’s not something we can just ignore. Kamek and I are handling it, but it’s getting worse. I’m sending you to a far-off castle to keep you safe. You’ll be away from all of this until we can figure out how to stop it.”
The Koopalings exchanged glances, but none of them spoke right away. They had never seen their father so serious. The idea of being sent away—of being kept out of the fight—was something they had never experienced before.
“But Dad,” Ludwig spoke up, his voice carrying the confident tone he always had, “we can help. You know we can. We’ve dealt with magic before. We’re not kids anymore.”
Wendy crossed her arms, her brow furrowed in frustration. “Yeah! You can’t just send us away like we’re a bunch of helpless babies!”
Lemmy, balancing on his ball, piped up with a grin. “We’re way tougher than that! We wanna stay and fight!”
Even Junior, who normally idolized his father and followed every command, looked up at Bowser with wide, determined eyes. “Dad, I wanna help too! I can do it! I’ll be brave!”
Bowser growled softly, running a clawed hand through his fiery mane. This was exactly what he had feared. He knew his kids were strong, capable even, but this was different. This wasn’t just Mario showing up to wreck his plans—this was something far more dangerous. And the thought of his children being anywhere near that dark magic made his stomach churn.
“I know you’re all tough,” Bowser said, his voice softer than usual, “but this isn’t something you’ve dealt with before. This isn’t just a battle—it’s… something worse. I can’t risk losing any of you.”
Morton stomped a heavy foot, crossing his thick arms. “MORTON STRONG! MORTON HELP DAD FIGHT!”
Roy, always the brawler, smirked and cracked his knuckles. “Yeah, pops, you know we can handle it. We’re not afraid of some dumb magic.”
But despite their bravado, there was a flicker of uncertainty in their eyes. None of them really knew what they were up against, and Bowser was doing his best to keep it that way. He hadn’t told them everything—the full extent of what Kamek had uncovered. The dark magic wasn’t just turning troops into zombies—it was corrupting everything it touched. And there was something darker at its core, something Bowser couldn’t yet explain.
Luigi, who had been standing quietly off to the side, watching the exchange, finally spoke up. “I… I know you all want to help. And believe me, I get it. I want to help too. But if this magic is as dangerous as it sounds, we need to be smart about this. Bowser’s right—you should be somewhere safe.”
Wendy shot Luigi a glare. “What, so you get to stay and fight while we get sent away? That’s not fair!”
Larry nodded in agreement. “Yeah! Why does he get to help?”
Luigi blushed, clearly not expecting to be dragged into the middle of the debate. “I… well, I just—”
Bowser raised a hand, silencing the room. His eyes flicked from one child to the next, and for a moment, he saw not just his rebellious, strong-willed offspring, but the vulnerable kids he had raised. The ones who had looked up to him their whole lives. He hated this. He hated the idea of sending them away, but he also hated the idea of them being anywhere near the dark forces closing in on his kingdom.
“I understand,” Bowser said, his voice low. “I get it. You all want to help. But this time, it’s different. If I lose any of you… I won’t be able to forgive myself.”
There was a heavy silence in the room as the Koopalings processed their father’s words. Bowser wasn’t often this raw, this open about his fears. It was unsettling.
Kooper, the eldest, stepped forward, his expression calm but resolute. “Dad, we can’t just sit by and watch. We’re your family. We’re part of this kingdom too. We want to help protect it, just like you do.”
Ludwig nodded, stepping up beside Kooper. “We’re stronger together. And you know we can handle ourselves. Please… don’t send us away.”
Bowser looked into the faces of his children, all of them standing together, united in their desire to help him. His heart swelled with pride, but at the same time, a deep fear gnawed at him. He had lost too much already. He couldn’t lose them too.
For a long moment, Bowser said nothing. Then, with a deep sigh, he spoke. “Alright. You can stay.”
The Koopalings erupted into cheers, but Bowser raised a hand to silence them once more. “But you follow my orders. You don’t run off doing anything stupid. If I tell you to fall back, you fall back. Got it?”
They all nodded eagerly, even Junior, who was practically bouncing on his heels with excitement.
Luigi, standing beside Bowser, glanced at the Koopa King. He could see the internal battle waging in Bowser’s mind, the push and pull between his desire to protect his children and his need for their help. Luigi felt a pang of empathy. He understood that kind of fear—the fear of losing family.
As the Koopalings dispersed to prepare for whatever lay ahead, Luigi lingered beside Bowser.
“You’re a good dad, y’know,” Luigi said softly, his eyes on the now-empty hall.
Bowser huffed, crossing his arms. “Don’t get all sentimental on me, greenie. I’m doing what I have to do.”
Luigi smiled slightly. “Yeah, but that doesn’t make it any less true.”
Bowser said nothing, his gaze distant as he watched his children leave. For the first time in a long while, the two of them stood in silent understanding. The threat was real, the danger growing—but at least, for now, they were in it together.
And as they prepared to face whatever dark force was lurking in the shadows, Bowser knew one thing: no matter how terrifying the road ahead might be, he would fight tooth and claw to protect his kingdom—and his family.
As the castle’s darkened halls echoed with the sounds of preparation, Bowser found himself in a rare moment of calm, retreating to the quiet nursery where his youngest children, the triplets—Red, Green, and Blue—were eagerly waiting for him. His massive figure barely fit through the door, but as soon as he stepped in, the hatchlings squealed in delight, their tiny voices echoing around the room.
“DADDY!” Red, always the grumpiest, cried out, though his voice was filled with more excitement than usual. He was already tugging at Bowser’s tail, pulling it like it was a rope.
Green, the ever-happy one, was bouncing around, his little arms flailing as he ran in circles around his father’s legs. “Play, play, play!”
And Blue, the one prone to tears, clung to Bowser’s arm immediately, his wide eyes glistening with unshed tears. “Mama! Mama!” he cried out as soon as he spotted Luigi following close behind Bowser.
Luigi smiled softly, feeling that familiar warmth and awkwardness flood his chest. He knelt down to pick up Blue, who quickly nuzzled into Luigi’s shoulder, quieting down almost instantly. “Hey, little guy,” Luigi murmured, patting Blue on the back gently. “Everything’s alright.”
Bowser, meanwhile, chuckled as Red continued to tug at his tail, pretending to growl at his mischievous son. “Alright, alright, you little rascals,” Bowser rumbled, his voice far softer than anyone would expect from the Koopa King. “Let’s play, but no biting this time, got it?”
The triplets giggled, their excitement filling the room as Bowser sat down on the floor, allowing them to climb all over him. Green immediately clambered onto Bowser’s broad shoulder, bouncing and tugging at his father’s mane, while Red attempted to scale Bowser’s arm, laughing in triumph when he reached the top. Blue, still clinging to Luigi, watched his brothers play, occasionally reaching out to tug at Luigi’s sleeve.
Luigi, for his part, felt a strange sense of peace as he watched Bowser with his children. Despite everything—despite the fact that they were preparing to leave for a dangerous mission, despite the looming threat of dark magic—this moment felt… normal. It felt good.
Bowser, in his own gruff way, was doting on his hatchlings, allowing them to pull at his tail, poke his snout, and climb all over him without a single word of complaint. The sight was almost surreal, but it was also a reminder of how deeply Bowser cared for his children, no matter the circumstances.
As the evening wore on, Bowser eventually managed to corral the triplets, herding them toward their beds with exaggerated grumbling that made the little ones giggle. He gently tucked them in, pulling the soft blankets up to their chins. “You three need to get some sleep,” Bowser said, his voice still rumbling but undeniably tender. “You’ve had enough fun for today.”
Red scowled but yawned, his grumpiness fading as he snuggled into his pillow. “Okay, Daddy…”
Green, still smiling, rolled onto his side, his eyelids drooping. “Good night, Daddy.”
Blue, who had finally calmed down, clung to his blanket, his tiny hands gripping the fabric as he murmured, “Mama…” in his sleep. The word made Bowser pause for a moment, a strange mix of emotions flickering across his face before he turned to look at Luigi.
“You’ve done good with them,” Bowser said quietly, his usual gruffness replaced with something softer.
Luigi, still holding Blue’s hand, smiled faintly. “They’re great kids,” he replied, his voice equally soft. “I’m just… glad to be here to help.”
The two stood side by side for a moment, watching the triplets drift off to sleep. For the first time in what felt like weeks, the castle was quiet. Peaceful. But it was a fragile peace—one that both Bowser and Luigi knew wouldn’t last.
Bowser’s hand gripped the doorframe as he looked down at his sleeping children. He knew what was coming—he knew he’d have to leave them behind, trusting Kammy to keep them safe. But it didn’t make it any easier. His heart ached at the thought of being away from them, especially with the threat of dark magic looming over them all.
Luigi, sensing the weight of Bowser’s thoughts, hesitated before speaking. “You’re doing the right thing, you know,” he said gently. “Keeping them safe. They’ll be okay with Kammy.”
Bowser grunted, his eyes still fixed on the triplets. “I hope so. But it doesn’t make it any easier.”
Luigi nodded in understanding. He wasn’t a father, but he could feel the weight of Bowser’s worry. And despite everything—the strange, growing bond between them, the shared moments of peace amidst the chaos—Luigi knew he’d have to leave too. His brother was still out there, searching for him, and no matter how much he had grown to care for the Koopalings, for Bowser’s kingdom… he had a responsibility to help.
But for now, they both stood there in silence, two unlikely allies, watching over the sleeping hatchlings.
As they left the nursery, closing the door softly behind them, Bowser let out a heavy sigh. “We leave tomorrow,” he muttered, more to himself than to Luigi. “I need to be ready.”
Luigi nodded, though a part of him wished he could stay behind with the triplets, with the Koopalings. He wasn’t like Mario—he didn’t seek out adventure. He didn’t crave the thrill of battle. But he had to help Bowser now. They had come too far for him to walk away, even if the idea of staying with the children, with the little family they had built, was far more appealing.
“Yeah,” Luigi said quietly. “We’ll be ready.”
As they parted ways for the night, both Bowser and Luigi knew that the peace they had found in the nursery was fleeting. The real battle was still ahead of them, and the darkness that had been spreading through the kingdom wasn’t going to stop on its own.
But for tonight, at least, they had each other. And that, somehow, made all the difference.
The morning came faster than Luigi expected. The castle, normally quiet in the early hours, was alive with activity. Kamek and Kammy were making the final preparations, ensuring everything was in place for the journey ahead. The airship loomed outside, its massive silhouette against the mountainous skyline making Luigi's heart race.
The Koopalings were gathered, standing by the ship, each of them ready for whatever lay ahead. Kooper was pacing, Ludwig was sharpening his wand, and even Morton and Roy were unusually quiet, sensing the tension in the air. Wendy had her arms crossed, her expression serious, and Lemmy was bouncing on his ball, but even he seemed less playful than usual. Larry stood by Junior, whispering something to him, while the triplets, Red, Green, and Blue, clung to Kammy, their small faces filled with worry.
Bowser stood at the center of it all, his arms crossed over his broad chest, his eyes narrowing as he looked toward the horizon. There was an unmistakable fire in his gaze, a determination that had been building ever since they learned about the dark magic spreading through his kingdom. Bowser was tense, his muscles coiled like springs, but there was also a spark of excitement in him. This was what he thrived on—a challenge, an enemy to crush.
Luigi, however, stood off to the side, nervously fidgeting with the hem of his shirt. His stomach churned, his thoughts racing. This is it, he thought. We’re really doing this. He had faced plenty of terrifying things before—ghosts, monsters, even Bowser himself—but this felt different. This was an unknown force, a dark magic they didn’t fully understand. And that made it all the more frightening.
Kamek floated down beside Bowser, his hands full of scrolls and maps. “Everything’s ready, sire. The airship is prepared, and we have enough supplies for the journey. Kammy will stay behind with the little ones.”
Bowser gave a curt nod, but his eyes never left the horizon. “Good. I want them safe.”
Kammy, holding the triplets in her arms, gave Bowser a soft smile. “Don’t worry, sire. I’ll keep them safe. They’ll be waiting for you when you return.”
Blue, still holding tightly to Kammy, whimpered. “Mama…”
Luigi knelt down beside him, his heart breaking a little as Blue reached for him. “Hey, little guy,” Luigi said softly, giving him a reassuring smile. “You’ll be alright. Kammy’s gonna take good care of you.”
Bowser glanced over at the exchange, a flicker of sadness crossing his face before he quickly masked it with his usual tough exterior. “Alright, everyone! Let’s get moving!” he barked, turning toward the airship. “We’ve wasted enough time already.”
The Koopalings sprang into action, quickly boarding the airship, their expressions a mix of excitement and apprehension. Bowser was already halfway up the ramp, his broad frame taking up most of the entrance, when he stopped and glanced back at Luigi, who was still standing by the triplets.
“You coming, plumber, or are you staying here to babysit?” Bowser growled, though there was a hint of something softer beneath his words.
Luigi swallowed hard, giving one last pat to Blue’s head before standing up. “I’m coming,” he said, his voice shaky but determined. “I’m coming.”
As Luigi boarded the airship, his legs felt like jelly. The massive ship creaked and groaned as it prepared for takeoff, the wind whipping through the open deck. The crew was already moving about, securing the sails and checking the engine, while the Koopalings took their positions along the railings, eager to see the journey unfold.
Bowser stood at the front of the ship, his arms crossed, his gaze fixed forward as the ship slowly rose into the air. The Darklands spread out beneath them, the vast kingdom that Bowser ruled over looking small from their height. But even from up here, the patches of purple corruption were visible, creeping like a disease across the land.
Luigi gripped the railing, his knuckles turning white. His mind raced with a hundred different thoughts—Mario, the strange magic, the Koopalings, the dangers that lay ahead. But despite his fear, there was also a strange sense of purpose. He was here for a reason. He had to help Bowser and his family, if not for their sake, then for the safety of both the Mushroom Kingdom and the Darklands.
“Luigi.”
The voice snapped him out of his thoughts. He turned to see Bowser standing beside him, his massive arms still crossed over his chest. The Koopa King was staring out at the horizon, his expression unreadable.
“Yeah?” Luigi asked, his voice barely above a whisper.
Bowser glanced at him, his red eyes intense. “You’re nervous.”
Luigi swallowed, trying to find his voice. “Yeah, I am. I mean… we don’t really know what we’re up against, do we?”
Bowser huffed, the corners of his mouth twitching into a smirk. “We’ve faced worse. Whatever this is, we’ll crush it. And if Mario shows up, I’ll deal with him too.”
The mention of Mario made Luigi’s heart tighten. “Mario… he’s still out there, looking for me.”
Bowser’s smirk faded, and for a moment, his expression softened. “Yeah, I know. He’ll probably show up sooner or later. He always does.”
The two of them stood in silence for a moment, the wind whipping around them as the airship sailed forward into the unknown. The tension that had been building between them was still there, but there was also a strange sense of camaraderie now—something neither of them fully understood, but both of them had come to accept.
“We’re almost there,” Kamek called out from behind them, holding a map in his hands. “The ruins are just ahead.”
Bowser’s eyes narrowed, and he turned back to the deck, his voice booming. “Everyone, get ready! We’re about to land!”
The Koopalings scrambled into action, their earlier excitement now replaced with focused determination. Luigi’s heart pounded in his chest as the airship began its descent toward the dark, foreboding ruins below. This was it. Whatever was down there, they were about to face it head-on.
As the ship touched down, Luigi took a deep breath, glancing one last time at Bowser. “Let’s hope we’re ready for this.”
Bowser gave a short nod, his expression serious. “We’ll be fine, greenie. Just stay close.”
Luigi nodded, his legs trembling as he stepped off the ship and onto the rocky ground below. The air was thick with tension, and the ruins ahead loomed like a dark shadow, filled with secrets and dangers that none of them could predict.
But for now, Luigi had to trust Bowser. They were in this together. And whatever lay ahead, they would face it side by side.
The morning came faster than Luigi expected. The castle, normally quiet in the early hours, was alive with activity. Kamek and Kammy were making the final preparations, ensuring everything was in place for the journey ahead. The airship loomed outside, its massive silhouette against the mountainous skyline making Luigi's heart race.
The Koopalings were gathered, standing by the ship, each of them ready for whatever lay ahead. Kooper was pacing, Ludwig was sharpening his wand, and even Morton and Roy were unusually quiet, sensing the tension in the air. Wendy had her arms crossed, her expression serious, and Lemmy was bouncing on his ball, but even he seemed less playful than usual. Larry stood by Junior, whispering something to him, while the triplets, Red, Green, and Blue, clung to Kammy, their small faces filled with worry.
Bowser stood at the center of it all, his arms crossed over his broad chest, his eyes narrowing as he looked toward the horizon. There was an unmistakable fire in his gaze, a determination that had been building ever since they learned about the dark magic spreading through his kingdom. Bowser was tense, his muscles coiled like springs, but there was also a spark of excitement in him. This was what he thrived on—a challenge, an enemy to crush.
Luigi, however, stood off to the side, nervously fidgeting with the hem of his shirt. His stomach churned, his thoughts racing. This is it, he thought. We’re really doing this. He had faced plenty of terrifying things before—ghosts, monsters, even Bowser himself—but this felt different. This was an unknown force, a dark magic they didn’t fully understand. And that made it all the more frightening.
Kamek floated down beside Bowser, his hands full of scrolls and maps. “Everything’s ready, sire. The airship is prepared, and we have enough supplies for the journey. Kammy will stay behind with the little ones.”
Bowser gave a curt nod, but his eyes never left the horizon. “Good. I want them safe.”
Kammy, holding the triplets in her arms, gave Bowser a soft smile. “Don’t worry, sire. I’ll keep them safe. They’ll be waiting for you when you return.”
Blue, still holding tightly to Kammy, whimpered. “Mama…”
Luigi knelt down beside him, his heart breaking a little as Blue reached for him. “Hey, little guy,” Luigi said softly, giving him a reassuring smile. “You’ll be alright. Kammy’s gonna take good care of you.”
Bowser glanced over at the exchange, a flicker of sadness crossing his face before he quickly masked it with his usual tough exterior. “Alright, everyone! Let’s get moving!” he barked, turning toward the airship. “We’ve wasted enough time already.”
The Koopalings sprang into action, quickly boarding the airship, their expressions a mix of excitement and apprehension. Bowser was already halfway up the ramp, his broad frame taking up most of the entrance, when he stopped and glanced back at Luigi, who was still standing by the triplets.
“You coming, plumber, or are you staying here to babysit?” Bowser growled, though there was a hint of something softer beneath his words.
Luigi swallowed hard, giving one last pat to Blue’s head before standing up. “I’m coming,” he said, his voice shaky but determined. “I’m coming.”
As Luigi boarded the airship, his legs felt like jelly. The massive ship creaked and groaned as it prepared for takeoff, the wind whipping through the open deck. The crew was already moving about, securing the sails and checking the engine, while the Koopalings took their positions along the railings, eager to see the journey unfold.
Bowser stood at the front of the ship, his arms crossed, his gaze fixed forward as the ship slowly rose into the air. The Darklands spread out beneath them, the vast kingdom that Bowser ruled over looking small from their height. But even from up here, the patches of purple corruption were visible, creeping like a disease across the land.
Luigi gripped the railing, his knuckles turning white as the airship began to navigate the skies. However, ominous clouds soon rolled in, dark and foreboding, shrouding the ship in shadow. A low rumble of thunder echoed in the distance, and the wind picked up, sending shivers down Luigi’s spine. Something unnatural was at play here. The atmosphere grew heavy, charged with tension.
“Is it just me, or do those clouds look… weird?” Kooper asked, glancing up, his usual bravado faltering slightly.
“They’re not just clouds,” Ludwig added, narrowing his eyes at the dark mass. “Something’s not right.”
As the airship continued its ascent, flickering lights began to dance along the deck, illuminating the crew’s anxious faces. Strange noises echoed around them—whispers that seemed to come from nowhere, rustling like dry leaves caught in a windstorm. Luigi’s heart raced as he exchanged worried glances with Bowser, who stood at the helm, his expression darkening.
“Keep an eye out, everyone,” Bowser ordered, his voice steady but laced with tension. “We’re not alone out here.”
Kamek hurried over, clutching his scrolls tightly. “Sire, I sense dark magic surrounding us. We need to be cautious.”
Just as Bowser was about to respond, the ship lurched violently, and the crew stumbled, trying to maintain their footing. The clouds above churned ominously, and the flickering lights began to grow erratic, casting strange shadows on the deck.
“Hold on!” Bowser shouted, gripping the rail as the airship steadied itself.
Luigi’s breath quickened, panic settling in as he realized how much danger they were in. “What’s happening?!” he yelled, trying to keep his voice steady over the roaring wind.
“Something’s interfering with our journey!” Kamek shouted back, scanning the skies. “It’s likely the dark magic we sensed earlier!”
As the airship navigated the stormy skies, Bowser felt a fierce determination rise within him. He couldn’t let anything happen to his children or Luigi. “Stay sharp! We’re going to push through this storm!”
With each passing moment, the clouds grew darker, and the atmosphere thickened with an eerie energy. The airship rattled and groaned as if protesting the journey ahead, but Bowser remained resolute.
Luigi, despite his fear, felt a flicker of courage as he watched Bowser. He wasn’t just the intimidating Koopa King; he was a father, a protector. Together, they would face whatever dark force was looming in the shadows.
But as the ship battled against the storm, Luigi couldn’t shake the feeling that something far worse awaited them on the other side. Whatever darkness was at play, it was not done with them yet.
And so, they pressed on, navigating through the treacherous skies, determined to uncover the truth behind the evil threatening Bowser’s kingdom.
The airship descended through the stormy clouds, and as it neared the ground, the flickering lights and strange noises aboard the ship gradually faded. The tension still lingered, but for now, they had reached their destination—a craggy, desolate landscape littered with ruins and jagged cliffs. The Darklands stretched out before them, but even in this forsaken place, something felt wrong. The air was thick, heavy with an ominous energy.
The ship touched down with a jolt, and Bowser was the first to step off, his eyes scanning the horizon. Luigi followed nervously, gripping the straps of his overalls as he tried to shake off the unease that had settled deep in his gut.
“Alright, everyone, stay close,” Bowser growled, motioning for the Koopalings to gather around. “We don’t know what’s waiting for us out here.”
Ludwig nodded, adjusting his wand, while Kooper clenched his fists, ready for a fight. The others, though eager, kept quiet, sensing the gravity of the situation. Even Lemmy, usually full of energy, bounced his ball less frequently, his eyes darting around the landscape.
As they moved forward into the ruins, it didn’t take long before they encountered the first signs of trouble. A group of Koopa Troopas stumbled into view, but something was clearly off. Their shells were darker than normal, their eyes glowing a faint red, and their movements were jerky and unnatural.
“They don’t look right,” Luigi whispered, stepping back instinctively.
“Stay back,” Bowser growled, stepping in front of Luigi. “I don’t like the look of this either.”
The corrupted Koopas snarled, their glowing eyes locking onto the group. Without warning, they lunged forward, faster and stronger than any Koopa Troopas Luigi had ever faced. Bowser braced himself, but even he seemed surprised by the force behind their attacks.
“Since when are Koopas this strong?!” Roy shouted, ducking as one of the enemies swung at him with surprising speed.
“They’re not,” Ludwig muttered, blocking a blow with his wand and casting a spell to shove the creature back. “Something’s enhanced them.”
Bowser charged forward, his powerful claws making quick work of the creatures, but even as he fought them off, he couldn’t shake the feeling that these were no ordinary minions. They were more violent, more erratic—almost as if they were being controlled.
After the last corrupted Koopa fell, the group took a moment to catch their breath. Luigi stood panting, clutching a nearby rock for support. He’d faced many enemies before, but something about these ones made his skin crawl. It wasn’t just that they were stronger—it was the way they moved, almost like puppets on strings.
As they regrouped, Bowser’s eyes narrowed on one of the fallen Koopas. “What happened to them?” he muttered, kicking the body over with his foot.
“They look… controlled,” Kamek said slowly, floating closer. “Their minds were overtaken by some dark magic. But this… this is powerful. More than just corruption.”
Before anyone could respond, a faint voice came from one of the fallen Koopas, barely audible but enough to make Luigi and Bowser freeze.
“...the new leader… will… lead us all…”
Bowser’s brow furrowed, his hands clenching into fists. “What did you say?” he growled, leaning closer to the fallen Koopa.
The Koopa’s glowing red eyes flickered, dimming slightly as he weakly repeated, “The… new leader… stronger… than you…”
Bowser’s eyes flashed with fury, but there was something else in his expression too—something like fear, though he hid it well.
Luigi stepped forward cautiously. “New leader?” he asked quietly, his voice shaky. “Who’s the new leader?”
The Koopa wheezed, his body trembling as if struggling to resist whatever dark force had overtaken him. “He… rises again… more powerful… than you… or the plumber…”
Bowser growled low in his throat, fire flashing in his eyes. “Who’s behind this?!” he demanded, but before the Koopa could answer, the light in his eyes flickered out completely, and he slumped to the ground, motionless.
A heavy silence fell over the group. The Koopalings exchanged nervous glances, and even Ludwig, normally so confident, seemed unsettled.
Bowser clenched his fists, his jaw tight with barely suppressed rage. “Whoever did this,” he snarled, “is going to pay.”
Luigi swallowed hard, glancing at the fallen enemies around them. He had heard rumors of strange happenings, of minions going rogue, but seeing it firsthand was something else entirely. These creatures—once loyal to Bowser—had been twisted, turned into something unrecognizable.
“We need to find out who’s behind this,” Ludwig said quietly, stepping forward. “If there’s a new leader, they must be stopped.”
Bowser nodded, though his expression remained dark. “Whatever’s going on, it ends here. No one controls my army but me.”
As they continued deeper into the ruins, the group encountered more of the corrupted minions—Goombas, Spikeys, and even Piranha Plants, all with the same erratic movements and glowing red eyes. Each battle was more difficult than the last, the creatures seeming to grow stronger the further they ventured.
But through it all, one thing became clear—something was very wrong in the Darklands. Someone or something had risen to challenge Bowser’s rule, and whatever it was, it was powerful enough to twist his own forces against him.
Luigi’s heart pounded in his chest as they moved forward, his mind racing with questions. Who could have done this? Who was this “new leader”? And why did it feel like something far more dangerous than just dark magic was at play?
But most of all, Luigi couldn’t shake the growing sense of dread. He had a feeling that they weren’t just facing an enemy—they were facing something far more ancient, far more dangerous than anything they had encountered before.
And it terrified him.
As Bowser and the others navigated through the dark, labyrinthine corridors of the ancient fortress, an eerie silence blanketed the group, broken only by the faint echoes of their footsteps. The oppressive atmosphere seemed to grow heavier with each step, as though the very walls held whispers of a forgotten past, harboring secrets too dark to reveal. The air was charged with an unshakable tension, thickening as they ventured deeper into the unknown.
The Koopalings stuck close, unusually quiet, sensing the unease that gripped their father and Luigi alike. Bowser’s eyes were sharp, his instincts on high alert, while Luigi tried to stifle the nervous churning in his stomach. Something about this place made him feel unsettled, though he couldn’t quite place why. It was as if the fortress itself held a memory he had long buried, but it lurked just beyond his grasp.
Suddenly, they entered a vast chamber, dimly lit by the flicker of half-burned torches. The faint, dancing light cast strange, elongated shadows on the stone walls, creating an otherworldly, almost haunting ambiance. Bowser came to an abrupt halt, his massive frame stiffening as his gaze locked on something at the far end of the room—a figure standing half-obscured in the gloom.
There, bathed in the flickering light, stood a hulking shape, one that sent a jolt through Bowser’s very soul. His breath caught in his throat. The figure was unmistakable, despite the shadows. Bowser’s heart pounded with a mixture of disbelief and hope, emotions he hadn’t felt in years.
“... Morton?” Bowser whispered, his voice hoarse, barely audible above the crackling of the torches.
The figure shifted slightly, revealing more of its form—blue skin, a magenta-tinted shell, and those red eyes that once held warmth and mischievous joy. Now, they were clouded, dulled by time, and something darker. Still, there was no mistaking it. Bowser was looking at his brother, Morton.
For a moment, the entire room seemed to freeze. Time stood still as Bowser processed the sight before him, his emotions swirling in a whirlwind of grief, longing, and hope. He had thought this day would never come—had forced himself to accept that his brother was lost to him forever.
But here Morton stood, alive and breathing.
“Bowser?” Morton's voice cracked like dry leaves in the wind, cutting through the heavy silence that enveloped them all. His confusion was evident, but as his red eyes finally settled on Bowser, a glimmer of recognition flickered within them. His lips curled into a smile, the same playful grin Bowser had missed for so long.
“Bro!” Morton exclaimed, his voice hoarse but filled with that old warmth. “I knew you’d win! Man, that was some battle, wasn’t it? I must’ve gotten knocked out or something. But you—you beat them, right? You sent Mario and Luigi packing?”
The confusion in Morton’s tone was palpable, but there was no mistaking the fondness in his voice. He spoke to Bowser as if no time had passed, as if they were still standing side by side, fighting off the Mario Brothers in a desperate bid to protect the kingdom. He still believed they were in the midst of that battle.
Bowser’s heart clenched painfully as he took a step forward, his breath coming in ragged bursts. Morton’s laugh echoed through the chamber, though it carried an edge of uncertainty. Despite the bizarre situation, Morton seemed… happy.
But for Bowser, the years of loss, grief, and guilt overwhelmed him in a single, crushing wave. His powerful, intimidating exterior crumbled, and all that remained was a brother yearning to embrace the sibling he thought he’d lost forever. Tears welled in Bowser’s eyes as he took another step forward, arms outstretched, his rough voice trembling.
“Morton…” Bowser whispered again, his voice thick with emotion.
Morton blinked, his grin faltering slightly as he noticed the look on Bowser’s face. “Whoa, bro, why are you getting all emotional on me?” Morton chuckled nervously, though there was an underlying confusion. “Did I miss something? You’re supposed to be celebrating our victory, not tearing up! What’s with the long face?”
The Koopalings stood frozen, wide-eyed as they watched their father—so strong, so fierce—break down in front of them. They had never seen him like this, not even in their darkest moments. This was raw, unfiltered vulnerability.
Bowser closed the distance between them in one swift motion, pulling Morton into a tight embrace. His massive arms wrapped around his younger brother, holding him as if he would disappear at any moment. The weight of years spent without him, the guilt of not protecting him, the sorrow of thinking he had failed—it all poured out in that one embrace.
Morton, still bewildered, hesitated only for a moment before returning the embrace, albeit awkwardly. “Uh… Bowser?” he muttered, patting his older brother’s back in an attempt to lighten the mood. “What’s going on? Did I miss something big, or are you just feeling sentimental? I mean, it’s cool, but seriously… where’s Mario? Did you finally send him crying back to that plumber brother of his?”
Bowser pulled back slightly, his tear-filled eyes meeting Morton’s confused gaze. “You’ve been gone for years, Morton,” Bowser said quietly, his voice choked with emotion. “We… I thought you were gone.”
Morton blinked, his brow furrowing in confusion. “What are you talking about? We were just fighting Mario… I mean, we were winning, right?” He paused, his eyes searching Bowser’s face for some explanation. “What do you mean I’ve been gone for years?”
Bowser opened his mouth to explain, to tell Morton everything he had missed, but before he could get the words out, Morton’s gaze shifted over Bowser’s shoulder. His eyes widened, and his expression hardened in an instant.
There, standing just behind Bowser, was Luigi.
Morton’s breath hitched, his muscles tensing as the memories of their last battle came flooding back. In his mind, he had been fighting Luigi just moments ago, standing side by side with Bowser against the plumbers. And now, here Luigi was, alive and standing in front of him.
“Y-You!” Morton snarled, his voice suddenly filled with anger. “How did you get here?!” His grip on Bowser’s shoulders tightened, his body tensing as he prepared to strike.
Bowser, sensing the shift in Morton’s demeanor, glanced back at Luigi, his eyes filled with a mixture of regret and warning.
This reunion wasn’t going to go as smoothly as he had hoped.


As Morton’s gaze fixed on Luigi, a sudden wave of confusion washed over him, morphing the warmth of reunion into a fierce surge of adrenaline. Fragmented memories swirled in his mind, yet one truth remained vivid: Luigi was an enemy—the very plumber he had battled against alongside Bowser not long ago.
“YOU!” Morton bellowed, his voice echoing ominously through the chamber. Anger and bewilderment blazed in his eyes. Without a moment’s hesitation, he hefted his massive hammer—the one that had witnessed countless confrontations—and charged at Luigi, surprisingly quick for his size.
Luigi’s heart dropped as Morton barreled toward him. The sudden aggression froze him in place, confusion swirling in his mind. He had thought Morton was lost forever, yet here he was—alive and furious.
“Morton, wait!” Luigi stammered, raising his hands defensively. But Morton was upon him in an instant, swinging his hammer with brutal intent. Luigi dove aside just in time, the hammer crashing into the ground with a deafening roar, sending cracks snaking through the stone floor.
Chaos erupted. The Koopalings scattered, their eyes wide with shock. Bowser stood at the far end of the room, growling in confusion, his massive hand reaching out to intervene. Yet, he hesitated, torn between the joy of seeing his brother again and the violence unfolding before him.
“Morton, stop!” Bowser’s voice thundered, a mix of authority and urgency. But Morton seemed deaf to the command, his eyes wild with confusion. In his mind, the war was still raging—the same war he had fought years ago.
With a primal roar, Morton unleashed a torrent of fire, illuminating the chamber with an infernal glow. Luigi dodged desperately, his heart racing as the flames danced perilously close. He couldn’t retaliate—not against Morton. Not when he was lost in his own turmoil.
“I don’t want to fight you!” Luigi cried, his voice shaking, but his pleas went unheard. Morton swung his hammer again, snarling with rage.
“LIES!” Morton roared, his voice thick with confusion. “It’s always you and Mario—always ruining everything! Not this time!”
The Koopalings exchanged frantic glances, uncertain how to react. They had heard stories about their uncle Morton, but none had envisioned him like this—confused and aggressive, attacking Luigi, the one they had come to trust.
“Uncle Morton, stop!” Kooper called out, stepping forward with clenched fists.
Morton hesitated for a heartbeat, his hammer wavering mid-swing. He locked eyes with Kooper, recognition flickering within. “Kooper...?”
But the flicker of familiarity quickly twisted into something darker, and he shook his head violently, as if trying to dispel a haunting fog. “No… NO! This is all wrong!” His hammer swung again, but this time, Bowser acted. His massive claw shot forward, seizing Morton’s arm mid-swing.
“Enough!” Bowser growled, his voice a blend of frustration and concern. “Morton, what are you doing?”
Morton struggled against Bowser’s grip, breaths coming in ragged gasps. “What do you mean, what am I doing? We were fighting the Mario brothers! I was—” His voice trailed off, confusion dawning as he glanced around at the unfamiliar faces of the Koopalings. “Who… who are these kids?”
Bowser’s grip loosened slightly, sadness creeping into his voice. “They’re your nephews and niece, Morton,” he said, his tone quieter now, burdened with the weight of lost time. “A lot has changed since you’ve been gone.”
He looked at the Koopalings, his heart heavy, as he began to introduce them, each name accompanied by a bittersweet heaviness. “You remember Kooper. Brat got taller since you were gone." Kooper stepped forward, eyes wide, but remained silent.
“Ludwig is next. Smartest of the bunch.” Ludwig nodded, uncertainty clouding his features.
“Roy’s here too, tough as nails, just like you.” Roy nodded his head, managing a small 'sup.' He was struggling to reconcile the legend with the man before them.
“This is Iggy. Always tinkering and getting into trouble.” Iggy, unlike the rest of them, cackled and waved awkwardly. "Helloooo~" he sang, seemingly unfazed.
“And my little princess, Wendy.” Wendy gave a small curtsy, concern evident in her eyes.
“Lemmy’s full of tricks and laughter.” Lemmy’s smile faltered, overshadowed by the gravity of the situation for a brief moment, before seemingly going back to his normal silly demeanor.
“Larry’s next, he's a little spunky.” Larry offered a timid wave.
“And Bowser Junior.” Bowser’s voice softened as he gestured to the small Koopa clinging to his leg, wide-eyed and unsure. He looked up at the Koopa who looked so much like his dad, "Hi." He said quietly, a uncharacteristic thing.
Morton’s eyes grew clouded with realization. Bowser’s sadness deepened as he turned to one of the Koopalings, his voice low and heavy with emotion. “And this… this is Morton Koopa Junior,” he said, looking down at the boy beside him. “Named after you.”
Morton’s breath caught in his throat as he gazed at the boy who shared his name. The rage flickered away, replaced by a swirl of unfamiliar emotions. Morton Koopa Junior stood nervously, unsure of what to say. "HELLO BIGGER MORTON!!!" The young koopa shouted, suddenly hugging the once raging koopa, catching him off guard. Morton's hammer dropped from his hand as he looked down at the little Koopa clinging to his stomach. He looks to his brother Bowser and then back to the child, who seemed happy to see him. He was at a loss for words.
Bowser placed a gentle hand on Morton’s shoulder. “I named him after you, thinking you were lost forever.”
The weight of Bowser’s words hung in the air, and Morton felt the ground shift beneath him. He stared at Junior, and a deep ache resonated within him. This was his legacy, yet so much had been lost.
Bowser continued, his voice heavy with sorrow. “And… there are three more back at the castle. Red, Green, and Blue. They’re only 3 years old. Kammy’s taking care of them.”
Morton blinked, disbelief washing over him. “Three more…?” His voice trembled.
Bowser nodded, eyes glistening with unspoken pain. “Yes, Morton. They’re waiting for you… if you want to see them.”
The world around them blurred as Morton grappled with the enormity of it all. The warmth of family and the shadows of the past collided, leaving him lost and bewildered in the echoes of time.
Kamek stood on the edge of the chamber, his sharp eyes flickering from Morton to Bowser, emotions swirling inside him like a storm. The sight of Morton—alive and standing—felt like a dream, one he had long abandoned hope of ever experiencing. For years, Kamek had mourned Morton’s loss, a pain that had dug deep into his heart, leaving an unfillable void in the family he had helped raise. Bowser had never been the same, and neither had Kamek. Now, seeing Morton standing before him again, brought both immense joy and a nagging sense of unease.
His hands, usually steady, trembled slightly on the handle of his staff. Something was wrong, but he couldn't quite place it. The dark presence he had felt ever since they had entered the fortress seemed to lift, as if the fog had suddenly cleared. Yet the unease in his chest did not vanish; it only deepened. His magical senses were sharp—honed through centuries of practice—and the abrupt disappearance of such a heavy darkness wasn't natural.
Still, Kamek tried to push those thoughts aside for now. This was a moment he had longed for, a reunion with a piece of their family they had thought lost forever. He couldn’t let his mind spiral into paranoia, not when Morton was right there, in the flesh.
"Morton…" Kamek’s voice was a quiet rasp, filled with emotion. He took a step forward, his old eyes glistening. Morton turned to him, a look of confusion still clouding his features, but there was warmth too—faint recognition.
"Kamek?" Morton said, blinking as if seeing the old Magikoopa for the first time in years. "You’re still around, huh? You’re looking… older."
Kamek chuckled softly, a tear escaping his eye as he approached. "Well, some of us age, Morton. But you—" Kamek hesitated, something strange tingling at the edges of his awareness. He sensed the same confusion that Bowser had, that strange gap in Morton’s memory. "You haven't aged a day, have you?"
Morton shook his head slowly, as if trying to recall something just beyond his grasp. "Feels like I just closed my eyes. One minute, I’m fighting Mario and Luigi, and the next, I’m here. It’s all a blur."
Kamek smiled, trying to mask his unease. "Well, you’ve been gone for quite some time, my boy. Things… things have changed."
A shadow passed over Kamek’s heart, a flicker of that dark presence returning to the edges of his mind. It was faint now, almost imperceptible, but it was there. He couldn’t shake the feeling that something had followed them, something tied to Morton’s return. But the joy of seeing Morton again kept Kamek from voicing his concerns, from digging too deep into the strange puzzle before him. He couldn’t bear to spoil this moment of reunion, not for Bowser, not for Morton.
"You were missed, Morton," Kamek continued, his voice thick with emotion. "We thought we’d lost you. Your brother—" he glanced at Bowser, who still had his hand on Morton’s shoulder— "he never stopped thinking about you. Not for a single day."
Morton’s eyes softened, looking between Bowser and Kamek. "I guess I was lucky, huh? Must’ve hit my head or something, took a real long nap. But I’m back now." He gave a lopsided grin, but there was something off about it—a forced cheerfulness that didn’t quite reach his eyes.
Kamek nodded, but his mind was elsewhere, still grappling with the unease that clung to the air. The dark presence had vanished, yes, but it felt like something was merely lying in wait, just out of sight. And though Morton stood there, alive and speaking, Kamek couldn’t shake the sense that something—something deeper—had changed.
As the fog around the fortress seemed to lift, Kamek found it hard to relax. The ominous presence that had been pressing on his magical senses was gone, but the suddenness of its disappearance unnerved him. He had lived long enough to know that darkness like that didn’t just vanish—it recoiled, it lurked.
Still, he was just so happy to have Morton back. For now, that was enough.
As Kamek watched Morton embrace Bowser, his heart swelled with joy, but the shadow of doubt loomed ever larger in the back of his mind. Something was off. And Kamek knew—deep down—that this was far from over.
Bowser made the decision with a heavy heart. "Alright," he rumbled, his voice steady but laced with tension. "It’s time to head back to the airship. There's something off here, and we still have our kingdom to take care of." He shot a glance at Morton, who still seemed dazed, trying to make sense of everything. It wasn’t an ideal reunion, but at least they were leaving with Morton in tow—alive.
As they began their trek back toward the airship, the eerie quiet that had blanketed the fortress remained. The zombified minions, once lurking with menacing red eyes and unnatural, jerky movements, stayed hidden in the shadows, almost as if avoiding confrontation. The group walked in tense silence, their eyes scanning the darkness for any sudden movement. Yet, despite the oppressive feeling of being watched, none of the infected creatures approached them.
Morton walked alongside Bowser, his massive form moving with less confidence than before. He was at a loss for words, trying to make sense of what had happened. For him, it was as though no time had passed, yet here he was, surrounded by children he barely recognized and a brother who seemed… different. The world had changed, and Morton wasn’t sure where he fit into it anymore.
Behind them, Kooper and Bowser Junior trailed closely, whispering amongst themselves, their eyes glued to their long-lost uncle. Kooper, now a teenager, was fascinated. He had been just a little Koopa when Morton had perished—too young to understand the gravity of the situation. Now, seeing his uncle alive, towering and strong, left him with more questions than answers.
"Do you remember him?" Bowser Junior asked Kooper in a hushed voice, his wide eyes fixed on Morton’s back.
Kooper shook his head. "Not really. I was just a baby when he… you know. But I've heard stories. Dad used to talk about him sometimes, late at night. But never for long." He glanced at Bowser, who was leading the group with Morton by his side. "I guess it was too painful for him to talk about."
Junior nodded solemnly, a small frown creasing his brow. "Dad’s different when he talks about Uncle Morton. Like… softer, almost. Weird, huh?"
Kooper smiled a little. "Yeah, weird. But kinda nice, too. I think Dad missed him a lot."
Up ahead, Morton could hear the whispers of the children, but he didn’t turn around. He wasn’t sure how to interact with these kids, these nephews and niece who had apparently grown up without him. Part of him felt guilty, though he wasn’t sure why. He glanced at Bowser, wondering if he had felt the same responsibility for their upbringing that Morton would have, had he been there.
As they walked, one of the younger Koopalings, Larry, finally mustered the courage to break the silence. "So, uh, Uncle Morton," Larry began, his voice tentative. "What was it like… you know, fighting Mario and Luigi?"
Morton blinked, surprised by the question. He scratched the back of his head, still processing everything. "It was… uh, tough, I guess. Those plumbers are slippery. But we always gave them a run for their money. Right, Bowser?"
Bowser grunted in response, but didn’t say anything. His mind was elsewhere, focused on the strange magic that had affected his kingdom and the threat that loomed over them all. The fact that the zombified creatures were avoiding them was troubling—like they were being herded or watched.
Larry, undeterred by Morton’s brief answer, kept asking questions. "Were you the one who threw all those hammers? Dad always said you were the best at that."
Morton gave a half-smile, some of his old confidence returning. "Yeah, kid. That was me. I was the hammer-throwing champion, no doubt about it. Those plumbers never stood a chance when I got going." His voice picked up, growing more animated as he relived the old battles in his mind.
The other Koopalings listened intently, their curiosity piqued by the stories of the battles from long ago. Even Ludwig, usually aloof, was intrigued by his uncle’s presence. He had only known of Morton through the stories passed down, and now, seeing him alive, was both awe-inspiring and strange.
As they neared the airship, Bowser stopped suddenly, his eyes narrowing at the sky. Dark clouds loomed overhead, swirling ominously as if reflecting the chaos brewing below. The air was thick with tension, and Bowser could feel the weight of the situation pressing down on him.
"Everyone, get on board," Bowser commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument. "We need to figure out what’s going on, and fast."
As the Koopalings filed onto the airship, Morton lingered for a moment, looking back at the fortress. A flicker of unease crossed his face, though he couldn’t place why. Something about the fortress felt… off. Different. But before he could dwell on it too much, Bowser’s hand clapped him on the shoulder.
"Come on, Morton," Bowser said, his voice gruff but filled with an underlying affection. "We’ve got work to do."
Morton nodded, casting one last glance at the dark fortress before following his brother aboard. The airship’s engines roared to life, and as they ascended into the stormy skies, Luigi couldn’t shake the feeling that they were heading into something far more dangerous than they had anticipated.
As the airship soared through the stormy skies, a deep sense of unease settled over Luigi. He stood by one of the large windows, staring out at the dark clouds, his thoughts a swirling mess of guilt and fear. His heart was heavy, burdened by the secret he had been keeping—he was the one who had accidentally delivered the final blow to Morton all those years ago. Although Morton had been revived somehow, the guilt gnawed at Luigi’s insides like an insistent pest.
He hadn’t meant to do it, of course. But now, every time he looked at Morton, it was a stark reminder of that battle. The way Morton had charged at him, anger blazing in his eyes. Luigi had just reacted. And now, after seeing how confused Morton had been when he woke up, ready to fight again, Luigi couldn’t shake the fear that if Morton ever found out… things could go bad. Very bad.
The Koopalings were scattered around the deck, each one processing their uncle’s return in their own way. Morton Koopa Junior was the most animated, excited to finally meet the uncle he had been named after. The others, while intrigued, were more cautious. Morton had been legendary in their family, but hearing about him in stories and meeting him in person were two very different things.
Kooper, standing beside Ludwig and Roy, glanced at Luigi. He noticed the plumber’s pale face and how tense he looked, gripping the railing of the airship as if it were the only thing keeping him upright. He had a good rapport with Luigi by now and was starting to pick up when something was wrong.
"Luigi?" Kooper called, stepping closer. "You okay, man? You’re looking kind of… off."
Luigi stiffened but forced a weak smile, turning to face the group. "O-Oh, yeah. Just… just thinking."
"Thinking? You look like you're about to pass out," Roy grunted, folding his arms across his chest. He wasn't particularly gentle with his words, but there was a genuine concern in his voice.
"Yeah, you seem a little more freaked out than usual," Lemmy added, balancing on his usual ball with an innocent grin. "Is it the storm? Or… is it Uncle Morton?"
Luigi swallowed hard, trying to compose himself. "I-It’s nothin’. Just, uh… a lot on my mind."
Bowser Junior piped up, standing next to Morton Koopa Junior, the two of them looking at their namesake uncle with wide, curious eyes. "Uncle Morton seems cool, huh? He’s big, just like Dad, but… he’s a little different."
"Yeah!" Morton Junior agreed enthusiastically. "He’s got, like, more energy! And he smiled a lot earlier! I didn’t think someone as strong as Dad could smile like that!"
"Uncle Morton is definitely different," Wendy mused, her eyes studying Morton as he spoke to Bowser near the helm of the ship. "Dad’s always so serious, but Morton seems… I dunno, lighter? Happier?"
Ludwig nodded slowly, adjusting his glasses. "He does have a different aura about him, doesn’t he? I guess being gone for so long might’ve made him a little… disconnected from reality." He looked at Luigi, narrowing his eyes slightly. "You seem more rattled than the rest of us, though. What’s really bothering you?"
Luigi felt his heart rate spike. Ludwig had a sharp mind, too sharp for his own good. If anyone could figure out his secret, it was Ludwig. The fear of being found out surged through him, but he managed to stammer out a response.
"I-I’m just, you know… worried about all of this! The creatures, the dark magic, the fact that we don’t know what we’re dealing with! It’s… it's a lot, you know?"
Iggy, ever the chaotic spirit, cackled from the side. "Hah! Isn’t it fun though? The mystery, the danger, the not knowing if we’re gonna make it? It’s all one big adventure! C’mon, Luigi, you love this stuff!"
Luigi could only manage a shaky laugh in return, his nerves too frayed to respond properly. He wasn’t like Mario. He didn’t thrive on danger and adventure. And now, knowing that Morton—someone he had essentially defeated—was back, only made the situation more unbearable.
Morton Koopa Junior glanced at Luigi curiously, tilting his head. "Mama Luigi, you’re acting really weird. You’re usually all nervous, but this is different. Did something happen? Do you know something?"
Luigi froze at the name. Mama Luigi. He had grown used to it by now, but in this moment, it struck a deep chord of guilt. How could he be their "Mama" when he was hiding something so awful?
Before he could respond, Bowser and Morton approached the group, Bowser’s deep voice cutting through the tension. "Alright, everyone. We’re getting close to the ground. Stay sharp."
Morton’s eyes, still slightly glazed from confusion, settled on Luigi. His gaze was intense, yet lacking any animosity. In fact, Morton grinned. "Hey, Luigi! You’ve been pretty quiet, huh? You still afraid of me or something?" His voice was teasing, playful, completely unaware of the turmoil going on inside Luigi’s mind.
Luigi swallowed, forcing himself to meet Morton’s eyes. "N-No, I’m… I’m fine."
Bowser’s gaze flicked to Luigi briefly, noting the tension in the plumber’s stance. He grunted, not pressing the issue. They had bigger things to worry about right now. "Alright, get ready. We’re heading into the heart of this mess. Stick together."
As the airship began to descend toward their destination, the looming threat of the dark magic still cast a shadow over the crew. And while Luigi tried his best to keep his secret buried, the guilt gnawed at him with every passing second.
As the airship continued its journey, the atmosphere aboard was surprisingly lively, especially considering the looming threat of the dark magic that had infected so many of Bowser's troops. The Koopalings, ever curious and excitable, had flocked to Morton Senior, bombarding him with questions about the past.
Morton, still adjusting to being back, found himself at the center of attention. The kids were eager to learn about him, their long-lost uncle, who had been a legendary figure in their family for years.
“So, what were your battles like, Uncle Morton?” Kooper asked eagerly, leaning forward, eyes wide with excitement.
Lemmy chimed in before Morton could answer, "Did you ever fight Mario and Luigi at the same time? Was it epic?"
“What was Dad like back then? Was he always so... y’know, serious?” Wendy asked with a playful smirk, clearly poking fun at her father's often gruff demeanor.
Roy flexed his muscles. "Betcha you and Dad were unstoppable, huh? Crushed anyone who got in your way."
Bowser Junior, bouncing excitedly in place, joined in, “What did you and Dad do when you were princes? Was it all battles and war? Did you have fun?”
Morton blinked at the onslaught of questions, feeling a bit overwhelmed but touched by the kids' enthusiasm. He glanced at Bowser, who stood nearby, arms crossed, watching the scene unfold with a small, almost imperceptible smile. Luigi was next to him, hovering nervously, but not interfering, quietly amused at how Morton was handling the chaos.
“Well,” Morton began, scratching the back of his head awkwardly, “I guess I’ll start with the battles. There were a lot of ‘em. You know, fighting Mario and Luigi was never easy, but your dad and I… we made a good team. We had the Koopa Kingdom’s finest at our side, and, well, we had each other.”
"That sounds awesome!" Iggy grinned, bouncing up and down in his seat. "Did you come up with any crazy inventions? I mean, you must have had some insane ideas back in the day!"
Morton chuckled awkwardly. “I wasn’t much of an inventor like you, Iggy. I was more of a… smash-and-crash kinda guy.” He flexed his arm, mimicking Roy’s earlier display, which earned him an appreciative nod from the muscle-bound Koopaling.
Bowser Junior, eyes wide with curiosity, tugged on his uncle’s arm. “What was Dad like when you guys were my age? Was he as strong and cool as he is now?”
Morton grinned, glancing over at Bowser. “Oh, your dad? Well, let’s just say he’s changed a lot. Back then, he was a bit more…” Morton paused, his grin widening into a teasing smirk, “bratty.”
The Koopalings erupted into giggles, and Junior’s jaw dropped. “No way! Dad? A brat?”
Morton snickered, glancing at Bowser, who rolled his eyes but didn’t deny it. “Oh yeah. You, Junior, you remind me a lot of how he used to be. Always getting into trouble, thinking he could take on the world, and more than a little full of himself.”
Bowser snorted, crossing his arms tighter over his chest, though there was a hint of fondness in his voice. “I wasn’t that bad.”
“Oh, you were,” Morton shot back with a grin. “Remember the time you tried to challenge the entire Mushroom Kingdom army on your own, just because someone called you short?”
The Koopalings burst out laughing again, while Bowser let out a long-suffering sigh. “They shouldn’t have called me short.”
“Yeah, well, they didn’t make that mistake again, did they?” Morton said with a chuckle, clapping his brother on the shoulder. "But seriously, your dad’s always been a force to be reckoned with. Even back then, you knew he was destined to be king."
Luigi watched the interaction quietly, amazed at how comfortable Morton was becoming with his family again, even if it was clear he was still a little awkward and out of his element. But there was a warmth to Morton’s voice whenever he spoke about Bowser or their shared history, a warmth that seemed to soften the Koopa King’s usually hard exterior.
Morton looked around at the Koopalings, his expression growing a bit more reflective. “When I was your age, the Koopa Kingdom was… different. There was always something going on, some battle to fight or some enemy to deal with. But despite all that, your dad and I had a lot of fun. We were princes, sure, but we were brothers first. We got into a lot of trouble together, but we always had each other’s backs.”
Bowser, now leaning against the railing of the airship, nodded slowly. “That’s true,” he said quietly. “We were always in it together.”
Junior’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “That sounds amazing! I bet you guys were unstoppable!”
Morton laughed softly, ruffling Junior’s hair. “We thought we were, at least.” He glanced back at Bowser, his tone more serious. “But we learned the hard way that nothing’s invincible. We lost a lot too.”
There was a brief silence, the weight of Morton’s words hanging in the air, before Ludwig, ever the intellectual, asked, “So, Uncle Morton, what exactly did you do as a prince? Besides fight battles, I mean.”
Morton smiled, though there was a touch of nostalgia in his eyes. “Well, Ludwig, we did a lot of training. We had to learn how to run a kingdom, how to lead armies, how to make alliances. Your dad took to it all like a natural. Me? I was more interested in the action. But we learned together.”
The Koopalings listened intently, soaking in every word, as if learning about their father and uncle’s past somehow made them feel more connected to the legacy they were a part of.
“And what was the Koopa Kingdom like back then?” Larry asked, his curiosity piqued. “Was it… different?”
Morton nodded. “It was… bigger, in some ways. Stronger. But the Mushroom Kingdom and the rest of the world were always growing too. We had to fight to keep up, to hold our ground. Your dad did everything he could to keep us strong.”
The conversation continued, with the Koopalings peppering Morton with more questions about the past, their family, and the battles that had shaped their kingdom. Throughout it all, Morton answered with as much honesty as he could, though he often deflected the more serious topics with a joke or a laugh.
At one point, Junior, clearly idolizing his uncle, mimicked one of Morton’s playful jabs at Bowser. “So, Dad was really bratty, huh? Guess that’s where I get it!”
Morton snickered, casting a sideways glance at Bowser. “Oh, yeah. He definitely set the standard.”
Bowser groaned, though there was a trace of a smile on his face. “I’m never going to live that down, am I?”
“Nope,” Morton grinned.
Amidst all the banter and laughter, Luigi found himself feeling slightly more at ease, watching the family dynamics unfold. Bowser and his kids, along with Morton, had a bond that ran deeper than any war or conflict. It was almost heartwarming, even amidst the danger they were all facing.
But even so, Luigi couldn’t shake the nagging feeling in his gut. Morton was back, but something was still wrong. And deep down, Luigi knew that his secret—the one about accidentally delivering the final blow—was only going to weigh heavier on him as time went on. For now, though, he could only watch and wait, hoping that the worst was behind them.
As the airship descended back to the mountainous castle, a sense of relief washed over the crew. Bowser stood at the helm, his face a mixture of joy and determination. Having Morton back meant the world to him, but the looming threat still cast a dark shadow over his kingdom. The return journey had been mostly quiet, save for the excited chatter of the Koopalings and their endless questions for their newly returned uncle.
When the airship landed, they were greeted by Kammy and the triplets, Red, Green, and Blue, who rushed out to meet them. The young Koopas, only three years old, had never met their uncle Morton, but their curiosity was palpable.
Blue, always the clingiest of the trio, immediately ran toward Luigi with his tiny arms outstretched. "Mama!" Blue squealed, wrapping his arms around Luigi's leg. Luigi, still not used to being called "Mama," smiled softly and picked up the little Koopa, patting his back gently.
"Hey, little buddy," Luigi murmured, trying to focus on the warmth of the reunion rather than the knot of anxiety twisting in his stomach.
The triplets, though usually rowdy, were quiet for a moment as they spotted Morton standing next to their father. Red and Green, always the more observant of the three, exchanged glances before looking up at Morton with wide eyes.
"Who's that?" Red asked, his usual grumpiness giving way to curiosity.
Green, ever the cheerful one, grinned widely. "Is that our uncle?"
Bowser crouched down, opening his arms to his youngest children. "Kids, this is your uncle Morton. He’s been gone a long time, but he’s back now.”
The triplets stared up at Morton, who looked down at them with a mixture of awkwardness and surprise. He wasn’t used to small children, especially ones who looked so much like tiny versions of his brother.
"Uh, hey there, little guys," Morton said, scratching the back of his head. His voice, usually booming and full of bravado, softened. "Nice to meet ya."
Green immediately dashed forward, his arms open wide. "Uncle Morton!"
Morton knelt down just as Green threw his arms around him, giggling with delight. Red approached more slowly, his brow furrowed as he studied Morton’s face. After a moment, he crossed his arms and gave a small nod of approval, as if deciding Morton passed some invisible test.
"You're okay," Red said gruffly.
Blue, still clinging to Luigi, peeked shyly at Morton before burying his face in Luigi’s chest. “Mama, who’s that?”
Luigi chuckled softly, stroking Blue’s shell. "That’s your uncle Morton, Blue. He’s… family."
Bowser watched the scene unfold, his heart swelling with emotion. For a moment, the weight of the recent battles and chaos seemed to fade. He had his family together, and that was enough to keep him grounded—for now.
Kammy hovered nearby, her sharp eyes observing Morton carefully. Something still felt off, though she couldn’t quite place it. The strange occurrences in the kingdom had lessened since their return, but Kammy’s intuition told her that this was far from over.
As the Koopalings ran ahead into the castle with Morton, bombarding him with more questions about battles and adventures, Bowser hung back with Luigi and Kammy.
“They’re happy to see him,” Luigi said, glancing at Bowser, unsure of what else to say. His mind was still heavy with guilt and fear about his role in Morton’s past.
Bowser nodded, his gaze lingering on his brother and his children. “Yeah… it’s been too long.”
Kammy, ever perceptive, floated closer to Bowser. “Your Highness, there’s something I must tell you.”
Bowser raised an eyebrow. “What is it?”
Kammy hesitated, her voice low as she continued. “I sensed something… strange when we arrived. The dark energy we were dealing with before—it seems to have disappeared. But I don’t trust it.”
Bowser grunted, folding his arms. “You think it’s hiding?”
Kammy nodded gravely. “I do. We must be cautious. Whatever affected the creatures in the kingdom may not be gone, merely... dormant.”
Luigi, who had been listening quietly, felt a shiver run down his spine. The thought of the strange magic still lingering in the shadows made his skin crawl. He looked back toward Morton, who was now being enthusiastically tugged inside by the Koopalings.
“I don’t like this,” Luigi murmured. “Something about this place, about Morton… it’s not right.”
Bowser glanced at Luigi, his expression softening for a moment. “Morton’s been through a lot. I won’t let anything happen to him now.”
Luigi nodded, though his unease didn’t fade. Whatever had affected the kingdom might be hiding, but it was still there. And deep down, Luigi couldn’t shake the feeling that something else had changed.
As the group entered the castle, the triplets continued to fawn over their newfound uncle, asking endless questions and hanging off his arms. Morton, despite his initial awkwardness, was starting to warm up to them, his laughter echoing through the halls. He couldn’t help but grin at the sight of Bowser Junior, whose bratty attitude was a perfect reflection of how Bowser had been at that age.
“So, kid,” Morton said to Junior, ruffling his hair. “I hear you’re following in your dad’s footsteps. Causing trouble?”
Junior puffed out his chest proudly. “Of course! I’m gonna be even better than Dad someday!”
Morton chuckled, casting a sideways glance at Bowser. “He’s got your spirit, that’s for sure. Who’d he get that bratty nature from, huh?”
Bowser snorted, unable to hide the smirk on his face. “He didn’t get it from me.”
As the laughter filled the halls, the tension from earlier seemed to melt away. For now, at least, there was peace. But the strange forces at play weren’t finished yet, and Bowser, Luigi, and Kammy knew that this was just the calm before the storm.
Morton, for his part, seemed happy, laughing with his family, but every so often, a strange flicker crossed his eyes. He brushed it off, thinking it was nothing more than fatigue from his long slumber.
But something in the air seemed different, and though Morton didn’t yet understand it, a part of him felt like the world he had left was no longer the same one he had returned to.
Kamek sat alone in the dim light of the ancient castle, his eyes fixed on the flickering glow of his crystal ball. He had been trying for hours now to make sense of Morton’s sudden revival, yet each attempt felt more futile than the last. The dark magic he had sensed during Morton’s return had been brief but unmistakable, and though it had vanished as quickly as it appeared, its remnants lingered in the air like a haunting memory. Something wasn't right.
He traced a finger along the edge of the crystal ball, murmuring incantations under his breath, but the vision remained clouded. The dark energy that had tugged at his senses earlier now lay dormant, leaving him with nothing but the fading echoes of power he couldn’t fully understand.
Before he could continue, a familiar voice broke the silence. “Still working yourself up over that crystal ball, Kamek?”
He turned to see Kammy walking toward him, her usual sternness tempered by a rare flicker of concern. She approached slowly, her cane tapping lightly on the stone floor, her eyes sharp as they flicked between him and the shimmering ball.
“Kammy,” Kamek sighed, sitting back with a heavy heart. “I can’t make sense of it. Morton’s return... it isn’t natural. I’ve tried tracing the magic that revived him, but it keeps slipping away. Every time I think I’m close, it vanishes.”
Kammy crossed her arms, her frown deepening. “I know,” she admitted quietly. “I’ve felt it too. There’s something in the air. Dark, ancient, and far more dangerous than any magic we’ve dealt with in years.”
Kamek looked up at her, surprised by her admission. Kammy wasn’t usually one to indulge his concerns over magical mysteries—she was pragmatic, focused on immediate threats rather than lingering ones. For her to voice her own unease meant that the situation was even graver than he had feared.
“You sense it too, then?” Kamek asked, his voice barely above a whisper.
Kammy nodded, her expression grim. “I’ve sensed it since Morton returned. At first, I thought it was just the residual magic from whatever brought him back. But now... it’s more than that. There’s something else. Something that’s been lurking in the shadows of the kingdom for some time now.”
She lowered herself onto a nearby chair, leaning on her cane. “I don’t like it, Kamek. This power—it feels wrong. The minions with those glowing red eyes, the way the air feels heavier, the sudden shifts in weather... it’s all connected.”
Kamek leaned forward, the weight of her words pressing on his chest. “You’re right,” he said, glancing back at the crystal ball. “But what could it be? We’ve faced powerful enemies before, but this... this is different. It’s elusive, like it’s hiding just out of sight.”
Kammy frowned, her eyes narrowing in thought. “It’s almost as if this magic is toying with us. It’s powerful enough to affect the kingdom, but subtle enough to avoid detection. Whatever it is, it’s clever. And I don’t trust clever magic.”
The two magicians sat in silence for a moment, the gravity of the situation hanging heavily between them. Kamek could see the concern etched on Kammy’s face, a rare expression of vulnerability that only surfaced in times of real danger.
“We can’t let our guard down,” Kamek said after a long pause. “Morton’s return could be a blessing—or a curse. I don’t know which yet.”
Kammy’s eyes flickered with a mix of sorrow and determination. “Morton… I can’t believe he’s back after all these years. We all grieved for him, thought we’d lost him forever. But now that he’s here, I can’t help but wonder what it cost to bring him back.”
Kamek nodded solemnly. “That’s what worries me most. Magic always comes at a price. And if something brought Morton back, it may come to collect its debt soon.”
Kammy glanced toward the door, where the sound of laughter echoed faintly from the great hall, where Morton and the Koopalings were bonding. “Bowser’s overjoyed to have him back. But we need to be careful, Kamek. If this magic is as dangerous as we fear, we can’t let our guard down just because Morton seems normal.”
Kamek sighed, feeling the weight of their responsibility. “You’re right. We’ll need to keep a close eye on him, and whatever is lurking in the kingdom. I’ll keep searching for answers, but we may not have much time.”
Kammy rose from her chair, her expression hardening. “Keep me informed, Kamek. I don’t want this kingdom to fall into chaos because we didn’t act in time. Whatever this power is, we need to be ready for it.”
Kamek watched as she left the room, her words lingering in the air like a warning. The two had shared many battles, faced countless enemies together, but this time felt different. The threat they faced was unlike anything they had encountered before—elusive, dark, and insidious.
As he turned back to the crystal ball, he felt a chill run down his spine. The magic that had revived Morton was not a blessing. It was something far more dangerous, and it was only a matter of time before it made itself known. Kamek only hoped that when it did, they would be ready.
Morton and Bowser sat together in one of the castle’s many balconies, the evening air crisp with the cool mountain breeze. The sun was just beginning to dip behind the jagged peaks, casting long shadows over the fortress, giving the world an amber hue. The Koopalings were playing below, chasing each other in the courtyard, their laughter echoing softly up to the brothers.
For a moment, they sat in silence, enjoying the rare peace. But there was something heavy between them, an unspoken weight that had been building since Morton’s return. Finally, it was Morton who broke the silence.
"Man, bro... everything feels so different now," Morton said, his voice low and contemplative. He leaned against the stone railing, his red eyes staring into the horizon, almost as if he were trying to process the years he had lost. "I mean... I feel like I just closed my eyes and woke up, and now you've got this whole army, a bunch of kids, and..." He paused, scratching the back of his head. "And you still don’t have Princess Peach as your wife?"
Bowser let out a low, growling chuckle, though there was no humor in his eyes. “Yeah, well, some things don’t change,” he muttered, shaking his head. “The princess is... stubborn. It’s not for lack of trying, trust me.”
Morton raised an eyebrow and grinned mischievously. “Not for lack of trying? C’mon, Bowser! When we were kids, you had it all planned out! Take over the Mushroom Kingdom, marry Peach, live happily ever after. What happened? Did you get soft?”
Bowser’s laughter faded into a deep sigh, and he crossed his arms, staring off into the distance. “It’s... complicated now, Morton,” he said, his voice heavy with the weight of years. “I’ve tried everything. Kidnapping, alliances, even pretending to be a hero once or twice... But every time, Mario gets in the way.”
Morton snorted at the mention of Mario, shaking his head. “That guy... still giving you trouble, huh? I thought by now you’d have squashed him for good.”
Bowser grunted, his jaw tightening at the thought. “It’s not that simple. Mario’s tough, and he’s always there. No matter what I do, he always finds a way to win.”
Morton blinked, a smirk playing on his lips. “Mario? Tough? Bowser, come on, the guy’s a plumber. How hard could it be to keep him out of your business?”
Bowser leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, a dark look crossing his face. “You don’t get it, Morton. Mario’s more than just a nuisance. He’s... relentless. Every time I come up with a plan, he’s already three steps ahead. It’s like he knows what I’m thinking before I even act.”
Morton laughed, shaking his head. “And yet, you’re still here, trying to marry Peach. Man, if it hasn’t happened yet, maybe it’s time to—”
Bowser cut him off with a sharp glare, his fiery eyes narrowing. “Don’t even say it, Morton. I’ve spent years trying to win Peach over. I’ve built kingdoms, fought wars, and I’m not giving up just because things haven’t gone the way I wanted.”
Morton raised his hands in mock surrender, though his grin didn’t fade. “Hey, hey, no judgment here. I’m just surprised. The Bowser I knew wouldn’t have let some plumber stand in the way of what he wanted.”
Bowser’s gaze softened, and he glanced down at the courtyard where his children were playing. “A lot’s changed since you’ve been gone,” he admitted quietly. “I’ve got more to worry about now. It’s not just about Peach and Mario anymore. It’s about the kids, the kingdom... It’s all bigger than it used to be.”
Morton’s expression shifted, a flicker of understanding crossing his face. “Yeah, I can see that,” he said, his tone more serious now. “I guess you’ve got your hands full with that lot. It’s weird, though... seeing you as a dad.”
Bowser chuckled softly, the weight of responsibility clear in his eyes. “Yeah, tell me about it. They’re a handful, but... I wouldn’t trade them for anything.”
Morton watched his brother closely, sensing the depth of Bowser’s feelings. For all his bluster and bravado, there was something different about him now—something softer, though still buried beneath the layers of fire and fury.
“So... you really never gave up on Peach, huh?” Morton asked after a moment, his voice quieter now.
Bowser shook his head, a small, almost wistful smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. “No. Never gave up. I’ve come close a few times, though. But every time I think about walking away, I remember why I started all this in the first place.”
Morton leaned back against the railing, letting out a long breath. “You’ve changed, bro. The Bowser I remember would’ve just burned everything down and taken what he wanted.”
Bowser glanced at him, his expression unreadable. “Maybe. But back then, I didn’t have as much to lose.”
The two brothers sat in silence for a while, watching the sun sink lower behind the mountains, casting the world in shades of deep purple and gold. There was a quiet understanding between them now, a shared bond that had endured the passage of time, even with the years lost between them.
Finally, Morton broke the silence with a chuckle. “Well, I guess it’s not all bad. At least you’ve still got me to keep you on your toes, right?”
Bowser grinned, the fire in his eyes rekindling just a bit. “Yeah, Morton. I’ve got you.” He clapped his brother on the back, the weight of the years between them beginning to lift, if only for a moment.
But even as they shared this rare moment of peace, the shadows of uncertainty lingered. Something dark still loomed on the horizon, and neither brother could fully escape the sense that the battles they faced were far from over.

Luigi paced around his small room aboard the airship, his mind racing with memories and emotions that refused to settle. His chest felt tight, the guilt gnawing at him with every passing moment. He couldn’t shake the image—that moment—when he had fired that fireball. It had been so long ago, but now, with Morton back, those memories felt as fresh as the day it happened.
He had fired the last blow.
Morton had disappeared after that fight, and Luigi had assumed he was gone—dead, even. That realization now weighed heavily on him. Could he have killed Bowser’s brother? The thought made his stomach turn. And now Morton was here, alive but different. Changed. And Luigi was caught in a storm of emotions—relief that Morton had survived, but also fear of what he might become, especially with this mysterious magic that seemed to be looming over everything.
The Koopalings, Bowser, even the kingdom itself—it was all in danger, and Luigi knew he couldn’t ignore that. But he also knew that when Mario found him—and he would find him—there would be questions. How could he possibly explain what had happened? That he wasn’t just some helpless prisoner, but that he had been helping the Koopa family, cooking for them, playing with the kids... and now, trying to save the kingdom?
Would Mario even understand? Could he?
Luigi slumped against the wall, rubbing his temples in frustration. Everything had changed so much. The Koopalings weren’t the evil, mischievous kids he once thought—they were just kids. And Bowser, the King of Koopas himself, wasn’t the one-dimensional villain Luigi had always imagined him to be. He was a father, a leader, and—dare he say it—a friend.
But none of that erased the fact that Luigi had dealt the final blow to Morton. And now, seeing Morton alive, every memory of that battle came flooding back. He could still feel the heat from the fireball, see the shock in Morton’s eyes as he went down. It had been an accident, sure, but accidents didn’t erase guilt.
What am I going to do? Luigi thought, pacing again. He didn’t want to burden Bowser or the kids with this. They had enough on their plates with the kingdom in danger. But keeping it to himself wasn’t doing him any favors either. His guilt was becoming a weight that was hard to carry.
He stopped by the window, looking out at the clouds that stretched out in the sky. Somewhere out there, Mario was looking for him, probably tearing through castles and strongholds, searching every corner of the Darklands. Luigi knew that when Mario found him, there would be a reckoning. But what would he say? How would he explain everything?
The airship jolted slightly, and Luigi’s heart skipped a beat. He turned, his mind racing with questions. Should I tell them? Should I confess what I did? He wasn’t sure. All he knew was that he was caught between two worlds—his loyalty to his brother and his unexpected connection to the Koopa family.
A soft knock on the door pulled him from his thoughts. Luigi quickly composed himself, wiping his face as the door creaked open. It was Kooper, peeking in with a curious look.
“Luigi?” Kooper asked, his voice gentle. “You alright? You’ve been in here a while.”
Luigi forced a smile, though his heart was still heavy. “Yeah, Kooper. I’m fine. Just... thinking.”
Kooper stepped inside, his expression serious for once. “You sure? You’ve been acting kinda weird since we got back to the castle. Did something happen with Morton?”
Luigi’s breath caught in his throat, but he shook his head. “No... I mean, yes. It’s complicated.”
Kooper nodded, leaning against the wall. “Well, you know you can talk to me. We’re kinda friends now, right?” He flashed a grin, trying to lighten the mood.
Luigi’s heart softened at Kooper’s words, but the weight of his guilt remained. “Yeah... friends.”
Kooper tilted his head, studying Luigi carefully. “You seem... scared, Luigi. What’s going on? Is it Morton? He’s a little weird, sure, but he’s our uncle. He wouldn’t hurt you.”
Luigi swallowed hard, the words on the tip of his tongue. He wanted to tell Kooper everything—the fireball, the battle, the guilt—but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, he just nodded.
“I know, Kooper,” Luigi said quietly. “It’s just... there’s a lot going on. And I don’t know how to deal with it all.”
Kooper patted Luigi on the shoulder. “Well, you don’t have to deal with it alone. We’re all in this together, right? Dad’s got a plan, and we’re gonna figure this out. And when Mario shows up, well, he’ll probably be mad at first, but he’ll understand. You’re doing the right thing by helping us.”
Luigi smiled weakly, though his heart still felt heavy. “Thanks, Kooper. I just... hope it all works out.”
As Kooper left the room, Luigi stared out the window again, his thoughts still swirling. He had to tell someone—Bowser, maybe—but not yet. The kingdom was in danger, and they needed to focus on that. But when the time came, when Mario finally found him, Luigi knew he’d have to face the truth.
And that truth would be harder to face than any battle he’d ever fought.
Morton was having the time of his life, playing and fooling around with his niece and nephews on the airship. Lemmy had pulled out his magic ball, and Morton was trying his best to balance on it like the younger Koopaling, much to the delight of the others. Roy and Morton Jr. laughed, their loud voices booming through the ship as Morton lost his balance and tumbled off the ball, sprawling onto the floor in a heap.
The laughter was infectious, and even Morton, lying on the ground, couldn’t help but join in. For a moment, everything felt normal—like old times. He had missed this, missed being part of the family, missed the warmth of laughter and love. But then, something strange happened.
In the middle of the laughter, Morton felt a strange sensation—like a faint tug at the edges of his mind. It was quiet, almost imperceptible, but there. A whisper, so soft he couldn’t make out the words, but it was enough to make his head feel fuzzy for just a second.
He blinked, sitting up quickly, the laughter around him fading into the background. He rubbed his temples, trying to shake off the odd feeling. The whisper had been so brief, so faint, that he couldn’t be sure it had happened at all.
“Uncle Morton, you okay?” Wendy asked, noticing his change in demeanor. She was standing nearby, her head tilted in concern.
Morton blinked again, shaking his head slightly before forcing a smile. “Yeah, yeah, I’m fine. Just got a little dizzy for a second. Must be all this playin’ around.” He chuckled, though the sound felt hollow even to his own ears.
Wendy didn’t seem convinced, but she let it go, turning back to join the others in their game. Morton stood up slowly, brushing off the strange feeling as he rejoined the group. Still, the faint whisper lingered in the back of his mind, like an itch he couldn’t quite scratch.
Later, when Bowser called for him, Morton was still thinking about the odd sensation, though it was fading with time. He met up with his brother, who was accompanied by Luigi and Kamek. Bowser looked serious—more serious than Morton had seen him since he returned.
“Morton,” Bowser started, his deep voice rumbling through the air, “we need to talk about the kingdom.”
Morton crossed his arms, frowning slightly as he listened. “Yeah? What’s goin’ on?”
Bowser exchanged a glance with Kamek before continuing. “Things have changed since you’ve been gone. There’s something strange happening in the Darklands. We’ve been dealing with storms, unnatural weather patterns, and worst of all—some of the residents, Koopas, Goombas, Spikies—they’re being affected by something. They’ve turned… purple, zombified. Like their minds have been wiped clean.”
Morton’s skin prickled at the mention of the purple creatures. He felt a chill run down his spine, and goosebumps rose on his arms. It was an involuntary reaction, one that he couldn’t explain. The moment Bowser spoke about the strange happenings, Morton’s body responded as if it already knew something wasn’t right.
“We’re trying to figure out the cause,” Kamek added, his voice low and thoughtful. “But so far, we have no leads. Whatever’s behind this, it’s powerful.”
Morton swallowed hard, the odd sensation from earlier returning in a subtle wave. “Purple, huh?” He repeated, his voice quieter now. “That’s… creepy.” He glanced at Luigi, who was standing silently beside Bowser, looking just as uneasy. “You seen these things?”
Luigi nodded. “Yeah… They’re not like anything I’ve ever seen before. They just… wander around, like they’re not even themselves anymore.”
Morton scratched the back of his head, feeling a weight settle in his chest. The idea of creatures losing themselves like that made him uncomfortable—deeply uncomfortable. And for some reason, he couldn’t shake the feeling that it was connected to the whisper he’d heard earlier. But he didn’t say anything. It was too strange, too vague to bring up.
“So… what’s the plan?” Morton asked, his usual bravado tempered by the heaviness of the conversation.
Bowser sighed, his gaze hardening. “We have to figure out who’s behind this. The kingdom is at risk, and whatever’s out there isn’t going to stop. We need to fight back, but we have to be smart about it.”
Kamek nodded in agreement. “It’s going to take more than brute force this time. We need to understand the source of this power before we can stop it.”
Morton’s goosebumps hadn’t gone away. In fact, they seemed to intensify the longer they discussed the zombified creatures and the storms plaguing the kingdom. Something about it all felt off—like there was a piece of the puzzle missing, something lurking just beyond their understanding.
But for now, all Morton could do was nod and follow his brother’s lead. The kingdom was in danger, and he wasn’t about to sit idly by while it crumbled.
After their unsettling conversation with Bowser, Morton, Kooper, Luigi, and Bowser himself prepared for their next course of action. The royal Koopa Clown Car was readied, and the four of them set out to investigate the source of the dark magic that had been affecting the kingdom. The air was heavy as they flew over the Darklands, their destination set on one of the most remote parts of the kingdom—a barren wasteland where the storms raged, and the purple creatures had been spotted in greater numbers.
The landscape below was bleak, torn apart by violent weather and strange, unnatural forces. The once rocky terrain was now littered with scorch marks, cracks in the earth, and strange, twisted formations that seemed to pulse with a dark, ominous energy. Even the air around them felt charged with a kind of tension that Morton couldn’t quite put his finger on.
The Clown Car landed with a jolt, and the four of them stepped out into the desolate wasteland. The wind howled around them, carrying with it the faint scent of something burning. The ground crunched beneath their feet as they walked further into the affected area. It wasn’t long before they stumbled upon the first sign of something truly strange.
Scattered across the ground were crystalline shards, each one glowing with a faint, dark energy. They pulsed with an otherworldly light, the glow intensifying as the wind picked up. Morton felt a shiver run down his spine as he got closer to the shards. Something about them drew him in—a strange, magnetic pull that he couldn’t resist.
“What the heck are these things?” Kooper asked, bending down to examine one of the shards. His eyes narrowed as he observed the dark energy swirling within it.
“I don’t know,” Bowser rumbled, his voice low and cautious. “But I don’t like it. Keep your distance.”
Morton, however, found himself stepping closer to one of the shards, his hand reaching out almost instinctively. As he neared, that strange sensation from earlier intensified, like a deep, primal tug in the back of his mind. The whispers he’d heard before now felt louder, more insistent.
“Morton, don’t—” Luigi began, his voice filled with concern, but Morton wasn’t listening. His fingers grazed the surface of one of the shards, and the moment his skin made contact, a surge of energy pulsed through him.
His vision blurred for a moment, his head spinning as a strange warmth spread through his body. He felt… connected to something. Something ancient, powerful, and dark. The whispers in his mind grew louder, filling his thoughts with strange, fragmented words that he couldn’t quite understand. But one thing was clear—they were calling to him.
Morton quickly pocketed the shard before anyone could see what he was doing. He wasn’t entirely sure why, but something deep inside told him to keep it hidden.
“We should leave these alone,” Luigi muttered, eyeing the shards warily. His intuition was screaming at him that these things were dangerous—far more dangerous than they looked. “I’ve got a bad feeling about this.”
Before anyone could respond, they heard it—a low growl that echoed across the wasteland, sending a chill through the group. From the shadows emerged more of the purple creatures, their eyes glowing with that same dark energy that pulsed within the shards. But something was different this time. These creatures didn’t just stumble toward them aimlessly like before. They moved with purpose, their gazes fixed on the shards.
“They’re not just mindless,” Kooper said, his voice tense. “They’re being controlled by something. It’s like… they’re drawn to the shards.”
Morton’s heart pounded in his chest as the creatures approached. He could feel that same pull—the strange connection he had with the shard in his pocket. But there was something else, too—an odd sense of familiarity with the creatures. It was as if, on some level, he understood them.
Bowser growled, his massive hands balling into fists as he prepared for a fight. “Get ready! They’re not getting through us!”
The creatures lunged, and chaos erupted. Bowser charged forward, his fists slamming into the purple Goombas and Koopas with enough force to send them flying. Kooper and Luigi worked together to fend off the incoming horde, their movements swift and calculated. Morton, however, found himself momentarily frozen, his gaze locked on the creatures.
The whispers in his mind grew louder again, urging him to do something—something he couldn’t quite grasp. His head throbbed with the intensity of it all.
“Morton!” Bowser’s voice snapped him out of it. “Get it together!”
Shaking his head, Morton joined the fight, using his hammer to knock away the approaching enemies. But even as he fought, the strange whispers lingered in the back of his mind, and every strike against the purple creatures only intensified the odd sensation of familiarity.
As they fought, Luigi couldn’t help but notice how the creatures seemed to be moving in sync with the shards, as if they were following some unseen force. His mind raced, piecing together fragments of an ancient power he’d read about long ago. But the details were still hazy, and the more he thought about it, the more it seemed impossible.
When the last of the purple creatures fell, the group stood in the silence of the aftermath, breathing heavily from the effort. Bowser wiped his brow, glancing warily at the shards scattered across the ground.
“This isn’t over,” Bowser said, his voice dark and serious. “Whatever’s controlling these things, it’s far from finished.”
Morton, still gripping his hammer tightly, felt his pulse racing. The shard in his pocket seemed to hum with energy, and the whispers had finally quieted… for now.
As they regrouped and prepared to head back to the castle, Morton couldn’t shake the feeling that something had changed within him. Something dark and powerful. But he pushed the thought aside, focusing instead on the task at hand.
They had a kingdom to save.
After the tense battle in the wasteland, the group made their way back to the castle, the ride in the royal Koopa Clown Car silent except for the occasional gusts of wind that cut through the air. Bowser, Luigi, Kooper, and Morton were all lost in their own thoughts, each processing the strange events they had just witnessed in different ways.
As they approached the mountainous castle, the familiar sight of home brought some comfort. The towering spires, the dark stone walls, and the welcoming glow of torches lining the entrance felt like a sanctuary after the eerie wasteland. Yet, there was an underlying tension, a knowledge that something darker was still at play.
The Koopalings and the triplets were waiting at the gates, Kammy hovering nearby with her broom, her sharp eyes scanning the horizon. The moment the Clown Car touched down, the kids rushed forward, excited to see their father and uncle return. Red, Green, and Blue toddled over to Luigi as soon as he stepped out of the vehicle, clinging to his legs, their tiny hands grasping at his trousers.
"Mama!" Blue cried, hugging Luigi tightly. The others grinned up at him, eager for his attention. The triplets had become attached to Luigi in ways that were both endearing and bittersweet. As much as Luigi loved these moments, the reality of his situation tugged at him—he couldn’t stay with them forever.
Morton watched the interaction between Luigi and the little ones with curiosity. The triplets, who had never met him before, seemed to take to him quickly, asking endless questions.
"Uncle Morton! Do you have a big hammer like Daddy?" Red asked, his voice grumpy yet eager, tugging on Morton's leg.
"Yeah, can we see it?" Green chimed in, his tone cheerful and bright, bouncing on his toes as he looked up at Morton with wide eyes.
Blue, still clinging to Luigi, shyly peeked out and added, "Do you fight too, Uncle Morton?"
Morton grinned, crouching down to the triplets' level. "Well, yeah! I was the best fighter back in the day. Your dad and I, we were unstoppable!" His voice carried a note of pride as he patted Red on the head.
"Whoa," they all said in unison, their eyes sparkling with admiration. Morton chuckled at their wide-eyed amazement, his heart warming to their enthusiasm.
Meanwhile, the older Koopalings gathered around Bowser, Kooper leading the charge as they bombarded him with questions about what they had found.
"Did you find out what's going on, Dad?" Kooper asked, his voice laced with concern but also a hint of excitement. He had always been eager to help his father, despite his usual rebellious attitude.
Bowser sighed, glancing over at Morton, who seemed distracted, his gaze lingering on the castle walls. "We found something... but it’s worse than I thought." Bowser's voice was gruff, but beneath the tough exterior was a father deeply concerned for his kingdom—and his family.
"What do you mean, worse?" Ludwig asked, always the strategist, his sharp mind already calculating possible scenarios.
Kooper shot his brother a glance, then turned back to Bowser. "Yeah, what was out there? You look… troubled, Dad."
Bowser growled softly, his arms crossing over his chest. "The purple creatures are being drawn to these… shards. Dark, glowing crystals scattered across the wasteland. I don’t know where they came from, but they’re bad news."
Wendy, who had been standing off to the side, wrinkled her nose. "Crystals? Like, jewelry crystals? That doesn’t sound so scary."
"Not that kind of crystal, Wendy," Bowser grumbled, though a faint smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. He appreciated her lightheartedness, even if the situation was dire. "These are different. They’re dangerous, and they're spreading."
Kammy, who had been quietly observing from a distance, stepped forward. "We need to be cautious. The storms, the creatures, the shards—they’re all connected somehow. Dark magic like this doesn’t just happen on its own."
Morton, who had been quiet up until this point, frowned as Kammy spoke. The faint whispers he had heard near the shards echoed in his mind, growing louder for a brief moment before fading again. He shook his head, trying to clear the fog.
"Hey, you okay, bro?" Kooper asked, noticing Morton’s distraction. He had looked up to his uncle since he was a little kid, and now that Morton was back, he couldn’t help but feel a connection.
Morton blinked, snapping out of his daze. "Yeah, just thinking. It’s a lot to take in, you know?"
Kooper nodded, understanding the weight of the situation. The reunion was still fresh, and now there were even more threats looming on the horizon.
Luigi, watching from a distance with the triplets still clinging to him, couldn’t shake the guilt gnawing at his conscience. The images of the battle that had taken Morton so many years ago played in his mind like a broken record. Every time he looked at Morton, a pang of regret and fear tightened in his chest. How could he explain it? Would Morton understand?
Before anyone could speak further, Bowser clapped his hands together, drawing everyone's attention. "Alright, enough standing around. We need a plan." His voice was commanding, yet there was a warmth to it, especially as he glanced at his children and Morton.
Kammy and Kamek exchanged a glance, both equally concerned about the strange magic they had encountered. Kamek cleared his throat. "We need to gather more information about these shards. I can study the ones you brought back and see if there’s any connection to ancient magic or artifacts."
"Good idea," Bowser grunted, turning to Luigi. "You’re coming with me, Greenie."
Luigi blinked, startled. "W-What? Me? Why?"
Bowser gave him a toothy grin. "You’ve been good with the kids, and I figure you're not half bad with strategy, considering how many times you’ve stopped me and Mario’s pulled off his ridiculous victories. Besides…" Bowser's expression softened, just slightly. "You're part of this now."
Luigi swallowed hard, the weight of everything settling on his shoulders. He wasn’t just a prisoner anymore—he was part of their effort to protect the kingdom.
As they began planning their next steps, Morton felt that strange sensation again—the whispers, the pull toward something dark. His eyes flickered to the distant mountains, where the storms were gathering once more.
Something was coming. And whatever it was, it was bigger than any of them could have imagined.
Morton hadn’t quite figured Luigi out yet.
As he sat in the courtyard, watching the Koopalings run around, chasing each other in their usual chaotic way, Morton found his eyes drifting toward the green-clad plumber. Luigi, who was sitting nearby with the triplets hanging off him like vines, was fussing over them, trying to keep them from squabbling over a toy. Blue was nestled into his lap, grinning up at Luigi as if he were the world’s greatest hero, while Red and Green tugged at his sleeves, demanding his attention.
It was… strange. Morton had always seen Luigi as nothing more than the weaker, more pathetic version of Mario. Sure, Mario was a pain in the shell, but he had earned his place as Bowser’s nemesis. Luigi? Morton had never really given him a second thought. Back in the day, both he and Bowser had seen him as a joke—a scaredy-cat plumber who just happened to get lucky by riding on his brother’s cape.
But now?
Morton watched as Luigi carefully handed Blue over to Kammy, making sure the little one didn’t throw a tantrum, before standing up and dusting off his overalls. The triplets seemed attached to him, calling him "mama" with an innocence that was almost endearing. And the other Koopalings? They weren’t exactly showing him the same respect they gave Bowser, but they liked him. They listened to him. And most surprising of all, Bowser kept him around.
That, more than anything, puzzled Morton.
"Hey, Luigi," Morton called out, standing up and crossing his arms over his chest. He towered over the plumber, his eyes narrowing as he sized him up. Luigi, caught off guard, blinked up at him, a nervous smile creeping across his face.
"Uh, y-yeah?" Luigi stammered, fidgeting slightly as Morton approached.
Morton wasn’t sure what he expected—maybe some sign of cowardice or some stammering attempt to explain why he was still here, cozying up with Bowser’s kids. But instead, Luigi just stood there, looking a little nervous but… calm. That calmness threw Morton off.
"What’s the deal with you, huh?" Morton asked, his voice gruff but not unkind. "Back in the day, you were nothing but a scared little runt. Now you’re playing house with my brother’s kids, and they actually like you. Even Bowser’s keeping you around." He narrowed his eyes. "Why?"
Luigi shifted awkwardly, his hands clasping and unclasping in front of him. "W-Well, I’ve just been helping out, I guess," he said with a small shrug. "I didn’t really expect to be here this long, but the kids are good, and Bowser’s… well, he’s different than I thought." Luigi gave a weak chuckle, avoiding Morton’s intense gaze. "I’m not really sure how it happened, to be honest."
Morton snorted, unimpressed with the answer. "Not sure how it happened? That doesn’t make sense. Bowser doesn’t just let people hang around for no reason."
Luigi rubbed the back of his neck, his eyes darting to the side as if searching for the right words. "I, uh… I don’t know. I think maybe it’s just because I’m good with the kids, y’know? They seem to like me, and I don’t mind helping out. It’s not like I’ve got a choice anyway."
Morton watched him carefully, noting the slight tremble in Luigi’s hands. He remembered how easily frightened the plumber used to be, but now… now there was something different. Sure, Luigi still looked nervous, but he wasn’t running. He wasn’t backing down.
"That’s it? You’re just good with the kids?" Morton asked, raising an eyebrow. "That’s all it takes to stick around here? Doesn’t seem like enough."
Luigi shrugged again, his eyes meeting Morton’s. "Maybe it’s more than that," he said quietly. "Maybe it’s because I’ve seen things… I know things that could help. And maybe Bowser knows that. Or maybe…" He trailed off, his gaze growing distant for a moment before he snapped back to the present. "Maybe it’s just that we’re in this mess together now, and we’ve gotta figure out how to fix it."
Morton crossed his arms, studying Luigi with a critical eye. He still wasn’t convinced. There had to be something more. How had this green plumber wormed his way into Bowser’s favor? And why did the kids trust him so easily?
"You’re still a mystery to me, Greenie," Morton muttered. "But I’m gonna figure you out." He leaned in slightly, his voice dropping to a low growl. "And if you’re up to anything shady, you’re gonna regret it."
Luigi gulped, visibly nervous, but he didn’t back down. "I-I’m not doing anything shady," he said quickly. "I just want to help."
Morton huffed, stepping back and giving Luigi one last long look before turning away. "We’ll see," he said over his shoulder as he walked off. "We’ll see."
As Morton headed back toward the castle, his mind raced with questions. There was something about Luigi—something he couldn’t quite put his finger on. But whatever it was, it was enough to make him keep an eye on the plumber.
Because Morton didn’t trust easily. And trust, once broken, was hard to rebuild.
And something told him that Luigi was hiding more than just nerves.

The once-quiet castle grounds turned into a chaotic playground as all the Koopa kids—and their friends—banded together in one of their most mischievous schemes yet. Morton had settled into his role as the "fun uncle" rather quickly, much to the delight of his nieces and nephews. Even the triplets—Red, Green, and Blue—were attached to him, toddling after him wherever he went, their tiny Koopa feet pattering on the stone floors.
Morton was laughing, louder and more freely than he had in years. The kids had convinced him to help with their next prank—a full-scale operation targeting everyone from Kamek to Bowser and, of course, Luigi.
"You ready, Boom Boom?" Morton called to the hulking figure of Boom Boom, who was hiding behind one of the castle’s enormous statues.
"Ready!" Boom Boom responded, flexing his muscles. His mischievous grin matched the one on Pom Pom’s face, who was crouched nearby, holding a stash of pranking supplies.
Kooper and Ludwig were plotting from the sidelines, whispering about which spell to use on Kamek first. Meanwhile, Roy and Iggy were setting up a bucket of water precariously above the entrance to the courtyard, waiting for their father to pass through.
"Don’t worry," Lemmy chimed in, balancing on one of his signature balls. "I’ll distract Dad long enough for us to make a clean getaway!"
Morton grinned down at Bowser Jr., who was pulling a string tied to a rubber spider that they were going to place in Luigi’s room. "You think Luigi’s gonna scream like last time?" Jr. asked, bouncing excitedly on his feet.
"Oh, I’m counting on it!" Morton replied, chuckling.
The triplets were giggling as they chased after Larry, who was busy helping Wendy prepare a glitter-filled balloon to toss over the balcony. "This is gonna be so perfect!" Wendy squealed, eyes gleaming.
Amid all the commotion, Morton realized how much he enjoyed being with the kids. Their energy, their laughter—it was infectious. He had missed this. Being an uncle came naturally to him, and it wasn’t long before the Koopalings (and their friends) saw him as the go-to adult for troublemaking. Morton reveled in the role, egging them on with his own playful nature.

The first target? Kamek.
The elder Magikoopa was making his way down one of the castle’s many corridors when Ludwig, with a flick of his wand, sent a harmless but annoyingly sticky spell toward him. Kamek stumbled, his robes sticking to the walls. "Wha—who did this?!" Kamek cried out, flustered as he struggled to free himself.
From the shadows, Kooper snickered. "Mission accomplished, boys."

Next up, Bowser.
Roy and Iggy had set the bucket perfectly in place. All they needed now was the King of Koopas himself to pass by. As they held their breath, Lemmy bounced past Bowser’s throne, laughing wildly as he tried to lure him toward the trap.
"Lemmy, what are you up to?" Bowser’s voice rumbled as he stepped into the courtyard.
The bucket tipped, and—splash!—water poured down over Bowser’s head. He stood there, soaked, blinking in disbelief. The castle echoed with the sound of the kids' laughter.
Morton and Boom Boom high-fived as Bowser wiped water from his eyes. "You’re all in big trouble!" Bowser shouted, but there was a playful smile tugging at his lips. It wasn’t often that he saw his kids so happy—so carefree—and even though they had gotten the best of him, he couldn’t help but laugh.

Finally, Luigi.
Morton led the charge, sneaking into Luigi’s quarters with Bowser Jr. and Pom Pom in tow. They tiptoed through the doorway, careful not to wake him as Luigi dozed in his chair. Bowser Jr. carefully placed the rubber spider on Luigi’s lap, giggling quietly.
"Ready?" Morton whispered, holding up a kazoo.
With a nod from Bowser Jr., Morton blew into the kazoo loudly, causing Luigi to jolt awake. His eyes snapped open, landing immediately on the rubber spider sitting on his leg.
"YAAAAH!" Luigi screamed, scrambling out of his chair and toppling over a stack of books in his panic. The kids burst into fits of laughter as Luigi stood there, panting, clutching his chest.
"W-What was that for?!" Luigi gasped, his face flushed as he tried to recover from the scare.
Morton grinned, wrapping a massive arm around Luigi’s shoulders. "Just some harmless fun, Greenie! You should’ve seen your face!"
Luigi shook his head, trying and failing to suppress a smile. "You guys are gonna give me a heart attack one of these days."

The rest of the day was filled with more pranks, laughter, and playful chaos. The kids and their friends darted through the castle, causing good-natured mayhem wherever they went. Morton, who had once been a fierce warrior, now found himself happily running around with his rambunctious nieces and nephews, playing games and laughing harder than he had in years.
By the time the sun began to set, the group was sprawled out on the castle’s grand staircase, exhausted but grinning from ear to ear. Even Bowser, who had taken the pranks in stride, couldn’t help but admire the bond Morton had formed with the kids.
"See, bro?" Morton said, nudging Bowser with his elbow. "I told you I’d fit right in."
Bowser chuckled, ruffling his brother’s magenta hair. "Yeah, yeah. Just don’t let them turn you into a total softy."
Morton laughed, his eyes twinkling as he looked around at the kids. "Too late for that."
As the evening settled in over the mountainous castle, the day’s playful chaos had finally died down. The kids were exhausted, scattered throughout the castle in small groups—some curled up together, others quietly chatting in their rooms. Morton had taken the triplets to bed after their fun-filled day, and even Kamek and Kammy had retired to their quarters for the night.
But Luigi found himself restless.
He had wandered outside to the balcony overlooking the vast, dark landscape. The quiet was comforting, allowing him to think, to reflect on everything that had happened. Despite the dangers and the uncertainty, life in Bowser's castle wasn’t as bad as he had feared. The Koopalings adored him, and there was something about Bowser—something different, something softer beneath all the bluster.
His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of footsteps approaching. He turned, surprised to see Bowser walking toward him, his expression unusually calm.
"Can’t sleep either?" Bowser asked, his deep voice rumbling through the quiet night.
Luigi shook his head, offering a small smile. "Not really. Too much on my mind, I guess."
Bowser leaned against the stone railing beside Luigi, gazing out over the shadowy landscape. For a moment, neither of them said anything. The silence between them wasn’t uncomfortable; it felt more like an unspoken understanding had settled between them after everything they had been through.
"Y’know," Bowser started, glancing at Luigi, "you’re not what I expected."
Luigi blinked, caught off guard. "What do you mean?"
Bowser let out a low chuckle. "I always thought you were the weaker one—the scared one. But… you’re tougher than I gave you credit for."
Luigi’s cheeks flushed slightly at the compliment, but he didn’t quite know how to respond. He looked down at his hands, fidgeting with the hem of his green sleeve. "I don’t know about that… I just try to do what’s right. Even if I’m scared."
"Yeah, well, you’re still here, aren’t you?" Bowser said, crossing his arms over his chest. "You’re dealing with all this—my kids, the kingdom, whatever’s going on with those purple creatures. And you haven’t run off. That’s something."
Luigi smiled, feeling a warmth spread through his chest. "They’re good kids, Bowser. Even if they cause a little trouble."
Bowser huffed, though there was a hint of pride in his voice. "Yeah, they are. I’m lucky to have them." He paused, his gaze shifting to the distant mountains. "And… I guess I’m lucky to have you around too."
Luigi’s heart skipped a beat at that, and he turned to look at Bowser, surprised. He hadn’t expected the Koopa King to say something like that. Bowser wasn’t exactly known for being sentimental.
Before Luigi could respond, Bowser cleared his throat awkwardly. "I mean, uh, you’re good with the kids. That’s all I’m saying."
The awkwardness hung in the air for a moment, but Luigi couldn’t help the small laugh that escaped him. It was strange, standing here with Bowser, of all people, sharing what felt like an intimate moment. And yet, it felt… right.
"I didn’t think I’d say this," Luigi said softly, "but you’re not as bad as I thought either."
Bowser shot him a look, one eyebrow raised. "Oh yeah? What gave me away?"
Luigi laughed again, this time more freely. "You care about them. Your family. It shows. Even if you try to act all tough."
Bowser didn’t deny it. Instead, he let out a long sigh, his gaze softening as he looked out into the distance. "Yeah. They mean everything to me. I’d do anything for them."
There was a quiet pause, and Luigi felt a strange tug at his heart. He had never seen this side of Bowser—the vulnerable, protective side. It was disarming in a way that made him see the Koopa King differently.
"I get it," Luigi said, his voice quiet but sincere. "I feel the same way about Mario. He’s always been the strong one, the brave one. I just… I’m always there to help. Even if it’s scary."
Bowser glanced at Luigi, and for the first time, their eyes met and held for a long moment. There was something in that gaze—something unspoken but heavy with meaning. It was as if both of them were beginning to realize that they had more in common than they ever thought possible.
The air between them shifted, and Luigi’s heart raced as he felt something unfamiliar and strange stirring within him. Bowser was looking at him differently now, with a softness that made Luigi’s stomach flip. It was confusing, awkward, and yet… it wasn’t unpleasant.
Without thinking, Luigi extended his hand, his nerves making him feel jittery. "Um… thanks. For… everything, I guess."
Bowser blinked, glancing at Luigi’s outstretched hand before a slow smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. He reached out, his massive claw gently grasping Luigi’s hand, shaking it firmly. But even as their hands clasped, neither of them let go right away.
"It’s weird, huh?" Bowser rumbled, his voice quieter than before.
Luigi nodded, his face flushing slightly. "Yeah… really weird."
They stood there for another long moment, their hands still joined, neither of them quite sure what to make of the strange and unexpected connection growing between them. It wasn’t just about being enemies or allies anymore. Something deeper was beginning to form, something neither of them had anticipated.
As they finally pulled their hands apart, both feeling a bit flustered, Bowser cleared his throat again, trying to shake off the awkwardness. "We should, uh, probably get back inside. The kids might be planning something."
Luigi nodded, a small smile still lingering on his lips. "Yeah, you’re probably right."
They headed back toward the castle, side by side, an unspoken understanding hanging in the air between them. Neither of them knew where this was going, but for the first time, they were okay with that.

As days passed in the mountainous castle, the Koopa family tried to settle into a semblance of normalcy. Between caring for the triplets, fending off the occasional remnants of purple creatures, and navigating this strange reunion with Morton, things were tense but manageable. Bowser remained vigilant, Luigi quietly pondered his guilt, and Kamek and Kammy continued investigating the strange dark forces plaguing the kingdom.
Morton, meanwhile, had found himself in an increasingly precarious situation. Ever since the group’s return from the dark wastelands, where they encountered those strange shards, Morton had been feeling... off. The faintest whispers brushed against his mind like a gentle breeze, impossible to ignore. At first, he thought it was just the remnants of being brought back to life, but the more time passed, the more those whispers intensified.
He began having vivid dreams, where something called to him—something ancient and powerful, something that pulled him toward those same shards they had found. Morton knew it was connected to whatever darkness had saved him from the brink of death, but he had no idea what it was. All he knew was that he needed to find more of those shards. And soon.
But how could he explain this to his family? To Bowser? What would they think if they knew that he was being drawn to something so sinister? Morton couldn’t risk them pulling away from him, not when he had just returned to them. The kids were already attached to him, Kooper and Junior especially, and Bowser… he didn’t want to lose his brother’s trust.
One evening, Morton found himself in the castle’s vast library, a place he had spent time in as a child but had long since forgotten. He wandered the dimly lit aisles, his mind racing with how he could explain his sudden urge to go on another mission. He needed a plausible excuse—something that didn’t involve the mysterious pull of those shards.
Then an idea struck him.
Morton scanned the shelves until his eyes landed on a section of old scrolls, most of them gathering dust. He rifled through them until he found an ancient-looking one that appeared worn with time. He unrolled it, and though he didn’t fully understand what he was looking at, the scribbled maps and references to ancient artifacts would be convincing enough.
“This’ll do,” he muttered to himself, tucking the scroll under his arm.
The next morning, Morton gathered the family, Bowser, Luigi, Kamek, and Kammy, to present his "discovery."
“Hey, everyone, I found something interesting in the library,” Morton began, trying to sound casual. “It’s this old scroll—it talks about ancient shards and dark artifacts scattered across the Darklands. Could be connected to what we’ve been seeing, right?”
Bowser raised an eyebrow, stepping forward to peer at the scroll. “Shards, huh? Sounds like what we found out there. You think this could lead us to more?”
Morton nodded, though his heart pounded in his chest. “Yeah. The scroll mentions a few places—ruins, old forts, places we haven’t explored in a while. If we follow the clues, maybe we can figure out what’s going on.”
Kamek adjusted his glasses, studying the scroll intently. “Hmm, intriguing. I’ve read about these before, but I never gave much thought to their connection with dark forces. It’s possible that whoever is behind the zombified creatures is using these shards to amplify their power.”
“Then it’s settled,” Bowser declared, his fiery determination clear in his eyes. “We’ll check out these locations. If there are more of those shards out there, we need to find them before they can cause more damage.”
Luigi, who had been quietly listening, felt a chill run down his spine. The idea of more of those shards, more dark energy, made him nervous. But he knew he couldn’t back out now. Not with everything at stake.
As the group prepared for their next mission, Morton couldn’t shake the eerie feeling that this was all part of some larger plan—one he wasn’t fully aware of. The whispers in his mind grew louder, but he forced himself to focus. He wasn’t about to let the Darklands fall apart, nor would he let his family down.
Unbeknownst to the others, the Dark Star was slowly tightening its grip on Morton, guiding him toward its ultimate goal. The more shards they found, the stronger it became. Morton wasn’t just leading them to the shards—they were leading him. But for now, the charade would continue, and the Koopa family had no reason to doubt their uncle’s good intentions.
For now.
As the day drew on, Bowser stood near the balcony of the castle, gazing out into the courtyard where Morton, now fully revived, played with the Koopalings. His brother’s loud laughter echoed off the stone walls, mingling with the joyous shrieks of the kids as they chased after him. Morton seemed completely in his element, letting them climb over him, spin him around, and engage in play-fights. Bowser watched, his heart swelling with a complicated mix of emotions: joy, relief, and a hint of sorrow for all the time they’d lost.
Luigi quietly approached, holding a plate of food in his hands. The smell of fresh pasta and garlic wafted through the air, drawing Bowser's attention. Luigi had been watching Bowser closely for days now, seeing the strain in his eyes, the weight of responsibility wearing him down. Knowing how much Bowser loved to eat when he was stressed, Luigi had taken it upon himself to prepare something for him, hoping it would help in some small way.
“You’ve had a long day,” Luigi said softly, standing beside Bowser and offering the plate. “I thought you could use something to eat.”
Bowser looked at the plate, then at Luigi, his eyes narrowing slightly in a rare moment of quiet observation. There was something different about the way Luigi had been acting lately, something… considerate. Not in the fearful, trembling way Bowser had seen from him in the past, but in a way that felt oddly genuine.
He took the plate with a grunt of thanks, although the tension in his shoulders eased ever so slightly. “You’re always feeding me,” Bowser muttered, glancing sideways at Luigi. “You trying to fatten me up?”
Luigi chuckled nervously, rubbing the back of his neck. “Well, I know how much you like a good meal, and... I thought it’d be nice. You’ve been under a lot of stress.”
Bowser grunted again, but this time there was a hint of amusement in his voice. “Yeah, well, between Morton coming back and the whole kingdom falling apart, it’s been a lot.” He took a bite of the pasta, savoring the rich flavors. “This is pretty good, though. You’ve got a knack for this cooking stuff.”
Luigi smiled, feeling a small flicker of pride. “Thanks. I figured you could use something hearty, with everything going on.”
For a moment, they stood in silence, watching the kids play. Morton was in the middle of letting Roy and Ludwig try to wrestle him down, while Junior clung to his leg and Wendy shouted instructions from the sidelines. The scene was chaotic, but there was so much love and laughter in it that it made Bowser’s heart ache with a deep, quiet longing.
“I never thought I’d see him again,” Bowser admitted, his voice softer now, almost vulnerable. “Morton… I thought he was gone for good.”
Luigi glanced up at Bowser, seeing the cracks in his usual tough exterior. He could see the weight of everything Bowser was carrying—the responsibility, the fear, the unknown. And for some reason, it made him want to reach out, to offer comfort. “It must be a relief, having him back,” Luigi said gently. “Family is… everything.”
Bowser nodded, his gaze still fixed on his brother and his kids. “Yeah. I just… I didn’t realize how much I missed him until he was back.” He paused, then glanced at Luigi, his voice taking on a more serious tone. “And you… you’ve been different lately. Less scared. More… I don’t know.”
Luigi flushed slightly, looking down at his hands. “I guess I’ve gotten used to things here,” he admitted. “The kids, the castle… it’s not what I expected when I got captured, but… it’s not all bad.”
Bowser raised an eyebrow, a slight smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “You don’t mind being stuck here with me? The big bad Koopa King?”
Luigi chuckled softly, though his heart fluttered a little at Bowser’s teasing tone. “Well, you’re not as bad as I thought. You… care about your kids. You’re a good father. And… I don’t know, I guess I’ve just seen a different side of you.”
Bowser blinked, taken aback by the compliment. No one ever called him a “good father” before, not like that. He shifted awkwardly, clearing his throat. “Yeah, well… I do my best. Those brats can be a handful, but they mean everything to me.”
There was a pause, a quiet moment where the two of them just stood there, side by side, watching the chaos unfold in the courtyard below. For the first time, the air between them felt less tense, less filled with the history of their battles and more with something unspoken—something softer.
Luigi hesitated before speaking again, his voice barely above a whisper. “You know, Bowser… you’re not what I expected either.”
Bowser turned to look at him, his amber eyes narrowing slightly in curiosity. “Oh yeah? And what did you expect?”
Luigi met his gaze, his green eyes wide and earnest. “I don’t know. I guess… I expected a monster. But you’re… more than that.”
Bowser was silent for a moment, his expression unreadable as he processed Luigi’s words. He could feel the faint stirrings of something unfamiliar, something he wasn’t quite ready to name. But it was there, simmering beneath the surface, just waiting to take shape.
He cleared his throat again, turning his attention back to his brother and the kids, but this time, there was a softness in his gaze. “Yeah, well… don’t get too comfortable, plumber. I’m still the boss around here.”
Luigi laughed lightly, his heart fluttering again. “I wouldn’t dream of forgetting it.”
For now, the moment passed, but the warmth between them lingered, unspoken but undeniable. And as they stood there, side by side, watching the world they were trying to protect, something new began to grow between them—something slow, something uncertain, but there all the same.

As the days passed, the atmosphere within the castle seemed to shift. The threat of the purple creatures still loomed, and strange occurrences had started happening, small at first—doors creaking open when no one was there, cold drafts that couldn't be explained. Bowser had put everyone on high alert, but none of them could figure out what was truly going on.
Morton, while enjoying time with his family, found himself haunted by strange whispers in his mind. At first, they were barely noticeable, just a faint hum in the back of his thoughts. But gradually, they grew louder, more persistent. Sometimes they guided him toward random places in the castle, like an invisible pull, and other times they murmured words he couldn’t quite make out. He chalked it up to the strange aftereffects of being brought back from the dead—perhaps his mind was still trying to readjust.
One night, while wandering through the castle's dimly lit halls, Morton found himself inexplicably drawn toward Kamek’s magical library. He hesitated at the door, feeling the strange pull again, but it was stronger now, more insistent. Shaking his head, he entered the library, convinced he was merely curious about what magical tomes had accumulated during his absence.
The library was vast, filled with towering shelves of ancient books and scrolls, each one brimming with arcane knowledge. As Morton wandered aimlessly, his hand brushed against a particularly old book, its spine worn from centuries of use. The moment he touched it, a strange sensation surged through him—like a sudden clarity, a revelation he couldn't explain.
"What's this?" Morton murmured to himself, pulling the book off the shelf. It was covered in dust, but as he opened it, the pages seemed to shimmer with an eerie glow. His eyes widened as he flipped through the book, seeing images and maps he didn’t quite understand. But one thing stood out: a map with strange markings—dark star-shaped symbols etched across the parchment. He didn’t remember ever seeing a map like this before, yet something deep within him felt… familiar.
Without thinking, Morton traced his finger along the path the map outlined. As his hand passed over the symbols, the whispers in his mind grew louder, more defined. The strange pull became a compulsion, a guiding force that made him believe the map led to something important. Something powerful. Something he needed to find.
But as quickly as the pull had come, it vanished. The whispers faded, and Morton blinked, feeling disoriented. He glanced down at the map again, confusion settling in. How had he known to find this? Why had he been so certain?
Shaking his head, he tucked the map into his shell, dismissing the whole experience as nothing more than a side effect of his recent revival. "Being dead for so long must’ve scrambled my brain,” he muttered, trying to laugh it off. He didn't know what else to think—it was easier to believe that than confront the growing unease in his gut.
The next morning, Morton casually showed the map to Bowser, Kamek, and Luigi during their meeting about the ongoing threats to the kingdom. "I found this in Kamek’s library last night,” he said, unrolling the map across the table. “Looks like it leads somewhere important. Maybe it has something to do with those purple creatures or the storms?"
Bowser squinted at the markings on the map, his brows furrowing. "This is old magic… very old," he grumbled. "Kamek, what do you make of it?"
Kamek, his beady eyes peering through his spectacles, studied the map with deep concentration. "Hmm… this is indeed ancient, from a time long before even I served the royal family. I’ve never seen anything like this in my collection. It could be linked to a great power, but… how did you come across this, Morton?"
Morton hesitated, the whispers now a faint echo in the back of his mind. "I don't really know,” he admitted with a shrug. “I was just wandering around the library and found it by accident. Maybe it's nothing, but... something tells me it's worth checking out."
Luigi, standing nearby, listened intently, his own gut churning with unease. He couldn’t shake the feeling that these strange events were connected to something much bigger. And somehow, Morton’s return felt tied to it. But there was no concrete evidence, just a nagging suspicion that wouldn’t go away.
As the group made plans to investigate the locations marked on the map, Morton remained quiet, doing his best to ignore the persistent whispers still lingering in the corners of his mind. He didn’t want to tell anyone about them—not yet, not when he didn’t even understand what they were. But deep down, he couldn’t help but wonder if they were guiding him toward something much darker than he realized.
He would have to play it cool, pretending the map was just another ancient artifact. After all, how could he explain that something in his very soul was being pulled toward these shards? He didn’t know what they were, but every fiber of his being told him they were important. And that scared him more than he cared to admit.
As Bowser and the others continued discussing their next move, Morton silently resolved to keep the truth hidden—for now. He had no idea how deep this would go, or the role he was already playing in the Dark Star’s insidious plans.

The next day dawned with an air of anticipation as the plans to find the shards solidified. Bowser, Luigi, Kamek, and Morton gathered in the throne room, where maps and charts covered the table. The map Morton had "found" was spread out, and Kamek was still analyzing the strange symbols and locations.
Outside, the Koopalings were abuzz with excitement. They had overheard snippets of the conversation, and each one was already mentally preparing for the adventure. It wasn’t unusual for Bowser’s children to go on missions—they had manned their own airships before, handled themselves in battle, and each had their own unique strengths. But this time, it felt different. There was a darker, more foreboding element to this mission.
As the group finalized their plans, the doors to the throne room burst open, and in marched Kooper, Ludwig, and the rest of the Koopalings, followed closely by Boom Boom and Pom Pom. Kooper, as the eldest, took the lead.
“We’re coming with you, Dad,” Kooper declared confidently, his arms crossed. The others nodded in agreement, their determination clear.
Bowser's expression immediately darkened, his eyes narrowing. "No," he said firmly. "This isn't like the usual missions you go on. There's something... different about this one. It’s dangerous."
“Everything we do is dangerous,” Ludwig interjected. “This is no different.”
Morton Jr., eager to prove himself, stepped forward. “Yeah! We’re tough! And you’ll need all the help you can get with these shards and creatures running around!”
Bowser shook his head, looking more tense than usual. "You don’t understand. This isn’t just about fighting some enemies. There’s magic here—ancient magic. I’m not risking my kids getting hurt."
Kooper, always the one to argue logic with his father, sighed. "Dad, we've done this before. We’ve fought Mario, Peach’s armies, even creatures from other kingdoms. We can handle ourselves. You’ve trained us for this."
Kamek watched silently, knowing this was a battle of wills. The Koopalings were determined, and Bowser’s protective instincts were clashing with his knowledge that his children were more than capable.
Luigi, standing off to the side, felt a tug of sympathy. He remembered how fiercely he and Mario had fought to protect each other during their own adventures. This was Bowser's family, and while they may have been his enemies before, they were still kids—kids who wanted to stand by their father.
Bowser let out a deep, frustrated sigh. “Kooper, Ludwig, the rest of you… You don’t get it. If something happens—if you’re out there and things go wrong…” His voice trailed off, and for a moment, the vulnerability in Bowser’s tone was palpable. He wasn’t just their king or their father. He was someone who had lost before and couldn’t bear the thought of losing again.
There was a long silence before Kooper stepped forward. “Dad, we’re a family. And families stick together. Whatever this is, whatever danger we’re facing—we’ll face it together.”
The other Koopalings murmured in agreement, and even Bowser Jr., usually the most excitable, nodded solemnly.
Bowser stared at them for a long moment, his expression softening just slightly. He glanced over at Kamek, who gave a small, approving nod. Then his gaze shifted to Luigi, who, despite his nerves, offered a reassuring smile.
Finally, Bowser let out a low growl of resignation. "Fine," he muttered, rubbing a clawed hand over his face. "But you stay close. No wandering off, no heroics. We do this as a team, and we get the job done."
The Koopalings cheered, already energized by the prospect of joining the mission. Kooper clapped Ludwig on the back, and even Wendy smiled, flipping her hair as if preparing for battle.
As they left to prepare their airships and supplies, Bowser turned to Luigi, his expression a mix of frustration and pride. "I can't believe I'm letting them go," he muttered.
Luigi gave him a sympathetic look. “They’re strong, Bowser. And they want to help. I think… they just want to make you proud.”
Bowser grunted but didn’t respond. Instead, he turned his gaze toward the horizon, where the real adventure was about to begin. Something deep within him stirred, and despite the looming darkness, he felt a flicker of hope. With his family by his side—and with Luigi, strangely enough—it felt like they might have a chance.
Morton, standing off to the side, watched the interaction with a thoughtful expression. The pull he’d been feeling toward the shards was growing stronger by the minute, but he kept his thoughts to himself. Whatever this strange force was, it seemed to be guiding him. And for now, he would follow its lead.
But deep down, Morton couldn’t shake the unease creeping through him. The whispers were growing louder again, and the pull toward the shards felt more like a command than a choice. Something was coming, something darker than any of them realized. And he wasn’t sure how long he could keep it hidden.
The air was filled with excitement as the Koopalings and their friends bustled about, preparing for the adventure ahead. Their airships and clown cars were packed with supplies, weapons, and all the necessary items for the journey to find the mysterious shards. The mission wasn’t just about saving their kingdom—it was about clearing the way so they could finally go back to their main goal: capturing Princess Peach and dominating the Mushroom Kingdom once and for all. Each of the Koopalings was brimming with energy, eager to prove themselves.
Morton stood near the front of the lead airship, his arms crossed and a grin on his face. His usual boisterous personality had returned full force, and for the first time since his resurrection, he felt completely at ease. The whispers that had been nagging him were silent now, and the thrill of being on an adventure again made him feel alive in a way he hadn’t in years. To him, it was like the old days—back when he and Bowser fought side by side. He chuckled to himself, thinking of the glorious victory they would have when they returned. And after? Well, Morton had plans. He imagined standing proudly at Bowser’s side as the best man at his brother’s wedding to Princess Peach. It was all going to fall into place.
Behind him, the rest of the group was buzzing with excitement. Ludwig was meticulously checking maps, while Wendy was barking orders at anyone who didn’t seem to be working fast enough. Lemmy and Larry chased each other around the airship, laughing and getting in everyone’s way, while Roy and Iggy argued over who was going to be the first to find the shards. Even Bowser Jr. was brimming with excitement, bouncing on his feet as he climbed into his clown car, ready for the adventure ahead.
But unbeknownst to them, the three youngest troublemakers—Red, Green, and Blue—had snuck aboard, hiding in a large supply box. They had managed to avoid detection in all the chaos, giggling quietly as they stowed away. They were not going to be left behind this time, and they were eager to join in on the fun.
Luigi, standing on the deck of the airship, looked out over the horizon. The sky was clear and bright, the wind whipping through his hair. A knot formed in his stomach, not from fear, but from uncertainty. So much had changed in such a short time. He glanced at Bowser, who was giving orders to his children, ensuring everything was in place. Somehow, despite their past, despite everything, Bowser didn’t feel like the enemy he once did. And the Koopalings… they had grown on him. The thought of leaving them—especially without saying goodbye—felt… wrong.
But as Luigi leaned over the railing, a flash of red in the distance caught his eye. His heart dropped. There, just visible in the distance, was Mario. His brother was standing at the very top of Bowser’s castle, frantically waving and calling out to him. Mario’s voice was faint, but the urgency in it was clear. He was reaching out for Luigi, calling for him to come home.
Luigi’s breath caught in his throat. He wanted to scream back, to call out for his brother, to jump from the ship and return to the Mushroom Kingdom, to the safety of home. But something stopped him. Something had shifted inside him since his time with the Koopa family. He wasn’t the terrified, cowering Luigi who always ran to Mario for help anymore. He had changed. And the thought of leaving… of abandoning the kids, of walking away from Bowser and everything they were about to face… it felt wrong.
Mario’s voice reached his ears again, weaker this time, as the airship climbed higher into the sky. Luigi’s grip on the railing tightened, torn between his brother and the strange bond he had formed with the Koopas. His heart ached with the decision.
But just as he was about to call back, something stopped him. A sound—a soft, familiar sound. The sound of children laughing. Luigi froze and turned around. It was faint at first, but growing louder. He looked around the deck of the airship, confused. The Koopalings were nowhere near him, and yet… there it was again. Laughter, high-pitched and playful.
“Luigi, Mama!”
Blue’s voice startled him, and suddenly, from the supply crate near the back of the ship, Red, Green, and Blue burst out, giggling and tumbling onto the deck. They had successfully stowed away and were now grinning up at Luigi, completely unaware of the tension in the air.
“Mama! We found you!” Blue cheered, running up and grabbing onto Luigi’s leg.
Luigi’s heart melted, his gaze shifting from the stowaway triplets to the distant figure of his brother. Mario was still calling out, still trying to reach him, but the sound was fading. The airship was too high now, and the distance between them was growing.
Luigi knelt down and scooped up Blue, the little Koopa snuggling against him with a satisfied smile. Red and Green stood beside him, looking up with mischievous grins.
As the laughter of the triplets filled the air, Luigi realized something important. He had changed. He wasn’t just Mario’s little brother anymore. He had found something here—a place where he was needed, where he could make a difference. His heart still ached for Mario, but he knew… he couldn’t leave. Not yet.
As the airship climbed higher, leaving Mario far behind, Luigi hugged Blue close and gave a small, uncertain smile. He had chosen this path for now, and somehow, it felt like the right one.
“Don’t worry,” Luigi whispered softly, glancing back at the horizon. “We’ll see him again.”
And with that, the adventure truly began.
Mario stood at the edge of Bowser’s castle, his heart heavy with despair. He had been searching for Luigi for what felt like weeks, and he had come so close. He had seen him—Luigi was right there, aboard the airship. But now, his brother was gone again, whisked away to who knows where. The distant hum of the airship's engines faded into the horizon, leaving Mario standing alone, helpless. His outstretched arm fell to his side, fingers trembling.
For the first time in a long while, Mario felt lost. He had been through so many battles, faced down Bowser countless times, but this… this was different. His brother had never been so out of reach. And the world around him was growing darker.
Reports had been flooding in for days—strange purple creatures, zombified Toads, Koopas, and Goombas, all behaving erratically. Some of them had even attacked Mushroom Kingdom citizens, their once bright eyes now dull and glowing with an eerie crimson hue. Mario had tried to push the reports aside, focusing solely on finding Luigi, but now… he couldn’t ignore it any longer. The Mushroom Kingdom was in danger, and it wasn’t just Bowser this time. Something far more sinister was at play, and Mario didn’t know where to begin.
He sank to his knees, running his hands through his hair as a wave of exhaustion washed over him. Bowser’s castle loomed behind him, empty and abandoned, save for the lingering echoes of the creatures that had once stalked its halls. The entire world seemed to be falling apart, and all he could think about was his brother—so close, yet so far away.
“What do I do?” Mario whispered to himself, his voice barely audible.
He looked out over the vast expanse of the Darklands, where dark clouds churned on the horizon. The purple creatures were out there, spreading their corruption, infecting everything they touched. The Mushroom Kingdom was crumbling under this new threat, and all he could do was watch.
For a fleeting moment, Mario considered turning back. Maybe he could gather help—Toad, Yoshi, even Princess Peach. Maybe they could come up with a plan. But every second he wasted felt like a betrayal to Luigi. Every step away from this castle felt like a step away from his brother.
But the weight of the situation pressed on him. He had to think clearly. If he went after Luigi now, alone and unprepared, he could lose more than just his brother. The entire Mushroom Kingdom was at risk. He had to make a choice, and it felt impossible.
His thoughts drifted back to the purple creatures. They were spreading faster than anyone had anticipated, their numbers growing with each passing day. Toads had started disappearing from the villages, and even some of the loyal Mushroom Kingdom soldiers had fallen to the infection. It wasn’t just a matter of finding Luigi anymore—it was about saving the kingdom.
Mario clenched his fists, pushing himself to his feet. He couldn’t fall apart. Not now. He was the hero of the Mushroom Kingdom, and it was his responsibility to protect it. But more than that, Luigi needed him. No matter what, Mario would find him. He would save him, and he would stop whatever dark force was threatening their world.
With renewed determination, Mario turned away from Bowser’s empty castle. He would return to the Mushroom Kingdom, gather his allies, and figure out a way to fight this new threat. Then, he would find his brother and bring him home.
As he walked away, his gaze lingered on the horizon one last time. “I’ll find you, Luigi. I promise.”
And with that, Mario set off toward the unknown, ready to face whatever dark forces awaited him.
You said:
Luigi goes to Bowser to tell him about the triplets being little stowaways. The hatchlings clung to Luigi and then their father. Morton thinks it's funny because it's totally something hidden Bowser would do when they were hatchlings. 
Luigi hurried across the deck of the airship, the wind whipping his green cap as he carried one of the triplets—Blue—who clung to him tightly, his tiny claws wrapped around Luigi’s neck. Red and Green were waddling along at his feet, grabbing onto his legs every now and then, giggling like they had pulled off the greatest heist in history.
They were supposed to be back at the castle, under Kammy’s care. But of course, the triplets—ever the troublemakers—had snuck onto the ship, hiding in a crate until Luigi discovered them.
“Come on, little ones,” Luigi muttered, trying to wrangle the trio. “We have to find your dad.”
The thought of telling Bowser was making his stomach churn, but he knew it had to be done. He knocked softly on the door to the ship’s command center, where Bowser was overseeing their course. Morton had already noticed his approach and was grinning widely, clearly finding the whole situation amusing.
When Bowser turned around, his eyes widened at the sight of Luigi with the three hatchlings. "What... What are they doing here?" Bowser asked, his voice half bewildered, half exasperated.
“I, uh… I think they snuck on board,” Luigi said sheepishly, gently trying to pry Blue off his neck. “I found them hiding in a crate below deck. They’ve been stowaways this whole time.”
At that, Red and Green scurried forward and latched onto Bowser’s legs, giggling uncontrollably. “Dada! We want go with you!” Red chirped, while Green just smiled up at him with wide eyes.
Bowser’s eyes softened, but he still let out an exasperated sigh, rubbing his temple. “Of course they did,” he muttered, though a small, fond smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. He bent down and scooped up Red and Green, holding them close. "You little troublemakers…"
Morton chuckled from the corner, crossing his arms and leaning against the wall. “This is exactly something you’d have done as a hatchling,” he teased Bowser. “Remember that time you stowed away on Kamek’s broom and got caught halfway to Darkland? You were tiny, but you had guts.”
Bowser shot Morton a sideways look, shaking his head. “Yeah, well, maybe I didn’t think it through at the time.” But there was a flicker of warmth in his eyes as he remembered.
Morton, grinning from ear to ear, walked over and ruffled the triplets' heads. "Just like their old man—sneaky and full of trouble."
Luigi smiled awkwardly, shifting his weight as Blue finally loosened his grip around his neck and reached out for Bowser. The Koopa King took the little one in his massive claw, his expression softening further as Blue snuggled into his chest. Bowser sighed again, but this time there was no frustration in his voice, only a tender fondness.
“They really wanted to be part of the adventure,” Luigi said softly, glancing at the trio. “Can’t say I blame them, I suppose.”
Bowser’s face softened even more as he held his children, a brief glimmer of vulnerability crossing his usual stern demeanor. He glanced over at Luigi, then back at the triplets, who were all clinging to him and giggling. “I’ll have to send them back when we land,” Bowser grumbled, though there was little conviction in his voice. “Can’t have them running around during something this dangerous.”
“I can handle it, Dad!” Junior piped up from behind them, having overheard the commotion. “Let me keep an eye on them, please?”
Bowser shot his youngest son a skeptical look, but before he could reply, the triplets were climbing all over him again, their tiny hands pulling at his horns and tail, laughing the whole time.
Luigi chuckled nervously, watching the scene unfold. “You know,” he began, rubbing the back of his neck, “it’s not really my place, but... they look pretty happy being here with you.”
Bowser huffed, his tough exterior faltering as he glanced down at the triplets. “Yeah, well, they’ve always been clingy,” he muttered, but there was no denying the affection in his voice.
As the triplets clambered over their father, Morton let out another hearty laugh. “It’s hilarious watching you deal with them, Bowser. Just like old times.”
Bowser rolled his eyes but couldn't suppress a small smile. “I swear, they’re gonna give me more gray hairs than you ever did.”
“Yeah, right,” Morton smirked. “You were just as wild as these three.”
As the laughter died down, Luigi glanced between the two brothers, feeling a strange warmth settle in his chest. Bowser—this mighty, imposing Koopa King—had a softness when it came to his children, one that Luigi had only recently begun to understand. And somehow, despite the absurdity of it all, Luigi felt… comfortable here.
“Well,” Bowser finally said, “I guess we better figure out how to get these little ones back safely.”
Luigi nodded, though a small part of him knew that as much as Bowser wanted to send them back, the triplets would likely find a way to stay close. Just like their father once did.
As the group turned to leave, Bowser glanced at Luigi, his expression unreadable for a moment before he muttered, “Thanks for bringing them to me. And... thanks for keeping an eye on them.”
Luigi blinked, surprised by the unexpected gratitude, but he simply smiled and nodded. “No problem. They’re good kids.”
Morton grinned widely, watching the exchange. “Looks like you’ve got more in common with Bowser than you thought, Greenie.”
Luigi chuckled awkwardly, his heart fluttering for reasons he didn’t quite understand. As they walked out of the command center, the triplets still clinging to their father, Luigi couldn’t help but feel that maybe, just maybe, this strange situation wasn’t so bad after all.
As the airship descended toward the first location marked on the map, an eerie tension filled the air. The Koopalings, usually full of banter and mischief, were uncharacteristically quiet. Even Lemmy, who balanced precariously on his ball, had a more focused expression, though he still hummed a circus-like tune to himself. Roy, as usual, strutted around with his chest puffed out, flexing his muscles at every opportunity. "This'll be a cakewalk," he boasted. "Just some dumb magic rocks, right? Nothin' we can't handle."
Morton Jr., always a bit oblivious, nodded in agreement, his deep voice echoing through the air. "Yeah, Morton not afraid! We smash rock!"
Iggy, meanwhile, giggled to himself, his wide eyes darting around. “Ooooh, chaos! I love this part! What do you think happens if we throw something into those weird, twisted trees?” He picked up a rock, clearly contemplating hurling it just for fun.
Bowser, standing at the helm, narrowed his eyes as the landscape came into view. What had once been a lush forest had withered into a husk of its former self. The trees were twisted and gnarled, their bark blackened as though scorched by some unseen force. The ground was cracked, with strange, dark fissures running through it like veins of corruption. Every gust of wind carried an unnatural chill, sending shivers down the spines of even the bravest among them.
Luigi, standing beside Bowser, glanced nervously at the others. "This place gives me the creeps..." he muttered under his breath, pulling his cap down as if it would shield him from the unease.
Kooper, ever the leader, kept his eyes on the landscape but stayed close to the group, his usual confidence slightly shaken. “Stay together,” he called out, his voice steady despite the unsettling surroundings. “We don’t know what’s waiting for us out there.”
As they disembarked, Ludwig was the first to notice something peculiar. “Father,” he called out, his voice low but urgent. “The air here... It feels strange, like there’s something pulling at us.”
Bowser grunted in agreement, already sensing the oppressive weight in the atmosphere. "We're close," he said gruffly. "Whatever these shards are, they’re messing with everything around them."
The deeper they ventured, the more the environment seemed to warp. The trees twisted into grotesque shapes, some of them appearing almost humanoid in their contortions. Strange, ghostly whispers floated on the wind, barely audible, as though the very ground was trying to communicate with them. Even the air felt thicker, as if each breath was harder to draw.
The Koopalings, usually so boisterous, seemed on edge. Larry was glancing around more than usual, his eyes darting from shadow to shadow. Wendy, typically poised and confident, stayed closer to Ludwig and occasionally glanced back to make sure she wasn’t being followed. Even Boom Boom and Pom Pom, who were always up for a fight, walked with a bit more caution.
“I don’t like this,” Wendy muttered under her breath. “Why does it feel like we’re being watched?”
Lemmy, still balancing on his ball, giggled nervously. “Maybe it’s just the trees! They look like they’ve got eyes, huh?”
Roy rolled his eyes and flexed again. “You’re all just scared. Ain’t nothin’ out here we can’t handle.”
But as they drew closer to the location marked on the map, the ground beneath them began to shift subtly, as though it was alive. Morton Sr., who had been walking quietly at the back of the group, felt a strange sensation creep over him. His muscles tensed as something whispered at the edges of his mind, faint and incomprehensible. It was the same feeling he’d experienced back at the castle when they had first discovered the shard’s location.
Without even realizing it, Morton slowed his pace, his gaze narrowing as he scanned the area. The sensation grew stronger, but he couldn’t place it. It was as if the land itself was trying to draw him in, like some unseen force was calling to him. His mind clouded for a moment, the whispers growing louder, but he shook his head, trying to push it aside.
"Something's not right," Morton murmured, his normally jovial tone tinged with unease. The others hadn’t noticed his pause, too focused on the strange landscape ahead. But Luigi, who had been walking beside him, glanced up at the larger Koopa.
“You okay?” Luigi asked, his voice uncertain. Morton gave a slow nod, not wanting to reveal the strange sensation that had overcome him.
"Yeah... just got a weird feeling," Morton muttered, forcing a grin. "Probably nothing."
Bowser, up ahead, called for the group to stop. “We’re here,” he said, his voice gruff but filled with caution. Before them lay the remnants of what seemed to be a once-grand structure, now reduced to rubble and decay. Among the debris, scattered across the ground, were crystalline shards, glowing with a dark and ominous energy.
Ludwig stepped forward cautiously, kneeling to examine one of the shards. “These... these are definitely the source of the disturbance,” he said, his voice filled with both fascination and dread. “The energy they’re giving off—it’s powerful. But… wrong.”
Morton felt his breath catch as he drew nearer to the shards. That familiar sensation returned, stronger now, as if the shards were calling to him directly. He swallowed hard, trying to shake off the feeling. He didn’t understand why, but something about these shards felt... personal.
“I think we should grab one,” Iggy said, his eyes wide with excitement. “You know, for research! Or maybe just to see what happens when you throw it at stuff!”
Bowser shot him a glare. “No one’s throwing anything. Be careful with those—whatever power’s in them, we don’t want to mess it up.”
Morton nodded, trying to focus. He bent down, gingerly reaching for one of the shards. As his hand closed around it, that strange feeling surged through him again, stronger than ever before. But he pushed it aside, forcing a smile as he pocketed the shard.
“Looks like we found what we came for,” Bowser grunted. “Let’s get back before anything else happens.”
But as they turned to leave, the ground beneath them rumbled. From the shadows of the ruined landscape, more of the purple, zombified creatures emerged—drawn to the shards, their red eyes glowing with malevolent hunger.
“Of course,” Ludwig muttered. “It’s never easy.”
The Koopalings sprang into action, each taking up a defensive position around Bowser and the others. Luigi’s heart raced, but he steeled himself, ready for whatever was coming next. They had what they needed, but the real challenge was just beginning.
And deep within Morton’s mind, the whispers grew louder.
As the ground trembled beneath their feet, the eerie figures began to emerge from the shadows—creatures once part of Bowser’s own kingdom, now twisted into something far darker. Their skin was a sickly purple, their eyes glowing a furious red. Their movements were erratic, as if they were caught in some nightmarish dance, pulled toward the shards with an unnatural hunger.
Kooper immediately drew his wand, standing at the ready beside his father. “We’ve fought tougher enemies before, right?” His voice was steady, but the tension in the air was palpable.
Ludwig, ever the strategist, took in the situation at a glance. “They’re drawn to the shards, specifically,” he said, eyeing the creatures cautiously. “The more we carry, the more they’ll come.”
Morton Jr. stepped forward with his usual bravado, cracking his knuckles. “MORTON CRUSH PURPLE THINGS!” He barreled toward the nearest creature, swinging wildly with his fists. Though strong, Morton Jr.’s attacks seemed to have little effect on the creatures’ strange, resilient forms.
Iggy, standing beside Lemmy, was laughing maniacally as he fired off blasts of magic from his wand. “This is chaos! Beautiful chaos!” he cackled, even as Lemmy balanced on his ball, dodging swipes from the zombified creatures.
Wendy, for once, wasn’t concerned about her nails or appearance, focusing instead on using her magic to protect the younger Koopalings, her face set in a determined scowl. “Keep them away from Junior!” she ordered, casting a barrier around her youngest sibling, who was clinging nervously to Bowser’s leg.
Luigi, feeling a surge of protectiveness, joined Bowser at the front of the group. “I-I’m with you,” he stammered, gripping his own wand tightly, his green hat tilted forward as if ready to face whatever came next.
Bowser glanced at Luigi with a mix of surprise and appreciation. “Stick close,” he growled, stepping forward with a blast of fire from his maw, sending a wave of heat toward the advancing creatures. Despite the intense flames, the purple beings kept coming, seemingly unfazed by the attack.
Morton Sr., still clutching the shard in his pocket, felt the whispers return, louder now, almost deafening. He blinked rapidly, his head spinning as the world around him seemed to tilt. The creatures were closing in, but Morton’s focus was elsewhere—on the shard, on the power it held, and on the strange pull it had over him. The whispers, once faint, were now echoing through his mind, making it hard to concentrate.
“Morton?” Bowser’s voice cut through the fog in his mind. “What are you doing? We need to fight!”
Morton blinked, shaking his head to clear it. “Right,” he muttered, snapping back into focus. He grabbed his hammer, ready to join the fray, though the whispers remained, swirling at the edge of his consciousness like a dark cloud. He swung his hammer with a force that sent one of the creatures flying, but even as he fought, the voices in his head grew stronger.
As the battle raged on, Luigi caught sight of something odd. The creatures, though drawn to the shards, weren’t attacking Morton with the same ferocity they showed the others. In fact, they seemed almost... hesitant, as if recognizing something in him. Luigi’s brow furrowed in confusion, but there wasn’t time to dwell on it—not with so many of them closing in.
“Bowser!” Luigi shouted, dodging another swipe from a creature. “We need to get out of here—there’s too many!”
Bowser gritted his teeth, casting a glance at the airship in the distance. “Retreat! Everyone back to the ship!”
The Koopalings didn’t need to be told twice. They regrouped quickly, still fighting off the horde as they made their way back toward the airship. Morton, trailing behind, felt the pull of the shard even stronger now. His hand tightened around it, and for a brief moment, he considered staying—staying to discover what this power was, what it wanted from him.
But then, he shook his head. No, he thought. Not now. Not yet.
They scrambled aboard the airship, the engines roaring to life as they lifted off into the dark, stormy skies. Below them, the creatures continued to gather, staring up with their glowing red eyes as the ship disappeared into the clouds.
Once aboard, Luigi leaned against the railing, panting heavily from the fight. His mind raced with thoughts of the shard, the creatures, and the strange behavior he’d witnessed from Morton. Something wasn’t adding up, and though the adrenaline of battle still coursed through his veins, he couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that they were dealing with something far more dangerous than any of them realized.
“Nice work, everyone,” Bowser rumbled, his voice gruff but filled with pride as he looked at his children, who were still catching their breath. “We’ll regroup and figure out what those shards are. But we need to be prepared for whatever’s coming next.”
Morton, still holding the shard in his pocket, said nothing. The whispers had quieted for now, but he knew they would return. And deep down, he couldn’t help but wonder what would happen when they did.
As they sailed through the dark skies, the tension aboard the ship was palpable. Luigi glanced at Bowser, who was staring out into the distance, his eyes filled with determination. They had survived this battle, but the real fight was still ahead of them. And whatever lay ahead, it would require all of them to face it—together.
Unbeknownst to them all, Morton’s connection to the shards had deepened. The whispers, though dormant for now, had begun to weave their way into his thoughts. And with every shard they collected, that connection would grow stronger, leading him down a path none of them could foresee.
As Luigi moved frantically between the Koopalings, his hands working with tender precision, he babbled in rapid Italian, his worry palpable. "Mio Dio, sei ferito? Va bene? Ho bisogno di più bende... Dove hai preso quella botta?" His voice was a whirlwind, too fast for anyone to catch more than a word or two. The Koopalings, despite not understanding much of the language, were touched by his care.
"Luigi, we're fine!" Ludwig assured him, though his expression softened as Luigi gently placed a bandage over a nonexistent scrape on his shell.
Kooper chuckled, watching Luigi fuss over Wendy’s arm. “I don’t even think that’s a real injury,” he teased, but Wendy shushed him, enjoying the attention.
Iggy cackled, flailing his arms in mock protest. “You’re too good at this! I almost believe I’m hurt!”
The younger triplets, Red, Green, and Blue, giggled as Luigi pressed gentle kisses to their heads, mumbling soothing words that none of them understood. Blue, as usual, clung to Luigi’s leg, still calling him “Mama,” which only added to the whirlwind of emotions that Luigi was already feeling.
Boom Boom and Pom Pom exchanged a look, amused by the scene. Even though they weren’t part of the Koopa family, they couldn’t deny that Luigi’s presence brought a strange sense of calm to the chaos.
Finally, Luigi turned his attention to Bowser, who had been watching the whole scene from a distance, arms crossed. The Koopa King had sustained no visible injuries in the skirmish, but that didn’t stop Luigi from fussing over him as well. Bowser didn’t move as Luigi’s trembling hands applied ointment to his shoulder—an act of care that felt strangely intimate.
Despite his protests, Bowser’s face warmed, and he found himself blushing, an uncomfortable feeling of vulnerability creeping up on him. His gaze flickered toward Luigi’s nervous face, noticing the way the plumber was so focused, his hands shaking ever so slightly.
"Luigi," Bowser rumbled, his voice low, "I'm fine. You don't need to—"
But Luigi, ever the worrier, interrupted him with a flurry of nervous words. "I-I just want to make sure! You never know, something could hurt later... maybe... oh Dio, I'm probably overreacting." His hands lingered on Bowser’s arm, still applying the ointment, though there was clearly no need.
Bowser, torn between the urge to pull away and the sudden softness he felt toward Luigi, stayed still. His blush deepened, and he quickly looked away. "You're... overreacting," he muttered, though his voice lacked its usual bite.
The Koopalings exchanged knowing glances. Even they could see something shifting between Bowser and Luigi, though they weren’t quite sure what it was. Morton Jr. snickered under his breath, nudging Roy, who grinned in response.
"Shut up," Bowser growled at them, though his face was still flushed, and his tone lacked its usual authority.
Luigi, oblivious to the smirks and whispers around him, continued to fuss, his brow furrowed in concentration. “You’re the king; you need to be in top shape! A little extra care can’t hurt.”
Despite himself, Bowser’s heart softened. As awkward and strange as the moment was, there was something about Luigi’s frantic care that tugged at something deep within him—something he hadn’t felt in a long time. Maybe, just maybe, the plumber wasn’t so bad after all.

After tending to Bowser and the children, Luigi felt a quiet nagging in the back of his mind—something wasn’t right with Morton Sr. He had noticed the way Morton had been acting off since their last skirmish, the way his eyes sometimes glazed over or how he seemed distracted. It worried Luigi.
Quietly, he approached Morton Sr., who had distanced himself from the group, standing near the edge of the airship. His hulking form cast a long shadow in the dim light, and for a moment, Luigi hesitated. But he had come this far—he had to ask.
"Morton?" Luigi called softly, trying not to startle him. Morton turned his head slightly, his usual jovial demeanor replaced with something more solemn. Luigi stepped closer, his voice gentle. "Are... are you okay?"
Morton blinked, as if snapping out of a trance, and gave a half-hearted chuckle. "Me? 'Course I'm okay. Why wouldn't I be, huh?" His words were light, but there was an edge to them—something Luigi didn’t miss.
"You just... seem a little off," Luigi admitted, wringing his hands nervously. "I know you’re tough, but... are you hurt? You can tell me if something's wrong."
Morton’s face softened slightly at Luigi’s concern, but his brow furrowed, almost as if he were fighting with something internally. He shook his head, a deep sigh escaping him. "I ain't hurt, just... dunno. Feels weird being back after all this time, you know? Like... I missed a lot."
Luigi nodded, his green eyes filled with understanding. He had seen how Bowser and the kids treated Morton with such warmth and reverence, but there was also a palpable tension whenever Morton seemed to get lost in his thoughts. Luigi wanted to help, but he also didn’t want to push too hard.
"It’s gotta be overwhelming," Luigi said softly. "Coming back after... everything. But... we’re all here for you, you know? If anything is wrong, you can tell us."
Morton gave Luigi a long look, something flickering in his eyes—was it confusion? Pain? He couldn’t quite place it. For a moment, Morton’s mouth opened as if to say something, but then he closed it, glancing away.
“Yeah... thanks, green guy,” Morton muttered. He didn’t want to admit the strange whispers he'd been hearing or the unsettling pull he felt toward the dark, twisted shards. How could he explain that to Luigi without sounding like he was losing his mind?
"Anyway," Morton said, brushing off the moment. "You don't gotta worry about me. You just make sure the kids don't fall off the airship."
Luigi smiled slightly, though the concern still lingered in his eyes. "Alright. Just... let me know if anything changes, okay?"
Morton nodded, though deep down, he felt that something had already changed—something he wasn’t sure he could control.
As Luigi walked back toward the others, Morton glanced down at his hand, where one of the dark shards rested in his pocket. He hadn’t told anyone about it, and now, as he gripped it tightly, the faintest whisper echoed in his mind.
As night fell over the airship, Bowser stood at the helm, arms crossed, surveying the dark skies. His mind was weighed down with the task ahead, the eerie events that had begun to unfold, and the strange pull that seemed to hover around Morton. But for now, he needed to focus on one immediate task—getting his rambunctious kids to bed.
Turning around, he saw his children still wide awake, bouncing around the ship. Wendy was arguing with Larry, Lemmy was rolling around on his ball, and Roy was showing off by doing push-ups. It was pure chaos.
"Alright, that's enough!" Bowser's deep voice boomed, causing them all to stop in their tracks. "You all need to get some rest. We’ve got a big day ahead of us tomorrow, and I’m not dealing with a bunch of grumpy, sleep-deprived Koopalings. Bed. Now."
Predictably, the chorus of groans and complaints followed.
"But daaaaaaad, we’re not tired!" Wendy whined dramatically, crossing her arms.
"Yeah! We still got plenty of energy!" Iggy chimed in, bouncing on his feet.
“Let’s wrestle! That’ll get us tired!” Roy suggested with a mischievous grin, cracking his knuckles.
Kooper, trying to maintain his composure, sighed but didn’t argue, while Ludwig adjusted his glasses, clearly annoyed.
Bowser rubbed his temples, clearly reaching the end of his patience. He was about to issue another stern command when Luigi stepped in, offering a small smile.
“I can help with that,” Luigi said, already knowing the drill. He had been with these kids long enough to know their tricks. “How about we make a game out of it? First one in bed gets to choose breakfast tomorrow?”
The Koopalings perked up at that, their competitiveness kicking in. One by one, they started rushing off to their quarters, trying to beat each other to their beds.
“Hey, no fair! I was gonna say pancakes!” Lemmy shouted, rolling after Larry.
Roy shoved his way past Iggy, laughing as he went. “Move it, string bean!”
Wendy, not one to be outdone, huffed. “If anyone messes with my beauty sleep, they’re gonna regret it!”
Bowser, surprised by how quickly Luigi had diffused the situation, gave him an approving nod. “Hmph. Not bad.”
Luigi chuckled nervously. “It’s all about incentives.”
Together, they moved through the ship, checking on each of the kids. Luigi made sure they were settled in, covering them with blankets and assuring them that tomorrow would be full of adventure. He even placed a stuffed toy in Morton Jr.’s arms, which the Koopa instantly clutched tightly, pretending not to care.
Bowser followed behind, his heavy footsteps echoing through the halls as he watched Luigi with his children. He couldn’t help but notice how good Luigi was with them—gentle, patient, and always managing to calm them down. It was something he hadn’t expected from the green plumber.
When they reached the triplets’ room, Bowser took a deep breath, bracing himself for the inevitable. Red, Green, and Blue were already half asleep, snuggled under their blankets. But as soon as they saw Luigi, they perked up, the three of them crawling out of bed and clinging to him.
“Mama!” Blue said sleepily, clutching Luigi’s arm.
“Story!” Red demanded, yawning but determined to stay awake.
Bowser rolled his eyes, though there was a hint of amusement in his gruff voice. “They’re supposed to be sleeping, not hanging off you like Goombas.”
Luigi smiled softly, kneeling down to their level. “Alright, just a quick story, okay?” he said, tucking them back into bed. “And then it’s lights out.”
The triplets nodded, their eyes already drooping as Luigi told them a short, gentle tale about the Mushroom Kingdom. By the end of it, all three of them were fast asleep, clinging to their blankets.
Bowser stood by the door, his massive form blocking the light from the hallway, watching as Luigi carefully adjusted the blankets around the triplets. It was a quiet moment, and as Bowser observed, something in him softened—seeing his kids so peaceful and content.
“Thanks,” Bowser muttered, though the gratitude was genuine. “For helping with them.”
Luigi looked up, surprised by the rare moment of sincerity from the Koopa King. “It’s no problem,” he said quietly. “They’re good kids.”
Bowser snorted, though his expression wasn’t as harsh as usual. “Good, huh? You’ve got patience, I’ll give you that.”
The two stood there for a moment longer, the airship rocking gently beneath their feet, the sound of the kids’ quiet breathing filling the room. For a fleeting moment, it felt almost... normal.
But there was still a long road ahead, and both Bowser and Luigi knew it.
“Get some rest too,” Bowser rumbled. “Big day tomorrow.”
Luigi nodded, and as Bowser left the room, there was an unspoken understanding between them—a growing bond that neither of them had anticipated.
After Bowser left the room, Luigi stood for a moment longer, looking at the sleeping triplets, their soft breathing a peaceful contrast to the storm of emotions swirling inside him. He had grown attached to them—more than he ever thought possible. As he quietly closed the door behind him, he found himself lingering in the hallway, lost in thought.
Luigi wandered through the corridors of the airship, eventually making his way back to the deck. The cool night air swept over him as he leaned against the railing, gazing out at the stars. There was a strange calm, but deep down, he felt the weight of what was coming. The shards, the strange creatures, the danger lurking—it all loomed large in his mind. But even more than that, his complicated feelings about Bowser gnawed at him.
He wasn’t supposed to feel this way. Bowser was the enemy, the one who had kidnapped Princess Peach time and time again. The one who had tried to defeat Mario over and over. Yet, here they were, on the same side. Bowser wasn’t just a villain anymore; he was a father, a brother, and… someone Luigi had come to care about in ways he couldn’t fully explain.
The sound of heavy footsteps behind him broke Luigi from his thoughts. He didn’t have to turn to know who it was.
“You’re still awake,” Bowser’s deep voice rumbled, a mix of gruffness and concern.
Luigi glanced over his shoulder, offering a small smile. “Could say the same for you.”
Bowser stepped up beside him, resting his large hands on the railing. “Just checking on the ship. Can’t let my guard down, especially not now.”
Luigi nodded. “The kids are all settled in… they’re excited for tomorrow. Though, I don’t think they fully understand how dangerous this is.”
Bowser huffed, though there was no anger in his voice. “They’re tougher than they look. They’ve been through a lot, seen a lot of battles. But yeah… this is different.”
The two stood in silence for a while, the hum of the airship the only sound around them. Despite the quiet, there was an unspoken tension—something neither of them wanted to acknowledge, but both could feel.
Luigi broke the silence first. “I made something for you,” he said, pulling a small wrapped package from his pocket. He held it out to Bowser, a bit nervous.
Bowser raised a brow, clearly not used to receiving gifts. “What’s this?”
“Just… something I put together. I noticed you haven’t eaten much since we started this mission, and well…” Luigi fidgeted, unsure how to explain it. “I thought you could use it.”
Bowser hesitated for a moment before taking the package and unwrapping it. Inside was a hearty sandwich, carefully made with ingredients Luigi had found in the ship’s kitchen. Bowser stared at it, and for a second, Luigi worried he had overstepped.
But then Bowser surprised him. “Thanks,” he muttered, his voice quieter than usual. He took a bite, and though he tried to hide it, there was a hint of appreciation in his eyes.
Luigi smiled softly. “You’re welcome. Figured you’d need your strength for tomorrow.”
Bowser glanced at him, chewing thoughtfully before swallowing. “You worry too much, you know that?”
“I’m Italian,” Luigi joked lightly. “It’s what we do.”
Bowser chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound that made Luigi’s heart skip a beat. It wasn’t often that he heard Bowser laugh, and it caught him off guard. There was something disarming about it—something that made him see the Koopa King in a different light.
“Guess I can’t argue with that,” Bowser said, finishing the sandwich. He turned to look at Luigi, his gaze lingering longer than usual. “You’ve been good with the kids… they like you. Even the triplets can’t stop clinging to you.”
Luigi felt his face heat up at the compliment, though he tried to downplay it. “They’re easy to like. And, well, I’ve gotten used to it.”
Bowser grunted, nodding. “You’re not half bad, Luigi. Never thought I’d say that.”
Luigi’s heart fluttered unexpectedly at the remark. “Thanks, Bowser… I mean, you’re not so bad yourself.”
The two shared a moment of silence again, but this time, it wasn’t awkward. There was something comfortable in it—a sense of understanding between them that hadn’t been there before.
Luigi cleared his throat, breaking the quiet. “I know things are complicated… with everything going on. But, uh… I’m glad we’re doing this together.”
Bowser turned to face him fully, his expression softer than Luigi had ever seen. “Yeah… me too.”
For a moment, Luigi thought Bowser was going to say more—something deeper, something that might explain the strange feelings that had been bubbling between them. But instead, Bowser reached out his massive hand, offering it to Luigi.
Luigi blinked, surprised, but after a moment of hesitation, he reached out and shook Bowser’s hand. The grip was firm but not crushing, and for some reason, it felt like more than just a handshake. It felt like an unspoken promise—one neither of them fully understood, but both were willing to accept.
As they stood there, hand in hand, the weight of the journey ahead seemed just a little lighter. Neither of them knew where it would lead, but for the first time, Luigi didn’t feel afraid. Not with Bowser by his side.
Morton paced his quarters restlessly, running a clawed hand through his magenta hair, heart thudding in his chest. Something was wrong. He knew it deep down, but every time he tried to articulate the feeling, it was as if something clamped down on his throat, preventing him from getting the words out. His thoughts were tangled in knots, and the whispers in his head…they were getting louder, more insistent. And yet, every time he tried to tell himself it was just his imagination, those dark, gnawing whispers would slither back into his mind, cold and unwelcome.
Get air, he thought to himself. Just need to clear my head.
He quietly left the room, his heavy footsteps echoing through the halls of the airship. The moonlight streamed in through the windows, casting long shadows that seemed to reach out toward him, reminding him of the darkness creeping through the kingdom. Morton’s mind raced, and as he reached the bridge, his eyes caught sight of a familiar figure.
Bowser.
His brother was standing there, staring out into the horizon with a deep frown etched across his face. The weight of the world seemed to hang on his shoulders. Morton took a deep breath and approached him, his throat tightening as he prepared to tell Bowser everything. The unease, the whispers, the pull toward the shards—everything.
But as Morton stepped closer, the air around him felt heavy, almost suffocating. His tongue turned to lead, and his body froze in place, as if something deep inside was stopping him. What the hell? He clenched his fists in frustration, forcing himself to take another step, willing the words to come out.
“I…” he started, his voice barely above a whisper. Bowser turned, his tired eyes locking with Morton’s. The concern and trust in his brother’s gaze sent a pang of guilt through him.
“I… just wanted to check on you,” Morton said weakly, his voice cracking. It wasn’t what he wanted to say at all, but the words he needed to speak were stuck in his throat like a lump of stone.
Bowser’s expression softened, but Morton could see the exhaustion in his eyes. “I’m alright,” Bowser replied, though his tone suggested otherwise. “Just thinking about everything. We’re close to finding the next shard, but… I’m worried, Morton. This whole thing… it doesn’t feel right. The kingdom’s falling apart, and there’s something we’re missing.”
Morton swallowed hard. The truth was clawing at him, but no matter how much he tried, he couldn’t speak it. He couldn’t tell Bowser that something was pulling him toward those shards like a magnet. That the whispers in his head were getting stronger, more insistent.
“Yeah… we’ll figure it out, though. We always do,” Morton said instead, forcing a grin, but even to him, it felt hollow.
Bowser gave him a brief smile, but there was a sadness behind it. “Thanks, bro. I’m glad you’re back. It’s… been hard without you.”
Morton’s chest tightened. His brother was pouring his heart out, and all Morton could do was lie through his teeth. Why can’t I just say it? Why can’t I tell him?
His mind raced for a solution, a way out. And then it came to him—the library. Kamek’s library held countless tomes and scrolls. If there was something in the old texts that could explain what he was feeling, maybe he could pass it off as a discovery. Maybe that would give him an excuse to act without sounding like he’d lost his mind.
“I’ve been thinking,” Morton said slowly, forcing the words out as carefully as he could. “Maybe there’s something in Kamek’s library. Some old magic or lore we’ve missed. You know… might be worth a look.”
Bowser nodded thoughtfully. “That’s not a bad idea. Kamek’s got enough scrolls to keep us busy for months, but if there’s anything that can help us figure this out, it’s there.”
Morton breathed a quiet sigh of relief, grateful his brother didn’t push further. “I’ll look into it tomorrow,” he added quickly. “For now… you should get some rest.”
Bowser grunted, his usual gruffness returning as he crossed his arms. “Yeah, yeah. You too. You’re gonna need your strength if we run into more of those purple freaks tomorrow.”
As Bowser turned back to the horizon, Morton felt a knot of frustration tighten in his chest. The pull toward the shards hadn’t gone away. If anything, it was getting stronger. But something was stopping him from being honest about it. Something deep and insidious, lurking in the corners of his mind like a shadow he couldn’t escape.
Was he going crazy?
The whispers returned, soft and subtle, just at the edge of his hearing. They spoke no words, just a low, humming presence that made his skin crawl. Morton gritted his teeth, shaking his head to clear it. No. He wasn’t crazy. He couldn’t be.
He just needed to keep it together until he could figure this out. Tomorrow, he’d go to the library, and he’d find something—anything—that would explain this. He wasn’t about to lose himself. Not now. Not after he’d just come back.
Morton glanced one last time at his brother before turning and walking away. His chest was tight with fear, but he couldn’t afford to let it show. Not yet. Not until he knew what the hell was happening to him.
The whispers faded as he walked down the corridor, but they didn’t disappear. Not entirely.
Not yet.
As Bowser stood alone on the bridge, watching the stars drift lazily above the horizon, he found himself in a rare moment of peace. The sounds of the airship were distant now, the hum of the engines barely registering in his mind. His thoughts, instead, kept circling back to something—or rather, someone—who had been on his mind far too much recently.
The green one.
Bowser grunted in frustration, his tail flicking back and forth. He didn’t get it. He was the King of the Koopas, a fearsome ruler, feared across the kingdom. He had kidnapped Princess Peach more times than he could count and battled Mario relentlessly. But now? His mind kept wandering to Luigi, of all people. Luigi!
It didn’t make any sense. The guy was nervous, jittery, and terrified of his own shadow half the time. Yet, ever since Luigi had started helping around the castle, with the kids… with him… Bowser couldn’t shake the feeling that something had changed. He had come to respect Luigi in ways that confused him. Maybe it was the way he could calm the kids down, or the way Luigi took care of the triplets when they clung to him like glue. Maybe it was the way the kids adored him, calling him “Mama” as if it were the most natural thing in the world.
Or maybe, Bowser thought, narrowing his eyes as the memories flooded in, it was how the idiot had taken it upon himself to check on everyone’s injuries, even mine.
Bowser’s cheeks flushed slightly at the thought. Luigi had fussed over him, him, the Koopa King, like some overprotective caretaker. He could still remember the feel of Luigi’s hands, trembling slightly as he applied ointment to his arm. He’d never admit it aloud, but there had been a strange sense of… warmth, of care, that Bowser hadn’t felt in a long time.
Ugh, what’s wrong with me? Bowser groaned inwardly, shaking his head in an attempt to banish the thought. He was not supposed to feel like this. Not for Luigi. Not for a plumber!
And yet… he couldn’t help it.
Every time Luigi fidgeted nervously, or babbled in that rapid-fire Italian when he was stressed, Bowser felt something tug at his chest. It wasn’t pity, no. Luigi had proven he was far stronger and braver than anyone—including Mario—gave him credit for. Maybe that was it. Maybe Bowser had misjudged him all along.
Or maybe it was something else entirely. Something deeper. Something Bowser wasn’t sure he could even name.
The thought made Bowser clench his fists, his claws digging into the railing of the airship. He hated this feeling—this uncertainty, this weird, fluttering sensation whenever Luigi was near. He was Bowser! He didn’t do feelings. Especially not feelings like this. This was ridiculous.
But then again… why couldn’t he stop thinking about it?
Bowser scowled and crossed his arms, staring out into the distance as the stars twinkled overhead. The wind whipped through his hair, but it did nothing to clear his head. Every time he tried to think about the upcoming battle, or the Dark Star shards, or the kingdom’s safety, Luigi’s face would pop up, unbidden, and all those thoughts would scatter like leaves in a storm.
I need to focus. I need to get my head in the game, Bowser told himself, but it was a hollow command, and he knew it. His mind was already wandering, thinking back to how Luigi had stayed up late with the kids, telling them stories, or how he had quietly started helping around the castle without anyone asking.
And then there was that look… that softness in Luigi’s eyes when he thought no one was watching. Bowser had caught it more than once, and every time, it had sent his heart racing in ways that made no sense.
Why did he care what Luigi thought? Why did it bother him that the green plumber wasn’t as scared of him anymore? And why did it make him feel… good?
Bowser growled low in his throat, shaking his head again. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go. He was supposed to hate Luigi—he was Mario’s brother, for crying out loud! But…
He glanced back toward the interior of the ship, where Luigi was probably settling down with the Koopalings, making sure they were all okay after the day’s events. The thought brought a flicker of warmth to Bowser’s chest, despite himself.
Maybe, he thought, his scowl softening for just a moment, maybe I don’t hate him as much as I thought.
It was a confusing realization. One he wasn’t sure he was ready to deal with. But as the night wore on, Bowser couldn’t help but wonder if, maybe, just maybe, things were changing between them.
And maybe, Bowser thought, with a slight smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth, that wasn’t such a bad thing after all.
The next morning dawned with a pale light filtering through the clouds, casting a cool glow over the mountainous terrain below. The airship hummed softly as it soared through the sky, but inside, all was quiet and peaceful—for the moment.
Luigi stretched as he wandered into the kitchen, still groggy but ready to start the day. As he yawned and rubbed his eyes, he was greeted by the sight of Larry, who was wide awake and eagerly bouncing on his heels.
"I went to bed first, so I get to pick breakfast, right?" Larry grinned, practically bouncing around Luigi.
Luigi chuckled, "That's right, Larry. What'll it be today?"
"Chocolate chip pancakes! With extra whipped cream!" Larry's eyes sparkled with excitement.
Luigi blinked, momentarily thrown by the choice. Chocolate chip pancakes? For a group of Koopa warriors? But the eager look on Larry’s face was impossible to resist, and soon Luigi found himself nodding. "Okay, chocolate chip pancakes it is."
As Luigi got to work, cracking eggs and mixing batter, the airship began to stir to life. One by one, the Koopalings wandered into the kitchen, following the delicious aroma of breakfast. Ludwig appeared first, bleary-eyed and still half-asleep, followed by Morton Jr., who mumbled something about pancakes making him "stronger." Wendy made her entrance with her usual flair, already complaining about how the triplets had made too much noise during the night.
Bowser arrived shortly after, looking more composed than the rest, but even he was a little bleary-eyed. He cast a glance toward Luigi, who was flipping pancakes with surprising ease, considering the chaos that was beginning to form in the kitchen.
"Chocolate chip pancakes, huh?" Bowser raised an eyebrow, a slight smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Not exactly the breakfast of champions."
Luigi smiled sheepishly as he plated another stack of pancakes. "Well, Larry was first to bed, so he gets to pick."
Bowser grunted in response but didn’t seem too bothered. In fact, he seemed oddly relaxed. The awkward tension from the previous night had faded, and now there was a quiet camaraderie in the air.
As Luigi continued cooking, the Koopalings gathered around the table, chattering excitedly about their upcoming adventure. Even Roy, who typically preferred to sleep in, was wide awake, though he was more focused on stacking his plate high with pancakes than on any conversation.
Morton Sr. appeared in the doorway next, his gaze settling on the group with a hint of curiosity. "What's all the commotion?" he rumbled.
"Pancakes!" Lemmy chirped, balancing on his ball as he tossed a fork into the air.
Morton raised an eyebrow, his expression softening as he saw the stack of food growing on the table. "Heh, back in the day, breakfast wasn’t this fancy. We’d get some toast and that was it. Guess things have changed."
Bowser chuckled from his seat at the head of the table, gesturing for Morton to join them. "A lot’s changed since you’ve been gone, bro. But trust me, you’ll like Luigi’s cooking."
Morton approached the table, his eyes scanning the spread before him. For a moment, he seemed lost in thought, the whispers in his head quieting as he sat down next to Bowser. He glanced at Luigi, who was still bustling around the kitchen, preparing the last of the pancakes.
"Hey, greenie," Morton called, his voice gruff but not unfriendly. "Thanks for, uh… all this."
Luigi paused, looking over at Morton with a small, surprised smile. "No problem, Morton. It's what I do."
Morton grunted in response but didn’t say anything else. Instead, he dug into his breakfast, savoring the pancakes with surprising enthusiasm. As he ate, the whispers returned, faint but insistent, tugging at the edges of his mind. But for now, Morton pushed them aside, focusing instead on the warmth of the room, the laughter of the Koopalings, and the comfort of being back with his family.
As Luigi served the last plate of pancakes, he glanced over at Bowser, who was watching the scene with a look that bordered on contentment. Their eyes met briefly, and for a split second, there was an unspoken understanding between them. Whatever strange feelings had begun to stir were still there, just beneath the surface, but for now, they remained unspoken.
For now, there was only breakfast, laughter, and the calm before the storm.
"More whipped cream!" Larry called out, breaking the moment, and Luigi quickly turned back to the kitchen, grabbing the can with a chuckle. As he applied the finishing touch to Larry’s plate, he couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of belonging here, among the Koopalings and their larger-than-life father.
Even if things were far from normal, for this brief moment, everything felt just right.

As the airship descended upon the rocky terrain of the next shard’s location, the tension was palpable. The land below was twisted, a reflection of the dark energy that permeated it. Everyone on board was on high alert, ready for whatever dangers awaited them. Luigi, Bowser, Morton, and the Koopalings prepared for the worst as the engines of the ship hummed to a stop.
The moment they stepped onto the barren ground, something felt off. The air was thick, and the sky overhead churned with storm clouds. But before they could investigate further, there was a shout from a figure standing on the cliffs above.
“Luigi!”
The voice cut through the air like a bolt of lightning. Luigi’s heart skipped a beat. He knew that voice—he’d recognize it anywhere. His breath caught in his throat as he turned to see the silhouette of his brother, Mario, standing tall against the stormy backdrop.
“Mario…” Luigi whispered, tears welling up in his eyes. He hadn’t seen his brother in months—months of wondering, worrying, and fearing the worst. And now, there he was, looking as determined as ever, with a fire in his eyes that Luigi knew all too well.
Mario wasted no time. His eyes locked onto Bowser, and the realization hit him hard. Bowser had taken his brother—he’d been holding Luigi captive this whole time. Rage bubbled up within him, and without hesitation, Mario leapt down from the cliffs, ready to fight.
“Get away from my brother!” Mario shouted, landing in front of Bowser, fists clenched.
Bowser snarled, stepping forward to meet Mario’s challenge, but Morton got there first, his massive frame blocking the path. “You!” Morton growled, vaguely recognizing the red-capped plumber from years ago. “Thought we were done with you!”
Mario narrowed his eyes. "Morton? You’re alive?!"
But there was no time for answers. Morton swung his hammer, and Mario dodged with practiced precision, rolling out of the way and countering with a quick jump kick. The battle erupted in an instant, Morton’s brute strength clashing with Mario’s agility.
Bowser, seeing his brother engage with Mario, prepared to join the fray, his fists crackling with fire. “You’ve got a lot of nerve showing up here, Mario,” Bowser growled.
Just as Bowser was about to charge, the Koopalings rallied behind him, led by Kooper and Bowser Jr. “We’ll protect you, Luigi!” Bowser Jr. shouted, his tiny fists raised, ready to take on Mario. The rest of the Koopalings joined in, preparing to defend their father and uncle.
But Luigi, trembling with fear and overwhelmed by the chaos unfolding around him, couldn’t let this happen. Not like this. His heart raced as he saw his brother, Bowser, Morton, and the Koopalings about to tear each other apart.
"No, no, no!" Luigi’s voice shook as he rushed forward, his hands raised in desperation.
Mario, seeing his brother run toward the fray, reached out. “Luigi, get back! I’ll get you out of here!”
But Luigi didn’t stop. His breath was shaky, his hands trembling, but he stood his ground—right between his brother and Bowser. He looked around at the chaos, at the kids who had grown to trust him, at Bowser who, despite everything, had become… almost a friend. And then, at Mario, his brother, who had fought so hard to find him.
"Stop!" Luigi shouted, his voice cracking with fear but filled with determination. "Please... stop."
Everyone froze, stunned by Luigi’s sudden outburst. The battle came to a grinding halt, and the tension hung heavy in the air. Bowser growled but stayed back, his fiery fists lowering. Morton, too, hesitated, his hammer still gripped tightly but unmoving.
Mario stood there, bewildered, staring at his brother in disbelief. “Luigi… what are you doing?” His voice was filled with confusion, his eyes pleading for an explanation.
Tears welled in Luigi’s eyes again, but this time, they weren’t just from joy at seeing his brother. This was more complicated than that. “Mario, I’m so happy to see you,” Luigi said, his voice thick with emotion. “I’ve missed you so much, but… but things are different now.”
Mario blinked, his fists still clenched. "Different? What do you mean? They're our enemies, Luigi! I came to save you!"
Luigi shook his head, the tears spilling over as he took a shaky breath. “I know, but… but I can’t just leave. Not yet. There’s something bigger going on, Mario—something we need to stop. And these… these kids, they’re… they’re not like that. I can’t just abandon them.” He glanced back at the Koopalings, who were staring at him, eyes wide with confusion.
“Luigi, they’re Bowser’s kids!” Mario exclaimed, still struggling to understand. “They kidnapped you!”
Luigi swallowed hard. “I know. I know they did. But Mario… they’re just kids. And they’re in danger too.” He looked up at his brother, pleading with him to understand. "Please, let me explain."
Mario’s fists slowly unclenched, but the confusion and hurt in his eyes remained. “Luigi… what’s going on?”
Luigi took a deep breath, trying to steady his shaking hands. He knew that this was only the beginning, and the hardest part was yet to come. But for now, he had to make Mario see that this fight wasn’t what they needed—not when there were bigger dangers looming on the horizon.
And so, standing there between Bowser and Mario, terrified but brave, Luigi prepared to explain everything.

Luigi took a deep breath, his hands still trembling as he stood between Mario and Bowser. The tension in the air was thick, but now that the fighting had stopped, all eyes were on him. He knew he had to explain, but the words felt heavy in his throat. He swallowed hard and looked at Mario, whose expression was a mix of confusion and hurt.
"Okay, Mario, let me explain everything…" Luigi started, his voice shaky but earnest. He glanced at the Koopalings, then back at Mario. "It started when Kooper kidnapped me."
Mario’s eyes narrowed at the mention of Kooper, and Luigi quickly raised his hands in a calming gesture. "But it’s not what you think. I mean, yes, I was kidnapped, but… things got different real fast."
Luigi looked down, gathering his thoughts. “At first, I was just their prisoner. Locked in the dungeon and all that. But then, Kooper let me out, and I started… well, I started cooking for them. I know it sounds strange, but the kids… they’re not like Bowser. They’re loud, rambunctious, sure, but they’re just kids, Mario. And they… they grew on me.”
Mario looked stunned, trying to process his brother’s words. “You like them?” he asked, incredulous.
Luigi nodded, glancing over at the Koopalings, who were watching silently. “Yeah… I do. I don’t know how it happened, but I guess spending so much time with them… I started seeing them for what they are. Just kids who need someone to take care of them.” He sighed, his shoulders slumping. “I couldn’t just… leave them.”
Mario’s gaze flickered to Bowser, who was listening but hadn’t said a word. "And him?" Mario asked, his voice low. "You like him too?"
Luigi's face flushed slightly, and he quickly shook his head. "No! I mean—yes, but not like that! I mean, it’s complicated. Bowser’s… different too. I’ve seen sides of him I didn’t expect, Mario. He’s not always the big, bad villain we know."
Before Luigi could continue, there was a sudden noise behind them. The triplets—Red, Green, and Blue—had somehow managed to sneak out of the airship and were now clinging to Luigi’s legs, their tiny hands gripping his pant legs.
“Mama!” Blue exclaimed, tears in his eyes as he latched onto Luigi. Green and Red quickly followed, wrapping their arms around Luigi as well, babbling happily.
Mario blinked, staring at the triplets in utter bewilderment. “Did… did they just call you Mama?”
Luigi's face turned beet red as he tried to calm the triplets. “Uh, yeah… that kinda happened. Long story, but I’ve been taking care of them, and… they just started calling me that. I didn’t mean for it to happen, it just—well, it’s not important right now!”
Mario’s jaw dropped as he tried to wrap his head around what was happening. His brother was being clung to by three tiny Koopas, who were calling him Mama, and Luigi seemed… okay with it? Nothing made sense anymore.
Luigi carefully pried the triplets off him, sending them back towards the other Koopalings. He turned back to Mario, his voice more serious now. "But that’s not the real issue here. Mario, there’s something much bigger going on. It’s why I can’t leave yet."
Luigi explained about the shards—dark, mysterious shards that had been corrupting the creatures in the Darklands, turning them into zombified versions of themselves. He explained how they had been searching for these shards, hoping to stop the corruption before it spread further.
“We’ve found a few already, but there are more out there. They’re dangerous, Mario—whatever these shards are, they’re connected to something ancient, something evil. I can’t leave until we stop this. The whole kingdom is at risk.”
Mario listened, his brow furrowing as he absorbed everything Luigi was saying. “So… you’re telling me you’re on a mission to save the kingdom with Bowser?” His tone was skeptical, but he was clearly trying to understand.
Luigi nodded. “Yes. As strange as it sounds, we’re working together to stop this. I know it’s hard to believe, but Bowser’s kingdom is being affected too. We have to stop this before it gets worse.”
Mario was quiet for a moment, staring at Luigi, then at Bowser, and back again. He looked tired, confused, but slowly, the fight drained out of him.
“And you… you want to stay?” Mario asked quietly.
Luigi bit his lip, looking down for a moment before nodding. “I do. I want to help, Mario. I have to. These kids… they need me. And this kingdom, it’s in danger. I can’t just walk away.”
There was a long pause. Mario’s shoulders slumped slightly, the weight of everything crashing down on him. He wanted to take his brother home, to end this madness. But he saw the conviction in Luigi’s eyes—the determination he hadn’t seen before.
Finally, Mario sighed and nodded, albeit reluctantly. “Okay, Luigi… but I’m staying with you. I’m not leaving you here alone.”
Luigi’s face lit up with a mix of relief and gratitude. "Thank you, Mario."
Behind them, Bowser crossed his arms, grumbling under his breath. But even he could sense that this was the only way forward, at least for now.
And so, for the moment, the battle was over. But the real adventure was just beginning.
As soon as Mario stepped forward, the Koopalings instinctively formed a protective circle around Luigi, their eyes narrowing in suspicion. Kooper, standing at the front, was the first to step forward, puffing out his chest. “So this is the famous Mario?” he sneered, eyeing the plumber up and down. “He doesn’t look that tough.”
Ludwig, with his usual air of superiority, adjusted his glasses and studied Mario with calculated interest. “I don’t know, Kooper. He’s defeated us all before. It’s only logical to stay cautious.”
Morton Jr. cracked his knuckles, his voice booming. “MORTON STRONG! MORTON READY TO FIGHT!” He stood next to Roy, who shared the same fiery expression, already itching for a fight. Roy smirked, flexing his muscles. “I’ve been waiting for this rematch.”
Iggy’s wild eyes darted between Mario and Luigi, his manic energy making him bounce on the balls of his feet. “Oh-ho, we’re gonna get him! We’re gonna get him good!”
Wendy stood tall, her arms crossed as she glared at Mario. “Nobody messes with my family, not even you, Mario,” she said with a cold edge.
Lemmy and Larry weren’t far behind, ready to join in. Lemmy, balancing on his ball, giggled in anticipation. “This’ll be fun!” he chirped, while Larry’s fists clenched, determined to defend their newfound Mama.
Even Bowser Jr., who had been clinging close to his father, stepped forward with a defiant glare. “You’re not taking Luigi anywhere!”
Boom Boom and Pom Pom stood ready, mirroring the Koopalings’ defensive stance, while the triplets—Red, Green, and Blue—looked at Mario with wide, curious eyes. Their heads tilted in unison as they examined the newcomer, recognizing the familiar mustache and outfit.
“He looks like Mama!” Blue said in his tiny voice, clinging to Luigi’s leg.
“Mama?” Red muttered, his brow furrowing.
Green just giggled, tugging at Luigi’s sleeve. “He does look like Mama!”
Mario, still processing the situation, glanced at the triplets and then back at Luigi, who looked equally flustered. “Mama?” Mario echoed, raising an eyebrow. “What… what’s going on, Luigi?”
Before Luigi could answer, Morton Senior, who had been standing off to the side, cracked his neck and rolled his shoulders. “You know, bro,” he said, his deep voice tinged with nostalgia, “it’s been a while since we kicked this guy’s butt. I think it’s time we reminded him who’s boss.”
Bowser let out a low growl, his massive arms crossing over his chest as he stared down Mario. “Yeah, we could, but…” He hesitated, which was unlike him. His instinct was to charge forward and take Mario down, but something held him back. He glanced at Luigi, who was now gently herding the Koopalings away from Mario, his face full of concern.
Luigi’s gentle but firm voice broke through the tension. “No, no, no! We’re not fighting. Everybody just calm down.” He placed a hand on Kooper’s shoulder, giving him a reassuring squeeze, then looked at the others. “Look, I know you all want to protect me, but Mario’s not here to hurt anyone. We need to focus on the bigger problem, remember?”
Kooper grumbled but backed off, still glaring at Mario. Ludwig adjusted his glasses again, mumbling something under his breath, while Morton Sr. let out a disappointed sigh but didn’t push it. The younger kids, including the triplets, stayed close to Luigi, their curiosity still piqued by Mario’s resemblance to their Mama.
Mario, watching the whole scene unfold, couldn’t help but feel a wave of disbelief wash over him. Luigi, his timid, anxious brother, was not only standing up to these Koopas but seemed to be in control of the entire situation. The Koopalings listened to him, respected him, and even cared about him. It was a side of Luigi Mario had never seen before.
Luigi caught Mario’s confused look and gave a sheepish smile, rubbing the back of his neck. “It’s, uh… it’s a long story,” he muttered. “But I guess I’ve gotten pretty good with them, huh?”
Mario’s eyes softened, and he nodded slowly. “Yeah, Luigi… I guess you have.”
Bowser, still watching from the sidelines, narrowed his eyes, trying to make sense of his own hesitation. His gaze flickered between Mario and Luigi, and the unfamiliar feeling that had been stirring inside him resurfaced. He wasn’t sure what it was, but the way Luigi had grown into this role—caring for his kids, managing to defuse a situation that would have normally ended in a fight—it was… impressive. And maybe something more.
But he quickly shook the thought away. Now wasn’t the time for that. There were more important things to worry about. He stepped forward, standing next to Luigi as the tension finally eased from the group. “Alright, enough of this,” Bowser said gruffly. “We’ve got shards to find, remember? Let’s focus on that.”
Luigi let out a small sigh of relief, glad that the situation had diffused. But as he glanced at Mario, who still seemed unsure of everything, he knew that their journey had only just begun. The shards were still out there, and something darker was at play, something they all needed to face together.
For now, though, they had a fragile peace. And Luigi intended to keep it that way.
As the group gathered their supplies and prepared to head toward the next shard, the air was thick with both tension and joy. Mario and Luigi exchanged glances, each caught between relief and uncertainty. They had finally found each other after months of searching, but their reunion came with complications neither of them had expected.
Mario, though overjoyed to see his brother, couldn’t shake his confusion. Luigi wasn’t just a prisoner here—he had somehow become part of this strange, chaotic family. It was hard to reconcile. Meanwhile, Luigi was relieved to have his brother at his side again, but there was no denying the strange pull he felt toward the Koopalings and Bowser himself. The dynamic was different now, and he wasn’t sure how to explain it to Mario.
The Koopalings, sensing the unspoken tension, walked ahead, chattering among themselves. Roy, Morton Jr., and Kooper led the way, while Iggy bounced around, excited by the prospect of another adventure. Wendy trailed behind, adjusting her bow, and Ludwig observed everything quietly, his mind always a step ahead of the others. Bowser Jr. stayed close to his father, casting wary glances at Mario as if gauging his every move. The triplets, Red, Green, and Blue, had been left at the castle under Kammy’s watch, much to their disappointment.
Luigi fell into step beside Bowser, who walked with his usual swagger, though his eyes flickered toward Mario every so often. Mario, keeping a little distance from the group, marched forward, his eyes trained on the path ahead. His fists clenched and unclenched, a physical manifestation of the turmoil swirling within him.
“Mario…” Luigi finally spoke, his voice soft, barely breaking the silence between them.
Mario’s eyes softened as he looked over at his brother. “Luigi, I’m so glad I found you. But… this—” he motioned to the Koopalings and Bowser, “—this is insane. I thought you were a prisoner.”
“I was,” Luigi admitted, rubbing the back of his neck awkwardly. “But… things changed. It’s hard to explain, but the kids—Kooper, Wendy, all of them—they aren’t so bad. And Bowser…” He hesitated, his words catching in his throat. “He’s not what I thought either. It’s complicated.”
Mario frowned. “You’ve been with Bowser all this time, and now you’re helping him? Luigi, he kidnapped you! How can you just… forgive him?”
Luigi glanced at the ground, feeling the weight of his brother’s words. He didn’t have a clear answer for that. Instead, he simply shrugged. “It’s not that simple, Mario. I didn’t expect it either, but… there’s something bigger happening. These shards, the zombified creatures—it’s all connected. We need to stop it.”
Before Mario could respond, Morton Sr., who had been walking just ahead, slowed his pace and turned to the brothers, his expression curious. “You two okay back there?” he asked, a mischievous grin creeping across his face. “You’re not gonna fight, are ya? ‘Cause I could use some entertainment.”
Bowser shot him a warning look. “Morton, knock it off.”
Morton chuckled and rolled his shoulders, his hammer resting across his back. “Alright, alright. Just checking. It’s been a while since I’ve seen a good brawl.”
Kooper glanced back, his eyes sharp as he eyed Mario. “We’re watching you, you know,” he said, his voice low but clear. “Don’t try anything funny.”
Ludwig nodded in agreement, adding, “You’re a powerful enemy, Mario, but remember—this time, we’ve got our whole family here.”
Mario sighed, his shoulders tensing as he continued to walk. He was on edge, knowing he was surrounded by enemies—or at least, former enemies. But his concern wasn’t for himself. It was for Luigi. He couldn’t understand how his brother had become so involved in this mess, and he was worried that, despite everything, Luigi might be in danger.
As they traveled deeper into the wasteland, the air grew colder, and the twisted landscape became more pronounced. The ground beneath their feet cracked and splintered with every step, dark purple energy coursing through the jagged earth like veins. The sky above them churned with ominous clouds, the occasional flicker of lightning illuminating the path.
The Koopalings began to slow, their usual playful chatter dimming as they, too, felt the weight of the unnatural atmosphere. Even Iggy, who thrived in chaos, seemed unsettled.
“There’s something really wrong here,” Wendy muttered, her eyes narrowing as she looked around. “It’s like the land itself is sick.”
Bowser grunted in agreement, his eyes scanning the area. “This is definitely the right place. The shard has to be close.”
Luigi’s hands trembled slightly as he walked closer to Bowser, sensing that they were nearing something powerful. He cast a glance at Morton Sr., who had been eerily quiet since they had entered the wasteland. Morton’s usual energy had faded, and his eyes darted around nervously as if he, too, could sense something was off.
Finally, they reached the epicenter of the storm, where the ground gave way to a massive crater. At the center, a single shard of dark crystal pulsed with a sinister glow. The shard was embedded deep within the earth, surrounded by jagged rocks and an aura of malevolent energy.
Morton stopped in his tracks, his heart racing as a strange sensation washed over him. The whispers returned, faint but insistent, tugging at the edges of his mind. He took a step closer to the shard, drawn to it like a moth to a flame.
Bowser raised an arm, signaling everyone to stop. “Stay back,” he growled, his voice low and tense. “That thing is dangerous.”
But Morton, despite his best efforts to resist, couldn’t pull himself away. The shard’s energy seemed to call to him, filling his mind with hazy images and half-formed thoughts. His muscles tensed, and a bead of sweat trickled down his brow.
“Morton?” Kooper called out, noticing his uncle’s strange behavior. “What are you doing?”
Morton blinked, shaking his head as if snapping out of a trance. “Uh, nothing!” he stammered, stepping back from the shard. “Just, uh… thought I saw something.”
Bowser narrowed his eyes at his brother but said nothing, focusing instead on the shard. “We’ll need to take it with us,” he said grimly. “But we have to be careful. These shards are dangerous.”
As the group prepared to retrieve the shard, Mario and Luigi exchanged a glance. Despite everything, they were together again. But the path ahead was still uncertain, and both brothers knew that this was only the beginning of their journey.
As they stood at the edge of the crater, the tension in the air was palpable. The shard pulsed ominously, casting flickering shadows over the group as they stared down at it. Bowser, always ready for action, took a deep breath and nodded toward Kamek.
“Kamek,” Bowser ordered, “we need to secure that shard, but make sure you use your magic to contain it. I don’t want any surprises.”
Kamek gave a curt nod, his eyes narrowing in concentration as he began to weave a spell. His wand glowed with a soft, golden light as he extended his arms toward the shard, muttering incantations under his breath. The dark energy swirling around the crystal seemed to recoil at the touch of his magic, though it resisted at first. Slowly but surely, a shimmering barrier began to form around the shard, encasing it in a protective field.
The Koopalings watched in awe, though there was an underlying unease among them. Wendy and Ludwig whispered to each other, while Roy flexed his arms, as if ready for a fight. Even Bowser Jr., usually brimming with confidence, stuck close to his father, his eyes wide with curiosity and concern.
Morton, however, couldn’t tear his gaze away from the shard. The whispers were growing louder in his mind, tugging at his thoughts and flooding him with strange sensations. His heart pounded in his chest, and for a brief moment, he felt as if the shard was speaking to him directly. He took another step closer, his eyes glazing over.
“Morton?” Luigi’s voice broke through the haze, snapping him out of his trance.
Morton flinched and quickly turned to face Luigi, forcing a grin. “Yeah? What is it, Greenie?”
Luigi’s brow furrowed with concern. “Are you okay? You’ve been acting a little… off since we got here.”
Morton chuckled nervously, waving off the question. “I’m fine, I’m fine. Just, uh… it’s been a long day, you know? I’m not used to all this action anymore.”
Luigi didn’t look convinced, but before he could press further, Bowser barked an order to the group. “Alright, the shard’s secured. Let’s get back to the airship before anything else happens.”
The Koopalings sprang into action, eager to leave the eerie wasteland behind. As they made their way back to the ship, Luigi lagged behind for a moment, casting a worried glance at Morton. Something was definitely wrong, but he couldn’t quite put his finger on it.
Once they boarded the airship, the atmosphere lightened slightly, though the shard’s presence lingered like a dark cloud over the group. The Koopalings settled into their usual antics, with Iggy and Lemmy chasing each other around the deck while Ludwig tried to read in peace. Roy sparred with Boom Boom, and Pom Pom kept an eye on them, ready to intervene if things got too rough.
Morton stood near the edge of the ship, gazing out over the horizon. His thoughts were a jumbled mess, and the whispers in his mind hadn’t stopped. He clenched his fists, trying to shake the feeling that something was deeply, deeply wrong.
Bowser approached him, his massive form casting a shadow over his brother. “You alright, Morton?” he asked, his voice gruff but laced with concern.
Morton looked up at Bowser, forcing another grin. “Yeah, I’m good. Just… thinking, I guess.”
Bowser crossed his arms, his eyes narrowing. “You’ve been acting strange since we found that shard. If something’s bothering you, just say it.”
Morton hesitated, his mind racing. He wanted to tell Bowser everything—about the whispers, the strange pull he felt toward the shard, the way his thoughts felt clouded and out of his control. But something held him back, as if the very idea of speaking about it was impossible. The words stuck in his throat, refusing to come out.
Instead, Morton shrugged. “I dunno, bro. It’s just weird, being back after all this time. I guess I’m still getting used to everything.”
Bowser studied him for a moment, clearly unconvinced, but he didn’t press the issue. “Alright,” he said finally, though there was a note of warning in his voice. “But if anything’s wrong, you come to me. Got it?”
Morton nodded, forcing a grin. “Yeah, sure thing.”
As Bowser turned to leave, Morton sighed in relief. He wasn’t sure what was happening to him, but he knew one thing for certain—he couldn’t let his family know. Not yet. Not until he figured out what was going on.
Meanwhile, Luigi busied himself with tending to the Koopalings, who had gathered around him, eagerly awaiting their evening meal. As he cooked for the group, he caught glimpses of Mario sitting by himself, deep in thought. The tension between the brothers hadn’t eased, but there was an unspoken understanding between them now. They were in this together, even if the situation was more complicated than either of them had expected.
As the airship soared through the skies, the group prepared for whatever lay ahead. The shards were out there, scattered across the kingdom, and they needed to be found before more damage could be done. But lurking beneath the surface, something far more dangerous was stirring—something that none of them, not even Morton, fully understood.
The adventure for the shards had only just begun.
Mario sat at the far end of the deck, watching Luigi from a distance as his brother moved about, tending to the Koopalings. His mind was a swirling storm of conflicting emotions. It didn’t make sense. Nothing about this situation did.
Sure, they had put their differences with Bowser aside before—for the greater good of the kingdoms. They had worked together to defeat greater threats, and Mario had even seen moments where Bowser could be... not exactly evil. But this? Luigi, the brother he knew to be terrified of danger, willingly staying with Bowser and his kids? Caring for them like they were family? It was something he couldn’t wrap his head around.
He replayed the events over and over again in his mind, trying to figure out how Luigi had ended up here. How could he be so calm, even affectionate, with the Koopalings? These were the same kids who had once terrorized the Mushroom Kingdom. The same ones who had fought against them time and time again. And yet, there was Luigi, putting bandages on their shells, laughing with them, and even letting the youngest ones call him Mama. It wasn’t like Luigi at all.
Mario’s eyes narrowed as he watched Bowser from across the deck. Could it be that Bowser had some sort of control over Luigi? Some kind of trickery, a manipulation to keep Luigi close? That had to be the explanation. There was no way Luigi would willingly stay with Bowser and his brood unless something was off. It wasn’t like Luigi to stay with enemies, even if he had to for the sake of some mission.
And yet, despite his suspicions, Mario couldn’t deny what he had seen. The genuine warmth in Luigi’s actions, the way the Koopalings responded to him—not with fear or manipulation, but with affection. It was... real. That’s what bothered Mario the most. The care Luigi showed for them wasn’t forced, and the kids clearly adored him.
Still, Mario couldn’t shake the nagging doubt in his mind. Bowser was clever. He had to have some angle here. There was no way he would let Luigi stay with him out of pure goodwill. This was Bowser, after all. There was always a plan, always a hidden motive. Mario clenched his fists, frustrated that he couldn’t see what it was yet.
He sighed, his gaze falling on Luigi, who was now kneeling down to check on Bowser Junior. The little Koopa giggled, and Luigi ruffled his hair with a small smile. Mario’s heart clenched. He wanted to trust Luigi, to believe that his brother knew what he was doing, but every instinct screamed at him that something was wrong.
There has to be more to this, Mario thought. Bowser has to be manipulating him somehow.
The triplets, Red, Green, and Blue, darted across the deck, chasing each other in a game of tag. They squealed with laughter, occasionally stopping to call out to Luigi—who responded with gentle smiles and encouragement. Mario watched as Luigi carefully kept an eye on them, like a parent. It was unsettling. It wasn’t just the triplets calling him Mama. It was the way Luigi looked at them, like he genuinely cared.
Mario's heart felt torn. He loved his brother more than anything, but he couldn't shake the feeling that Luigi had been changed somehow—perhaps not by force, but by subtle manipulation. He needed answers. He needed to know why Luigi was choosing to stay, and why Bowser was allowing it.
Standing up, Mario made his way across the deck, his steps heavy with purpose. He approached Luigi, who was still busy fussing over the kids, oblivious to the conflict raging in his brother's mind.
"Luigi," Mario called, his voice firm but edged with concern.
Luigi looked up, surprised to see Mario standing so close. "Mario? What is it?"
Mario hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to voice his concerns. "I... I just need to understand. Why are you doing this? Why are you staying here... with them?"
Luigi blinked, confusion clouding his expression. "What do you mean? Mario, you know we’re trying to stop whatever’s happening with the shards. I can't just leave now."
"It’s not just that," Mario said, his tone more urgent now. "I mean... you’re helping Bowser. You're taking care of his kids like they’re your own. You’re acting like... like they matter to you. I just don't get it."
Luigi's face softened, and he sighed, glancing back at the Koopalings. "Mario... they do matter to me. They’re not just Bowser’s kids, they’re... they’re more than that. They’re good kids. And after everything I’ve seen, I can’t just abandon them."
"But Bowser—" Mario started, his frustration bubbling up.
"I know!" Luigi interrupted, his voice firmer than Mario was used to hearing. "I know what Bowser’s done. I know who he is. But he’s... not the same with them. He’s a good dad, Mario. I’ve seen it."
Mario opened his mouth to argue, but he stopped short. The certainty in Luigi’s voice gave him pause. Could it really be that simple? Was it possible that Luigi had seen a side of Bowser that he hadn’t? A side that Mario couldn’t imagine?
"You trust him," Mario said slowly, the words foreign to him.
Luigi met his brother’s gaze, his expression conflicted but sure. "I trust them, Mario. I trust that we’re doing the right thing. And right now, that means working with Bowser."
Mario stared at him, still trying to process everything. His instincts told him to fight, to take his brother and leave, but something in Luigi’s eyes—something he hadn’t seen in a long time—made him pause.
"Alright," Mario said at last, his voice softening. "Alright, Luigi. I’ll trust you. But... I’m keeping my eye on Bowser."
Luigi smiled, relieved. "That’s all I ask, Mario."
And as Mario watched his brother return to the Koopalings, part of him couldn’t help but wonder if maybe, just maybe, he had been wrong about Bowser all along.
As the group continued to settle into the ship, the youngest Koopas—Red, Blue, and Green—curiously approached Mario, their wide eyes fixated on him. Red, the grumpy one, tugged at his brother’s sleeve.
“He looks like Mama,” Red grumbled, his voice thick with irritation, though his expression betrayed a hint of fascination as he stared up at Mario’s red cap and mustache.
Blue, as expected, teared up almost immediately, sniffling as he clung to Luigi’s leg. "Why does Mama have two faces?" he whimpered, clearly overwhelmed by the situation.
Green, ever the bold one, circled around Mario like a curious cat, his tiny tail twitching. "Uncle Mario! You look like Mama, but you’re smaller!" he declared with a bright grin, clearly excited by the idea of having a second 'Mama.'
Morton Sr. and Kooper couldn’t hold back their laughter. “Uncle Mario! Oh, this is priceless!” Morton chuckled, his deep voice booming with amusement as Kooper snickered next to him. “Looks like you’ve got yourself some new nephews, Mario.”
Bowser, standing nearby, folded his arms and grumbled under his breath, clearly less amused by the whole situation. "Hmph. Uncle Mario? As if one was bad enough..."
Luigi, however, found it sweet. He chuckled softly, watching as the triplets swarmed around Mario, tugging at his overalls and poking at his mustache with wonder.
“It’s okay, Mario,” Luigi said, his voice filled with warmth. “They just like you because you remind them of me.” He winked at Mario, trying to lighten the tension that had been building between them.
Mario, still a little taken aback, awkwardly patted Red’s head as the young Koopa looked up at him with a strange mix of approval and curiosity. "Uh... nice to meet you too, I guess?" Mario mumbled, giving Luigi a look that said, What in the world is going on?
Green eagerly climbed onto Mario’s arm, treating him like a jungle gym, while Blue continued to cling to Luigi, still uncertain about the situation but clearly feeling safe with his 'Mama.'
As the laughter died down, Luigi gently pried Blue from his leg and offered him to Bowser, who sighed but took the little Koopa hatchling into his massive arms. "Alright, alright. You’ve had enough fun for one day," Bowser grumbled, though the affection in his movements betrayed his true feelings.
"Come on, kids. Time to give Uncle Mario a break," Luigi said with a soft smile, herding the triplets back towards their sleeping area. As he did, Mario couldn’t help but glance at his brother, trying to make sense of how quickly Luigi had become a part of this strange little family.
Morton Sr. slapped Mario on the back, nearly knocking him over. "Don't worry, Uncle Mario, you’ll get used to it!" he joked, grinning ear to ear. "You’ve got a whole gang of nephews now! Better get used to the chaos!"
Mario, still bewildered by the entire ordeal, shot Luigi a bemused look, though deep down, he felt a little warmth blooming inside him. This was... strange, yes. But in some odd way, it wasn’t all bad.
Luigi chuckled as he caught Mario’s expression. "You’ll get the hang of it, bro," he said reassuringly. "I know it’s a lot... but trust me, they grow on you."
Mario simply nodded, still unsure of what he was walking into, but trusting his brother all the same.
As they gathered around the map, Bowser, Morton Sr., Mario, and Luigi studied the new locations of the remaining shards. The faint glow of the map illuminated their faces, revealing several points marked in the Mushroom Kingdom.
Bowser’s brow furrowed, his claws scratching the map. “The Mushroom Kingdom…” he muttered under his breath. “If those shards are there, that land’s already starting to corrupt.”
Mario’s face tightened with worry. “Peach,” he whispered, his thoughts immediately darting to the princess and the citizens of the kingdom. The idea of corruption spreading through the kingdom, affecting Peach, and turning it into a wasteland like the Darklands, made his heart race.
Luigi, standing quietly beside Mario, felt a pang of confusion twist inside him. As Mario voiced his concern, he looked at his brother, his worry so clear. But something else stirred in Luigi. When Bowser spoke next, it hit him like a thunderbolt.
“I’ve been trying to marry Peach for years,” Bowser grumbled, his eyes narrowing as he traced the map with a claw. “If the kingdom’s corrupting, we have to move fast. She’s supposed to be the queen of my kingdom, the mother of my children.” His voice grew more possessive, and a dark look crossed his face. "I can’t let anyone—or anything—take that from me."
That’s when it hit Luigi. Jealousy.
It started as a faint twinge in his chest, but it quickly grew, wrapping around his heart. Why did Bowser’s words about Peach make him feel like this? Peach was Mario’s friend—his friend too, but not in the way Bowser saw her. Bowser had been fixated on her for years, always kidnapping her, declaring his love in the strangest and most villainous ways. And then there was the whole fiasco with Bowser Jr. believing Peach was his mother...
Luigi’s mind whirled. Mother of his children... Queen of his kingdom.
The Koopalings had always seemed on board with Bowser’s idea of Peach being their mother, which never really bothered Luigi before. But now, standing next to Bowser, thinking about everything they’d been through together—cooking, watching over the children, spending quiet moments when the weight of their missions pressed down on them—Luigi felt an odd tightening in his chest.
He glanced at Bowser. The Koopa King was still focused on the map, determined to save his kingdom and claim Peach, but Luigi couldn’t shake the unsettling feeling that had begun to gnaw at him. The idea of Bowser and Peach together... something about it felt wrong to him now. His pulse quickened. Jealousy was the only word that made sense.
But why? He was Luigi. The scared, jumpy brother who always followed Mario’s lead. Bowser was his enemy—or, at least, he was supposed to be. Bowser had kidnapped Peach countless times, and Luigi had never really cared beyond trying to help Mario rescue her. And yet now, the thought of Bowser talking about Peach like that—wanting her to be his queen, the mother of his children—it made Luigi’s stomach churn in ways he didn’t understand.
It couldn’t be jealousy. Could it?
Luigi swallowed hard and forced a smile, trying to shove those thoughts deep down. They had a mission, a kingdom to save. There was no time to deal with these confusing feelings.
Bowser looked up from the map, his red eyes locking onto Luigi’s for a brief moment. “We’re gonna need to move fast. No stopping until we get those shards,” he said, his voice filled with urgency.
Luigi nodded, unable to speak. His mind was still spinning, but now was not the time to get distracted. They had a mission to complete, and Luigi had to stay focused.
As Bowser’s airship descended upon the Mushroom Kingdom, a heavy silence fell over the land, broken only by the distant cries of panicked citizens below. The kingdom was already on edge, with strange purple creatures roaming the outskirts, and now Bowser’s looming presence brought an even greater sense of dread.
Peach stood at the edge of her castle, her usual calm exterior shaken. She had been trying to keep everything together—reassuring the Toads, organizing defenses, and maintaining a fragile sense of order. But the sight of Bowser’s airship hovering ominously above made her heart sink.
“He’s coming for me again,” she whispered, her grip tightening on the railing. Memories of countless kidnappings flashed through her mind—Bowser’s relentless pursuit, always wanting to make her his queen. But this time, things felt different. The land was already in chaos, and Bowser’s arrival threatened to tip everything into disaster.
But then, through the haze of fear, she saw them. Mario and Luigi, standing on the deck of the airship. Her breath caught in her throat for a moment, but then a wave of relief washed over her. Mario was here. Luigi was here.
She exhaled slowly, her anxiety easing just slightly. Mario, her constant protector, and Luigi—who had been missing for so long—were with Bowser. It was strange to see, but their presence gave her hope.
As the airship touched down and the gangplank lowered, Mario and Luigi were the first to step off. Peach rushed forward, her eyes wide with a mixture of concern and relief. “Mario! Luigi!” she called, her voice filled with emotion.
Mario, his usual confident self, smiled at her, but there was an underlying tension in his face. “Peach,” he said, his voice steady, but she could sense the weight of the situation.
Peach’s gaze shifted to Luigi, and her heart ached at the sight of him. He looked different—tired, worn, but... calmer. She had been so worried, not knowing where he had been for all this time. But now, seeing him, she felt a flicker of hope. “Luigi... I’m so glad you’re safe.”
Luigi smiled nervously, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m okay, Princess,” he said softly. “It’s... a long story.”
Peach nodded, glancing behind them to where Bowser stood, arms crossed, his usual imposing stance casting a long shadow. Her momentary calm faltered as her eyes met his. “Bowser...” she whispered, feeling her stomach tighten again.
Before she could say more, Luigi stepped forward, quickly explaining the situation. “Princess, things are bad. The Mushroom Kingdom’s in danger, but not just because of Bowser. There’s something else—something worse. These shards... they’re corrupting everything. We’ve been trying to stop it.”
Peach’s brow furrowed, listening carefully. She hadn’t expected this. “Shards? What are you talking about?”
Mario chimed in, his voice more serious now. “Luigi’s right, Peach. There’s something bigger going on. The corruption... it’s spreading. And if we don’t stop it, the kingdom could be destroyed.”
Peach’s gaze flickered between Mario, Luigi, and Bowser, trying to piece everything together. The chaos, the strange creatures, the darkening skies—it all made sense now. “Then we have to act fast,” she said, her resolve hardening. “Whatever this is, we’ll face it together.”
Bowser, who had been silent until now, finally stepped forward. His deep voice rumbled as he spoke. “For once, I’m not here to kidnap you, Peach. We’re on the same side this time. If these shards destroy the kingdom, I won’t have anything left to rule.”
Peach looked at him, still wary but understanding the gravity of the situation. She nodded. “Then let’s work together. The kingdom needs us.”
With the weight of their mission looming over them, the group readied themselves for the battle ahead. Mario and Luigi exchanged a glance, a silent promise to protect the kingdom they loved. Peach, though shaken, stood tall beside them, her leadership unwavering.
And Bowser, ever the tyrant with unexpected depth, prepared to face the darkness threatening his kingdom—side by side with his old enemies.
As the group gathered outside Peach's castle, the Koopalings couldn’t contain their excitement. They had heard so many stories about Princess Peach from their father, and many of them had even met her in less... pleasant circumstances. This time, though, it felt different. They weren’t here to kidnap her or force her into some grand wedding scheme—they were here on a mission to save the kingdom. And that made everything feel strange, almost surreal.
One by one, they swarmed Peach, peppering her with questions and excited chatter.
“Do you remember us, Princess?” Kooper, the eldest, asked, standing tall with a proud grin.
“Yeah, you know, from that one time we brought you to Dad's castle!” Roy added, flexing his muscles.
Wendy, ever the diva, smoothed her dress and gave Peach a quick curtsy. “You’ve gotta remember me, right? I kept telling Dad to decorate the castle better for you! It wasn’t exactly the royal treatment, but I tried.”
Peach smiled at them, though the memories of being taken captive by Bowser’s children weren’t exactly fond ones. “I do remember,” she said softly, keeping her tone warm. “You’ve all grown so much since then.”
Bowser Jr., the youngest and always eager for attention, practically bounced in front of her. “Do you remember me, Princess? Dad always says I’m his favorite. I was the one who built the clown car you rode in when we—” He trailed off, realizing it wasn’t the best thing to brag about. “Uh... anyway, it’s cool that we’re all on the same team now, right?”
Peach chuckled, her eyes softening. “Yes, I remember you all. You were... persistent.” She glanced at Bowser, who grunted but didn’t say anything.
The triplets—Red, Green, and Blue—were shy, clinging to each other and watching Peach from a distance. They hadn’t met her like the older Koopalings had, but they were curious. Green, the most outgoing of the three, finally spoke up. “You’re really pretty, Princess! Like, super pretty!”
Red crossed his arms, frowning. “She’s okay, I guess...”
Blue, ever the sensitive one, hid behind Luigi, peeking out timidly.
As Peach interacted with Bowser’s children, Luigi stood off to the side, watching the scene unfold. His heart was conflicted, emotions swirling inside him like a storm. Peach was the figure of grace and kindness that the Koopalings seemed to yearn for—a mother figure that they never truly had. Bowser could be gruff and overbearing, but deep down, Luigi knew that the Koopalings longed for something more.
And now, seeing them all flock to Peach, he couldn’t help but feel... torn.
Peach was always the one. The one who everyone gravitated towards, the one everyone loved and wanted to protect. Even Bowser had spent years chasing after her, determined to make her his queen. And yet, here Luigi was—standing in the background, feeling like an outsider once again.
The triplets, in particular, clung to him in a way that confused him. They called him “Mama,” a title that made his heart ache. They wanted something from him that he couldn’t quite give. But seeing them now, looking at Peach with wide eyes, made him realize that perhaps they saw her as the mother they always wanted.
And what did that leave him? He wasn’t their father. He wasn’t even their family. He was just... there.
Luigi’s gaze flickered to Bowser, who was watching the whole exchange in silence, his arms crossed and a deep frown etched into his face. He could tell that Bowser wasn’t particularly thrilled about the Koopalings’ fascination with Peach, but he wasn’t stopping it either.
For a moment, Luigi’s heart twinged with something unfamiliar. Jealousy? No, it couldn’t be. He wasn’t jealous of Peach... was he? He shook the thought from his mind. Bowser’s obsession with Peach was legendary, after all. He couldn’t expect anything different.
But why did the idea of Bowser still wanting Peach as his queen bother him so much?
As the Koopalings continued to crowd around Peach, asking her endless questions about the Mushroom Kingdom, Luigi felt a strange sense of longing settle over him. He had been with the Koopa family for months now, and in that time, he had grown close to them—closer than he ever expected. They weren’t just Bowser’s children anymore. They were... important to him.
And now, with Peach here, he wondered what that meant.
He glanced over at Bowser again, catching the Koopa King’s eye. Bowser looked at him for a long moment, something unspoken passing between them. Then, almost as if on cue, Bowser broke the silence with a loud, gruff voice.
“Alright, alright, enough with the questions. We’ve got more important things to do than play twenty questions with the princess!” Bowser’s voice boomed, but there was no real malice in it. “Get ready, we’re heading out soon.”
The Koopalings groaned but obediently backed away from Peach, grumbling to themselves.
As the group prepared to head further into the Mushroom Kingdom, Luigi’s mind raced. He had so much to explain to Mario, so much to sort through in his own heart. But for now, all he could do was keep moving forward, one step at a time.
And hope that, somehow, everything would make sense in the end.
Peach's eyes lingered on Luigi for a moment, her brow furrowing with concern. She had known Luigi for a long time, and over the years, they'd shared countless moments of quiet conversation, tea, and gentle support for one another. She could tell something was weighing on him, more than usual.
“Luigi,” Peach called softly as she stepped away from the group. “Are you alright?”
Luigi, standing off to the side, jumped slightly at the sound of her voice. He turned to face her, forcing a weak smile. “Ah, Princess, I’m fine! Just... just a lot going on, ya know?”
Peach approached him with a gentle grace, her soft expression unchanging as she studied his face. “You seem troubled. I can’t help but notice things have... changed.” She glanced subtly toward Bowser, who was barking orders to his children. “Not just with you, but with him too.”
Luigi followed her gaze, his eyes landing on Bowser. He sighed, unsure of how to put his thoughts into words. Peach had always been perceptive, and now, with everything that had happened, he couldn’t hide much from her. She had already noticed the strange tension between him and Bowser.
“Yeah,” Luigi said softly, his voice barely above a whisper. “A lot has changed, Princess.”
Peach smiled kindly, her eyes understanding. “You don’t have to explain everything now, but...” She glanced back toward Bowser once more. “He’s not... the same. I’ve noticed how he looks at you, Luigi. And how you look at him.”
Luigi’s face turned beet red, and he immediately looked away, fumbling over his words. “I-I don’t... I mean... He’s just... we’re working together, that’s all!”
Peach raised an eyebrow, her smile widening just slightly. “I’ve known Bowser for many years, Luigi. I can tell when he’s acting... differently.”
Luigi’s heart raced, and he didn’t know what to say. Peach was always so calm, so composed, and here she was, hinting at something he wasn’t even sure of himself. He glanced back at Bowser, who was still preoccupied with the Koopalings, but every now and then, Luigi caught the Koopa King’s eyes darting in his direction.
“I don’t know what’s going on,” Luigi admitted quietly. “I don’t know how to explain it.”
Peach’s hand rested gently on his arm. “You don’t have to figure it all out right now,” she said softly. “Just... follow your heart. Whatever is happening, you’ll know when it’s time to face it.”
Luigi swallowed hard, feeling a lump form in his throat. He wasn’t used to feeling like this—so conflicted, so unsure of his own emotions. Bowser was the enemy, right? But over the past few months, things had shifted. Bowser had changed, or maybe Luigi had. It was hard to tell.
“He’s not obsessing over you like before,” Luigi muttered, surprising even himself with the comment. “It’s... it’s different now.”
Peach smiled knowingly. “I noticed. And it seems he’s... focusing on someone else.”
Luigi’s face flushed even deeper, and he opened his mouth to protest, but nothing came out. He couldn’t deny the looks Bowser had been giving him—the softer moments they shared when no one was looking. There was something there, something neither of them had acknowledged.
Peach gave him a reassuring squeeze on the arm. “Whatever happens, Luigi, you’ve grown. You’ve become stronger, more confident. And I’m proud of you for that.”
Luigi’s heart swelled at her words, and for the first time in a while, he allowed himself to smile—a real smile. “Thanks, Princess.”
With a final knowing glance, Peach turned to rejoin the group, leaving Luigi alone with his thoughts. He watched her walk away, feeling a mixture of relief and confusion.
As he looked back at Bowser, who was now watching him more intently, Luigi’s heart skipped a beat. Something had changed between them, something undeniable. And maybe... just maybe, it wasn’t so bad.
Whatever this was, Luigi would figure it out. But for now, there were more pressing matters at hand—saving the kingdom, finding the shards, and keeping everyone safe.
But somewhere in the back of his mind, the lingering glances he shared with Bowser stayed with him. And for the first time, he wasn’t as terrified of what that might mean.

As Morton Sr. approached Princess Peach, a small, mischievous grin played on his lips. She looked exactly as he remembered her—elegant, composed, and undeniably beautiful. He wasn’t obsessed with her the way Bowser had always been, but there was no denying her charm. If kidnapping her would make his brother happy, he’d do it in a heartbeat. After all, Morton had always wanted to be the best man at his brother’s wedding. That dream still lingered, though the years had passed, and so much had changed.
He came to stand beside Peach, who was speaking softly with one of her Toad advisors. She noticed his presence and turned to him, offering a polite but cautious smile. "Morton, it’s been a long time."
Morton nodded, crossing his arms. "Yeah, it has. And, uh, everyone calls you Peach now. When did that happen? I remember when it was Princess Toadstool."
Peach’s smile softened. "Times have changed. People started calling me Peach more often, and... well, it stuck."
Morton scratched the back of his head. "Weird. But, y’know, if my brother and I weren’t dealing with all this shard business, we’d have kidnapped you already. Heh, we’d have had that wedding by now, I’m sure. I’ve always wanted to stand by Bowser as his best man." He chuckled, though there was a nostalgic wistfulness in his tone.
Peach’s smile faltered for a moment, but she remained kind. "I’m sure you’ve had... many plans over the years."
Morton nodded, though as he did, a faint whisper echoed at the back of his mind. It was so subtle at first that he thought he imagined it, but then it grew louder—like a soft, insistent voice creeping into his thoughts. It spoke no words, but its presence was enough to unsettle him.
He blinked, his expression faltering. His heart raced for a moment, the world around him seeming to tilt slightly. Peach’s face blurred, her words lost in the noise that echoed through his mind.
Morton shook his head, trying to clear it. What was that? He hadn’t felt the whispers this strongly in days. He forced a smile and shrugged off the unease, telling himself it was nothing—just remnants of the dark magic that had brought him back.
"Uh, yeah, anyway," he continued, his voice shaky for just a moment before he steadied it. "I’m sure Bowser will get what he wants. He always does, right?" He let out a nervous laugh, his eyes briefly flicking toward his brother across the courtyard.
Peach noticed his unease, her brow furrowing. "Are you alright, Morton? You seem... distracted."
"I’m fine," he said quickly, waving off her concern. "Just, uh... thinking about everything going on. Lots on my mind. And, uh, Bowser’s got his eye on bigger things right now. We’re trying to save the kingdom, you know? Shards and all that."
Peach nodded, though her eyes remained concerned. "It’s a difficult time for everyone."
Morton grunted in agreement, though the whispers tugged at his thoughts again. He tried to ignore them, focusing instead on the present. But the sensation of something lurking just beyond his control—something pulling at him—lingered.
"I should... go check on the others," he said suddenly, needing an excuse to step away. "Keep things moving along. But, uh, good talking to you, Peach."
He gave a half-hearted wave before turning to leave, his large form lumbering away from her as the whispers in his mind quieted. As he moved toward Bowser, Morton clenched his fists. Whatever was happening to him, he needed to figure it out—and fast.
For now, though, he pushed the thoughts away, determined to focus on the mission at hand. But somewhere deep inside, Morton knew that the whispers weren’t going away anytime soon. And they were growing stronger.

With everything packed and ready, the group prepared to embark on their next journey. The airship hummed to life as the Koopalings, Bowser, Luigi, Mario, and their allies gathered their supplies. There was a mixture of excitement and tension in the air; they knew the mission was becoming more dangerous with each shard they recovered.
Bowser stood at the helm, his gaze hard as he mentally prepared for what was ahead. Morton Sr. was quieter than usual, standing beside his brother but clearly lost in thought. The whispers in his mind had been growing louder, but he refused to let them distract him now. He needed to focus, for his family and for the kingdom.
Luigi, meanwhile, was checking on the triplets one last time before they left. Red, Green, and Blue clung to him, calling him "Mama" with innocent affection. Luigi’s heart swelled, but he knew this journey would be no place for the little ones. He gave them each a kiss on the forehead, promising to return soon.
“Take care of the castle while we’re gone, okay?” Luigi said softly, and the triplets nodded, though their eyes were wide with concern. Kammy and Kamek had promised to keep a close watch on them, and Luigi trusted they’d be in good hands.
Mario stood at the edge of the deck, staring out over the Mushroom Kingdom. His mind was swirling with worry. While he trusted Luigi, the idea of Bowser being so close to his brother still didn’t sit well with him. Something about all of this felt off, and the strange shards they were collecting only added to the tension. He needed to stay sharp. They had a kingdom to save.
As everyone boarded the airship, the Koopalings were buzzing with energy. Kooper, Ludwig, Roy, Iggy, Wendy, Lemmy, Larry, Bowser Jr., Boom Boom, and Pom Pom were all prepared for the adventure ahead, excited to play their part in saving the kingdom. They were all older now, more experienced with Bowser's missions, but this was different. They felt the weight of responsibility on their shoulders.
Kooper, the eldest, walked up to his father. "We’re ready, Dad. Whatever’s waiting for us at this next shard, we can handle it."
Bowser gave a firm nod, though his eyes were slightly distant. "Good. Stay focused. We don’t know what else is out there."
As the airship lifted off and began its journey toward the next shard, the atmosphere was thick with anticipation. Luigi stood next to Bowser on the deck, his usual nervousness replaced with a quiet determination. Despite their history, the two had developed an odd camaraderie over the past few weeks, and Luigi found himself trusting Bowser in ways he hadn’t before.
Morton Sr., standing a few feet away, kept glancing at Luigi and his brother. The whispers in his mind had momentarily faded, but the sense of dread still lingered. Something was pulling him toward the shards, and though he didn’t understand why, he knew he had to follow it. For now, though, he kept that knowledge to himself. He didn’t want to worry the others.
As the Mushroom Kingdom shrank behind them, the dark clouds and ominous atmosphere of their destination began to loom ahead. The air grew colder, and strange gusts of wind rattled the ship. They were entering dangerous territory, and everyone could feel it.
Bowser clenched his fists, his fiery determination burning through his veins. "Everyone, get ready. This shard might be harder to get than the last."
The group nodded, each preparing in their own way. Mario stood at Luigi’s side, glancing at his brother. "Are you sure about this, Luigi?"
Luigi nodded, though there was a flicker of uncertainty in his eyes. "We have to do this, Mario. For the kingdom."
As they neared the location of the shard, the skies darkened further, and an eerie silence fell over the ship. The Koopalings gathered together, their usual playful energy replaced by a sense of seriousness. This was no ordinary mission.
Suddenly, a faint glow appeared in the distance—a glow that matched the ominous energy of the shards they’d found before. Morton Sr. felt a strange pull in his chest as they approached. He couldn’t shake the feeling that this shard, like the others, was calling to him.
"Let’s get this over with," Morton muttered, his voice low.
As they prepared to land, Bowser looked to his children, Mario, and Luigi. "Stay sharp. We don’t know what we’ll find down there."
The airship descended slowly, the dark energy growing thicker as they neared the ground. The shard was close—closer than ever before—and with it, the danger had only just begun.
As the airship landed and the group disembarked, Morton Sr. tried to shake off the growing discomfort gnawing at him. Every step closer to the shard sent pulses of pain through his skull, his vision swimming in and out of focus. He staggered, clutching his head, and for a brief moment, it was as if the world faded around him. The voice inside his head was no longer a whisper—it was loud, commanding, clear. "You are the chosen... retrieve the shards... unite the power..." The words swirled violently, pulling him toward the shard like an invisible force.
And then, everything went black.
When he came to, the world was chaos. Zombified Toads and other twisted creatures swarmed around them, their purple, glowing eyes shining eerily in the darkened wasteland. Bowser's roar cut through the air, fiery breath scorching the ground as he fought off the horde. His voice was booming, but to Morton, it was muffled, distant—like hearing it underwater.
Bowser turned his head, his eyes locking onto Morton, worry and fury etched on his face. "Morton! Get it together, NOW!"
Morton blinked, trying to shake the fog clouding his mind. His body felt heavy, his head throbbed, but the voice inside was suddenly silent, as if waiting. He looked down at his trembling hands, confused, his hammer hanging loosely in his grip.
All around him, chaos reigned. Luigi was moving frantically, dodging attacks as he tried to keep the creatures at bay. Mario, skilled and fierce, fought off a group of zombified enemies, his movements quick and sure. The Koopalings were scattered, defending themselves as best they could.
Bowser’s shout reached him again, this time cutting through the haze with sharp clarity. "Morton! MOVE! What are you doing?!" The desperation in his voice was unmistakable.
Morton shook his head, trying to refocus, but his thoughts were muddled, his body sluggish. He took a shaky step forward, but it felt wrong, like his limbs weren’t entirely his own. What had just happened? He’d been walking toward the shard—and then? Nothing. Just darkness.
Kooper rushed over to him, panting heavily. "Uncle Morton! Snap out of it! You’re scaring us!"
Morton’s chest tightened at the sight of his nephew’s worried face. He forced himself to grip his hammer tightly and charged forward, swinging wildly at the advancing creatures. The pain in his head persisted, but he pushed through it, determined to protect his family.
Bowser, unleashing another torrent of fire, barked orders at his children, directing them through the chaos. His eyes kept darting back toward Morton, clearly uneasy about his brother’s strange behavior.
Finally, with everyone working together, they began to turn the tide of the battle. Mario and Luigi moved in unison, knocking back the last wave of zombified enemies while Bowser incinerated the remaining creatures. One by one, they fell to the ground, twitching briefly before falling still.
The battlefield fell into an eerie silence, the only remaining sound the pulsing glow of the shard in the distance.
Morton staggered, wiping sweat from his brow, still dazed and disoriented. Before he could catch his breath, Bowser stormed toward him, his face a mask of anger and concern. "What the hell was that, Morton? You just froze!"
Morton opened his mouth to speak, to explain, but nothing came out. It was like the words were stuck, trapped deep inside. He couldn’t tell Bowser about the voice or the pull he felt toward the shards—something was physically stopping him. The more he tried to speak, the more his throat tightened.
Instead, he shook his head, muttering weakly, "I... I don’t know. I’m fine now."
Bowser wasn’t convinced. His eyes narrowed in suspicion. "Bull. Something is wrong with you, and you’re not telling me." His words were harsh, but there was a layer of deep concern beneath the anger.
"I said I’m fine," Morton insisted, but the tremble in his voice betrayed him.
Before Bowser could press him further, Luigi hurried over, checking Morton for injuries with the same frantic energy he had shown with the others. "Are you okay? You didn’t get hit, did you?" His hands hovered over Morton’s arm, not quite sure where to begin.
Morton looked away, his mind still swirling. He felt the pull of the shard more strongly now, though the voice was quiet again. It didn’t make sense, none of it did. What was happening to him? And why couldn’t he tell Bowser?
As Luigi babbled in Italian, fussing over him, Morton couldn’t help but wonder if he was losing his mind. But deep down, he knew it wasn’t just him. Something far more dangerous was lurking, and it was only getting stronger.
As Morton stood there, his mind still swirling with confusion, Luigi’s worried murmurs faded into the background. The throbbing in his head was subsiding, but something darker lingered beneath the surface. He couldn’t shake the feeling that something was fundamentally wrong, like a piece of himself had been torn away and replaced with something foreign.
Bowser, still watching him closely, folded his arms. “We’re not done with this, Morton,” he growled, his voice low. “You might be back, but something’s off. I know you too well.”
Morton nodded, though he didn’t know what to say. His brother’s words hit him harder than expected, the concern behind them weighing on him. He wanted to tell Bowser everything—about the whispers, about the strange pull toward the shards—but every time he tried to form the words, something blocked him. It was as if he physically couldn’t speak of it.
Luigi, satisfied that Morton was uninjured, stepped back, glancing at Bowser nervously. “We should keep moving. We’re close to the shard, and... well, the sooner we get it, the better, right?”
Bowser grunted in agreement, though his eyes didn’t leave Morton. “Yeah, let’s grab it and get out of here.”
The group pressed on, heading toward the source of the shard’s strange energy. As they neared the center of the wasteland, the environment grew even more twisted and unnatural. Trees were warped, their bark blackened and twisted like gnarled hands reaching toward the sky. The ground was cracked and barren, with patches of dark energy pulsing through the soil.
Morton felt the pull growing stronger with each step. His head was clearer now, but the whispers were back, faint but insistent. “Closer... you’re almost there... unite the power... take what is yours...” He clenched his fists, willing the voice away, but it only grew louder the nearer they got to the shard.
Finally, they reached the center of the wasteland. In the middle of a darkened clearing stood a large, jagged crystal, glowing faintly with a deep, ominous purple light. The shard pulsed with energy, sending faint ripples through the air around it.
“There it is,” Bowser said, his voice a low growl. He took a step forward, but Morton stopped him, instinctively stepping in front of the shard.
Bowser frowned, looking at his brother. “What’s the matter now?”
Morton stared at the shard, his heart racing. The pull was overwhelming now, like a magnet dragging him closer. He swallowed hard, trying to resist the urge to reach out and take it. “I... I’ll grab it,” he said, his voice unsteady.
Bowser raised an eyebrow, clearly skeptical. “You sure?”
“Yeah,” Morton replied quickly. “I’ve got it.”
Without waiting for a response, Morton stepped forward, his eyes locked on the shard. His hand reached out, almost involuntarily, as if the shard was pulling him in. The moment his fingers touched the crystal, a surge of dark energy coursed through him, sending a shockwave of power up his arm and into his body.
He gasped, his eyes widening as the energy flowed through him, wrapping around his mind like tendrils. The whispers returned, louder now, almost deafening. “Yes... the power is yours... take it... embrace it...”
Morton staggered back, ripping his hand away from the shard. The world spun around him, and for a moment, everything went black again. When he came to, he was lying on the ground, the shard glowing faintly beside him.
“Morton!” Bowser’s voice was sharp, filled with concern as he knelt beside his brother. “What happened?”
Morton blinked, struggling to sit up. His head was pounding again, but this time the whispers were silent. The shard’s glow had dimmed, its power seemingly drained. “I... I don’t know,” he muttered, his voice weak.
Bowser helped him to his feet, his grip firm. “We need to get you back to the airship. Something’s not right with you, and we’re going to figure it out.”
Morton nodded, too drained to argue. As they made their way back to the airship, Morton’s mind raced. He had felt the shard’s power, and it terrified him. But what scared him more was the realization that the whispers weren’t gone. They were waiting, lurking in the corners of his mind, ready to strike again when the time was right.
And as they boarded the airship, Morton couldn’t shake the feeling that the shards were only the beginning. Something much darker was coming, and he was at the center of it.
As the airship hummed softly beneath their feet, Bowser sat in the captain’s chair, his massive hands gripping the armrests tightly. His mind was racing, a storm of conflicting emotions swirling within him. He couldn’t stop thinking about Morton—about the way he had frozen back there, the strange energy that seemed to wrap around him, the sudden collapse after touching the shard. Bowser’s jaw clenched, his teeth grinding together as his frustration mounted.
He couldn't lose his brother again. Not after all these years.
Morton was back, but something was wrong—something he wasn’t telling him. The unknown gnawed at Bowser, the worry twisting into anger. He hated feeling powerless, hated not knowing how to protect his family. Bowser was used to solving problems with brute force, but this? This was different. He couldn't just punch it away.
Luigi, standing nearby, watched Bowser’s growing agitation. He could see the way Bowser’s muscles tensed, the way his breath came heavier, and the deep frown etched into his face. It was the kind of tension that would lead to an explosion if not defused, and Luigi, despite his own nerves, felt a pang of concern.
Stepping forward cautiously, Luigi cleared his throat, catching Bowser’s attention. “Uh, Bowser?” His voice was soft, trying not to startle the Koopa King in his agitated state. “Are you... okay?”
Bowser’s eyes snapped to Luigi, his fiery gaze intense. For a brief moment, it seemed like the rage boiling inside was ready to erupt, but as he met Luigi’s gaze, something in the green plumber’s expression softened him—just slightly.
“I’m fine,” Bowser growled, though the word was strained, betraying his internal struggle. His hands gripped the armrests tighter. “It’s Morton... he’s not telling me something. He’s hiding something from me, and I don’t know what it is. I hate not knowing.”
Luigi nodded, stepping closer. “I get it,” he said quietly. “I... I don’t know what’s going on with Morton either. But I know one thing—losing your temper won’t help. I’ve seen it before with... with Mario. When we get angry, when we don’t stop to think, it just makes things worse.”
Bowser let out a low, frustrated growl, but he didn’t interrupt. Luigi took that as a good sign and pressed on, speaking with more confidence.
“We both know something strange is happening,” Luigi continued. “But if we lash out at Morton, or anyone, it’ll just make him retreat more. Maybe he’s scared. Maybe he doesn’t even know what’s happening to him. But if we want to help him, we have to stay calm. We can figure this out together, but we have to be smart about it.”
Bowser’s eyes narrowed, his sharp teeth grinding together as he mulled over Luigi’s words. Part of him wanted to smash something, to unleash his frustration in a fiery outburst, but another part—one he wasn’t used to acknowledging—knew that Luigi was right. Exploding in anger wouldn’t fix anything.
With a heavy sigh, Bowser loosened his grip on the chair. His claws had left deep gouges in the wood. “I just... I can’t lose him again, Luigi,” Bowser admitted, his voice quieter now, almost vulnerable. “He’s my little brother. I’ve already lost him once, and now that he’s back... I’m terrified it’s happening all over again.”
Luigi’s heart ached at the raw emotion in Bowser’s voice. Seeing the fear behind the tough exterior of the Koopa King was a rare sight, and it made Luigi’s own worries about Morton even heavier.
“You won’t lose him,” Luigi said, his voice steady and reassuring. “Not this time. We’ll figure out what’s happening, and we’ll help him—together.”
Bowser glanced at Luigi, the tension in his shoulders easing just a little. He didn’t say anything for a long moment, but eventually, he gave a small, reluctant nod. It wasn’t much, but it was enough.
As the airship continued its journey through the skies, the two unlikely allies stood in silent understanding. Bowser’s anger simmered down, replaced by a deep-seated determination to protect his brother, no matter what it took. And though Luigi was still nervous, still uncertain about everything that lay ahead, he felt a strange sense of comfort knowing that, for once, he wasn’t alone in this fight.
Bowser paced back and forth in the dimly lit room of the airship, his heavy footsteps echoing in the metal chamber. His mind was still spinning from the conversation with Luigi, but there was one thing he knew he had to do—talk to Morton. He couldn’t let this go on any longer. Something was wrong, and he needed answers, even if he had to drag them out of his brother.
Morton stood at the far side of the room, leaning against the wall, his face set in a frustrated frown. He had felt Bowser's eyes on him all day, and it was eating at him. The strange whispers, the blackout earlier, the unsettling pull he felt toward the shards—he knew something was deeply wrong. But every time he even thought about mentioning it, the words died in his throat, as if something was physically stopping him from speaking.
Bowser stopped pacing and faced him. "Morton," he said, his voice steady but laced with worry. "What happened back there? I need to know. You froze—right when we needed you. What’s going on?"
Morton’s jaw tightened. He wanted to tell Bowser everything. He wanted to spill out the truth—the strange whispers, the headaches, the way the shards called to him. But as he opened his mouth to speak, the same oppressive force seized his throat, silencing him. It was as if the air itself constricted around his words, blocking them before they could form.
“I... I don’t know,” Morton finally stammered, frustration building inside him. His hands clenched into fists at his sides. “I swear, I want to tell you, but it’s like... something’s stopping me. Every time I try to say it, I just... I can’t.”
Bowser’s eyes narrowed in concern. “What do you mean you can’t? You’re my brother, Morton. If something’s wrong, I need to know.”
“I’m trying!” Morton snapped, the frustration finally bubbling over. He slammed a fist against the wall, the force reverberating through the room. “Do you think I want to be like this? To not know what’s happening to me? There’s something... something wrong. But it’s like—like I’m trapped in my own head.”
Bowser flinched at the outburst, but it only deepened his concern. He had never seen Morton like this—so lost, so conflicted. His younger brother had always been full of confidence, ready to tackle anything with brute force and humor. But now, something was weighing on him, and Bowser didn’t know how to help.
Morton slumped against the wall, rubbing his temples as the pressure built in his skull again. "It’s like there’s something... pulling me toward the shards. And I know that sounds crazy, but every time we get near one, I feel it. I don’t understand it, but it’s like they’re calling to me. I want to tell you, Bowser. I really do.”
Bowser took a step closer, his voice softer this time. "You’re not crazy, Morton. We’ll figure this out. But you can’t keep trying to handle this alone. If something’s controlling you, we need to stop it before it gets worse."
Morton’s frustration turned into desperation as he looked at Bowser, his eyes wide and filled with fear. “But how? I don’t even know what it is! I... I don’t want to lose control, but I can feel it. Something’s happening to me, and I’m scared, Bowser.”
Bowser’s heart clenched at the sight of his brother’s distress. He hated seeing Morton like this—so vulnerable and afraid. Taking a deep breath, he reached out, placing a heavy hand on Morton’s shoulder.
“We’ll fix this,” Bowser said firmly. “No matter what it takes, I won’t let you go through this alone. You’re my brother. I’ve already lost you once. I won’t lose you again.”
Morton looked up at Bowser, gratitude flickering in his eyes, but the fear still lingered. He gave a small nod, though the tension in his body remained. He wanted to believe Bowser, but the force pulling him toward the shards was stronger than anything he had ever felt.
As the two brothers stood there, a heavy silence settled over them. Bowser’s determination was clear, but Morton’s fear of the unknown—of the force he couldn’t control—still loomed large. The air between them felt thick, charged with unspoken tension. And though Morton couldn’t bring himself to say it out loud, the whispers in his mind grew louder with each passing second, urging him toward something dark and dangerous.
Bowser squeezed Morton’s shoulder one last time before stepping back, his gaze lingering on his brother. “We’ll figure this out, Morton. I promise.”
Morton nodded, but inside, he was terrified. Because deep down, he wasn’t sure they could stop what was coming. And even worse, he wasn’t sure he wanted to.
Bowser couldn’t shake the unease gnawing at him. After his conversation with Morton, he knew something was off. Something deeper, something that neither of them could explain. And the fear that crept into his mind—the fear that once this was over, Morton might disappear again—gnawed at him even more.
He decided to bring Kamek into the mix, hoping the old Magikoopa could shed some light on what was happening to his brother. Maybe it was something they could fix. Maybe, Bowser thought, it wasn’t as bad as it seemed.
Kamek stood in front of Morton, his staff glowing faintly as he muttered under his breath, casting a spell to examine the younger Koopa. The room was quiet except for the crackling of magic in the air and the soft breathing of the others. Bowser stood close by, arms crossed, his eyes never leaving his brother.
Morton fidgeted uncomfortably under Kamek’s scrutiny, clearly not enjoying being the center of attention. "I don’t know if this is gonna help," Morton muttered, casting a nervous glance at Bowser.
"Just hold still, kid," Kamek grumbled, waving his staff once more. “Let me finish.”
Bowser’s grip tightened as he watched Kamek work. His mind raced with thoughts of what could go wrong. The whispers Morton had mentioned, the strange pull toward the shards, the blackout—none of it made sense. And worse, what if Morton’s revival was somehow linked to the dark magic that was plaguing their kingdom?
Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Kamek stepped back, lowering his staff. He adjusted his glasses and turned to Bowser, his face grim.
“There’s definitely some latent magic at work here,” Kamek began, his voice serious. “But it’s... strange. It’s not like the magic we’re used to in the Koopa family. There’s something darker, something more ancient, tied to him.”
Bowser’s heart sank. “What do you mean? Is it something that’s hurting him?”
Kamek shook his head, clearly unsure. “Not necessarily. The magic doesn’t seem harmful on its own, at least not yet. But there’s a connection between this magic and what’s happening with the shards. I can sense it. It’s almost as if Morton’s revival... is part of whatever is going on with the kingdom.”
Bowser’s blood ran cold. He had suspected something like this, but hearing it confirmed felt like a punch to the gut. "So, what happens when we collect all the shards?" he asked, his voice quieter than usual. "Does Morton...?"
Kamek hesitated, glancing at Morton, who was listening with wide eyes. "I can’t say for sure, Your Highness," Kamek admitted. "But there’s a possibility that Morton’s connection to the shards is keeping him alive. If we gather all the shards and defeat the source of this magic... it’s possible that Morton might—"
"Disappear," Bowser finished, his voice laced with dread.
Morton’s face paled as the weight of Kamek’s words sank in. “What? No way. That’s... that can’t happen.”
Bowser turned to his brother, his heart aching at the fear he saw in Morton’s eyes. He couldn’t lose him again—not after finally getting him back. The thought of defeating this dark force only for Morton to vanish was unbearable. But the more they learned, the more it seemed like a very real possibility.
“It’s just a theory,” Kamek added quickly, trying to soften the blow. “We don’t know for sure. There could be another way. We just need to gather more information.”
Bowser took a deep breath, trying to keep himself together. He couldn’t afford to lose control now, not in front of Morton. He had to stay strong. “We’ll figure it out,” he said, forcing confidence into his voice. “We’ll find a way to stop this, and you’re not going anywhere.”
Morton nodded, though the fear still lingered in his eyes. “Yeah. Sure. We’ll figure it out.”
But as Bowser stood there, staring at his brother, the fear of losing him again gnawed at him like never before. He had already lost so much time. If there was even a chance that collecting the shards could take Morton away, he didn’t know what he would do.
And worse, what if defeating the source of this dark magic was the only way to save the kingdom? Could Bowser sacrifice his brother again for the greater good?
It was a terrifying thought, and one that he couldn’t shake.

Bowser sat alone in the dimly lit chamber, his massive form hunched over, fists clenched tightly in his lap. Smoke billowed from his nostrils, his breath coming in heavy, frustrated huffs. The normally indomitable King of the Koopas was shaking, his mind an overwhelming storm of dread, anger, fear, and helplessness. The thought of losing Morton—again—gnawed at him in a way that nothing else ever had. Not even his countless defeats by Mario compared to this.
He couldn’t lose his brother, not after getting him back. And the worst part was, he didn’t know how to fix it. He didn’t know what to do. Every time he tried to think of a plan, every possible solution led back to the same grim possibility—that stopping the dark force might mean losing Morton forever.
The pressure built inside him, and more smoke poured from his nostrils, swirling in the dim light. Bowser’s claws dug into his knees, his anger barely restrained. But this wasn’t the kind of rage he could unleash in a fiery breath or destructive rampage. This was a deeper, more painful kind of frustration. One he didn’t know how to release.
“Bowser?”
The soft, hesitant voice startled him from his thoughts. He looked up to see Luigi standing in the doorway, his brow furrowed in concern. Bowser huffed, trying to mask his emotions with his usual gruffness. “What do you want, Greenie?” he growled, though his voice lacked its usual bite.
Luigi didn’t flinch at the harsh tone. Instead, he stepped into the room, his eyes never leaving Bowser. “I... I saw you storm off,” Luigi said, his voice gentle. “And I thought maybe... you could use some company.”
Bowser snorted, though it came out more like a sigh. “I don’t need company,” he muttered, but the tension in his voice betrayed him. He looked away, his mind still swirling with the weight of everything.
Luigi hesitated for a moment, then crossed the room to sit down beside Bowser. The contrast between them was stark—Luigi, so small and cautious, and Bowser, towering and full of barely contained fury. But Luigi didn’t seem to mind. He simply sat there, quiet, waiting for Bowser to speak.
For a long moment, there was only silence. Bowser’s fists clenched and unclenched, his jaw tight, but his words remained stuck in his throat. He didn’t know how to talk about this. He wasn’t the type to open up about his fears or his feelings. He was the King of the Koopas. He didn’t get choked up.
But then, a small voice inside him whispered that maybe it was okay. Maybe, just this once, he didn’t have to be the indestructible king. Maybe he could let someone else in.
“I don’t know what to do,” Bowser finally muttered, his voice low and rough. “I can’t lose him again. I can’t.”
Luigi blinked, surprised by the vulnerability in Bowser’s voice. He’d never seen the Koopa King like this. Carefully, he placed a hand on Bowser’s arm. “You won’t lose him,” Luigi said softly. “We’ll find a way. Together.”
Bowser huffed again, but this time it wasn’t anger. It was more like a sound of frustration and defeat. “You don’t get it, Luigi. If... if this is all connected, if stopping whatever’s behind this means losing Morton... I don’t know if I can do it.”
The room fell silent again, but this time it was filled with an unspoken understanding. Bowser wasn’t just talking about his brother. He was talking about the weight of responsibility, the fear of making a choice that could cost him everything.
“I know what it’s like,” Luigi said after a moment, his voice barely above a whisper. “To be afraid. To not know what to do. But Bowser... you’ve always been there for your family. You’ve protected them. And now... they need you more than ever.”
Bowser’s eyes flickered with something—pain, maybe. Frustration. The kind of raw emotion he wasn’t used to feeling. “I don’t know if I can protect him,” Bowser admitted, his voice strained. “What if I can’t stop this? What if I lose him?”
“You won’t,” Luigi said firmly. “Not if we stick together. We’ve faced impossible things before, haven’t we?”
Bowser let out a low growl, more out of habit than anger. “Yeah, well, this feels... different.”
Luigi nodded. “It is different. But we’re not alone. We’ve got everyone with us—the kids, Kamek, even Mario. We’ll figure it out.”
Bowser stared ahead, the smoke from his nostrils still curling into the air. For a moment, it seemed like he might snap, like his anger and frustration would take over. But then, slowly, he relaxed. The tension in his massive shoulders eased, and the rage in his chest simmered down to a low, manageable heat.
He glanced at Luigi, who was still watching him with those calm, understanding eyes. It was strange—how comforting Luigi’s presence could be. How his quiet words could cut through the storm in Bowser’s mind. And for the first time, Bowser allowed himself to feel... not just anger, but something else. Something softer. Something he hadn’t let himself feel in a long time.
“Thanks,” Bowser muttered, almost begrudgingly.
Luigi smiled softly. “Anytime.”
And for a moment, just a moment, Bowser felt a little less lost. A little less like the weight of the world was crushing him. Because maybe, just maybe, he didn’t have to carry it all on his own.
As the quiet of the dimly lit chamber settled around them, Bowser and Luigi remained side by side, the air between them heavy with an unspoken tension. For once, the usual banter, the fire and fury that normally defined their encounters, had dissipated, leaving only a raw and fragile stillness.
Bowser shifted slightly, his massive hands resting on his knees, fingers twitching as if he wanted to crush something but couldn’t muster the energy. He had never felt this way before—this strange mixture of vulnerability and frustration. His mind kept replaying the fears, the uncertainties that had plagued him since Morton’s return, the dread of what might come. But as his gaze drifted toward Luigi, who sat there with that soft, concerned expression, something else gnawed at him—something he couldn’t quite place.
Luigi, for his part, was fidgeting, his hands nervously twisting together in his lap. He could feel the weight of Bowser’s presence next to him, the heat radiating off the massive Koopa. But it wasn’t the usual intimidating, oppressive heat. It was... different. Warmer. More vulnerable. It made Luigi’s heart race in a way that both confused and unsettled him.
“I don’t... I don’t get it,” Bowser muttered, his voice rough but low. “I’m supposed to be stronger than this. Supposed to be the one with all the answers.” His fists clenched, and a small puff of smoke escaped his nostrils again. “But everything’s so messed up right now. Morton, these damn shards, my kingdom... I’m losing control of it all.”
Luigi glanced up at him, biting his lip. He had never seen Bowser like this—so unguarded, so unsure of himself. And something inside Luigi twisted. Maybe it was the way Bowser’s deep voice wavered just a little, or the way his eyes, usually fierce and blazing with determination, now looked... tired. It tugged at Luigi’s heart in a way he wasn’t prepared for.
“Bowser,” Luigi said quietly, his voice barely more than a whisper. “You’re not... you’re not losing control. You’re just... scared.”
Bowser’s head snapped to the side, his red eyes locking onto Luigi’s with a sudden intensity that made Luigi’s breath hitch. “Scared?” Bowser growled, but there was no real anger behind it, just a defensiveness. “I’m not scared.”
Luigi didn’t flinch, even though his heart was pounding. He held Bowser’s gaze, his own eyes filled with quiet understanding. “Yes, you are,” he said softly. “And it’s okay. Everyone’s scared sometimes. Even you.”
Bowser opened his mouth, ready to argue, ready to deny it, but the words never came. Instead, something in Luigi’s gaze—so calm, so patient—stopped him. For the first time in... maybe forever, Bowser didn’t feel the need to fight back. Didn’t feel the need to put up the wall, to hide behind his usual bravado. Instead, he let out a slow, deep breath, the smoke curling around them both as he lowered his head.
“I just... don’t know what to do,” Bowser admitted, his voice gruff but quieter now. “I’ve always had a plan, always known what the next step is. But this... this is different.”
Luigi swallowed, his chest tightening as he watched the Koopa King unravel before him. He hesitated for a moment, then reached out, his hand hovering just above Bowser’s arm. He wasn’t sure if he should, if it was even right, but something in him—something deeper—urged him forward.
When Luigi’s hand finally settled on Bowser’s arm, it was tentative, almost hesitant. The contact sent a strange jolt through both of them—Bowser stiffened slightly, and Luigi’s breath caught in his throat. Neither of them pulled away.
“You’re not alone in this,” Luigi said quietly, his voice trembling just a little, but filled with earnestness. “You’ve got your family. You’ve got me. We’ll figure it out.”
Bowser’s gaze flickered down to where Luigi’s hand rested on his arm, and for a moment, he didn’t know how to respond. He could feel his heart beating faster, a heat rising inside him that had nothing to do with anger. It was something else entirely—something unsettling, something unfamiliar.
Luigi’s touch was... soft. Too soft for a guy who was supposed to be his enemy. It wasn’t just comforting—it was... something Bowser hadn’t felt in a long time. Something warm. Something real.
“Why... are you doing this?” Bowser rumbled, his voice barely above a whisper. His eyes narrowed, not in anger but in confusion. “Why are you... being nice to me? You should be running away. You should hate me.”
Luigi’s heart ached at the question, and he bit his lip, his mind racing. Why was he doing this? Why wasn’t he scared like he used to be? The Bowser he used to know was terrifying—cruel, menacing. But this Bowser, the one sitting beside him now, wasn’t just the monster who kidnapped Princess Peach. He was... more than that. He was a father. A brother. Someone who cared deeply for his family, who was willing to do anything to protect them.
“I don’t know,” Luigi admitted softly, his voice barely audible. “I guess... I’ve just seen a different side of you. A side I didn’t know was there.”
Bowser stared at him, his brow furrowed, and for the first time, he found himself at a loss for words. That strange fluttering in his chest, the warmth spreading through him, wouldn’t go away. And for a brief moment, the walls around his heart—the walls he’d built up so carefully over the years—started to crack, just a little.
Without thinking, Bowser’s massive hand came up, resting over Luigi’s. It was a simple gesture, but it felt... monumental. His touch was firm but gentle, and as their hands met, something passed between them—something unspoken, something they couldn’t quite understand.
Luigi’s breath hitched, his heart pounding in his chest. His cheeks flushed a soft pink, and his fingers trembled slightly under Bowser’s. But he didn’t pull away. Neither of them did.
For a long moment, they just sat there, the air between them heavy with the weight of everything unsaid. Neither of them moved, neither of them spoke. But in that quiet, in that shared moment of vulnerability, something shifted.
And maybe, just maybe, things would never be the same again.
ChatGPT
As Morton Sr. stood on the edge of the airship, the wind tugging at his hair and the sun casting long shadows over the landscape, his thoughts twisted and churned like the dark clouds gathering in the distance. The familiar weight of his hammer in his hand felt different today—heavier somehow, as if it knew the burden he was carrying inside.
"The chosen... you must gather them... you must unite the shards..." The voice was constant now, a low murmur in the back of his mind that never seemed to leave him. It had become an unsettling companion, whispering things that both scared him and—strangely—comforted him. It promised power, control, and something more, something that made Morton's heart race with both excitement and dread. But above all, it promised life.
Morton clenched his fists, staring out at the horizon as they approached the next shard’s location. The closer they got, the stronger the pull inside him became. It was as though the shard was calling out to him, drawing him in like a magnet. He could feel it, deep in his bones, in his very core.
The voices, though. They were telling him something different this time. They weren’t just calling him to collect the shards—they were telling him that he had to do it alone. That he was the only one who could truly understand what needed to be done. They were telling him that it was his destiny, his role to play in this twisted, confusing mess.
And then there was his family. His brother, Bowser, who had fought so hard to keep him alive, who had held him when he returned, tears in his eyes. The kids, who looked up to him with such admiration, even though he had been gone for so long. Kooper, Ludwig, Roy, Wendy, all of them—they needed him. And Kamek, the one who had raised him, who had seen him grow up. How could he let them down?
He couldn't. He wouldn't.
Morton’s grip tightened around the handle of his hammer, his knuckles turning white. The thought of dying again terrified him more than anything. He couldn’t go back to that dark, cold place where time stood still, where nothing existed except silence and emptiness. He couldn’t bear the thought of leaving his family again, of missing out on their lives, their laughter, their future.
But the voice in his head was telling him there was a way out—a way to ensure his survival. "You are the chosen... you must gather the shards... all of them... only then will you be complete..."
Maybe this was his purpose. Maybe this was what he was meant to do all along. If he could gather the shards himself, he could secure his place in this world. He could stay with his family. He could be there for Bowser, for the kids. He could be the best man at his brother’s wedding, stand by his side as they ruled together, as they finally had everything they had ever wanted.
Morton took a deep breath, the air sharp and cool in his lungs. He wasn’t sure if he could trust the voice, but what other choice did he have? Bowser had been shaken to his core when Kamek suggested what might happen when all the shards were gathered. Morton had never seen his brother like that before—so vulnerable, so scared. He had to be strong for him. He had to be strong for everyone.
If he told Bowser what he was feeling, what the voice was telling him, he knew his brother would try to stop him. Bowser would never let him risk himself like this, but Morton couldn’t let that happen. He couldn’t let fear stop him from doing what needed to be done. Not this time.
As they neared the landing site, Morton made a decision. He was going to gather the shards. He was going to do whatever it took to stay alive, to protect his family. Even if it meant keeping the truth from them. Even if it meant doing it alone.
He glanced back at the crew—his family, his brother, Luigi, Kamek—and felt a pang of guilt twist in his chest. They trusted him. They believed in him. But they couldn’t know what he was about to do. They couldn’t understand.
Not yet.
With a deep breath, Morton squared his shoulders and stepped forward, ready to face whatever lay ahead. Ready to fulfill his destiny. Ready to stay alive—for them.
"You are the chosen... you must unite the shards..."
The voice echoed in his mind, steady and unyielding. And for the first time, Morton believed it.
As they approached the clearing where the shard floated, an eerie calm washed over the group. The shard, unlike the others they had encountered, hovered peacefully in the air, glowing with a soft, pulsing light. The surrounding area was unnaturally still, as though the very land held its breath in anticipation. The usual chaos of zombified creatures and twisted enemies was absent, and instead, there was only silence.
Bowser, Luigi, and the Koopalings exchanged wary glances, their instincts screaming that something wasn’t right. Yet, there it was—just the shard, floating serenely as if waiting for them. The strange tranquility only made the tension thicker. It was almost... too easy.
Morton Sr. stood a little ahead of the group, his eyes locked on the shard. His chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, and his hand twitched at his side, aching to reach out and claim it. This was it—another shard. One step closer to the end of this nightmare, one step closer to making sure he never had to leave his family again.
But something was off. His skin, usually vibrant in its blue and magenta hues, now seemed muted, darker. His eyes, which were once full of humor and mischief, had a dull sheen to them, as if some invisible force was sapping away the Morton they all knew. He could feel the weight of his family’s gaze on him, but the only thing that mattered was that shard. It needed him.
He needed it.
Without thinking, Morton took a step forward, his hand outstretched. But just as he reached for it, Bowser’s voice cut through the air like a crack of thunder.
"Morton, don’t!" Bowser’s massive hand clamped down on Morton’s arm, pulling him back. "You passed out last time you touched one of those. You’re not doing this again."
Morton wrenched his arm away from Bowser’s grip, eyes wild. "No, I have to!" His voice was more desperate than anyone had ever heard before. "This is it, Bowser. This is what I have to do! You don’t understand!"
Bowser’s brows furrowed, concern and anger mixing on his face. "What’s going on with you, Morton? This isn’t like you."
But Morton didn’t hear him. The shard was calling to him, whispering in a way only he could hear. "Come closer... you must gather the shards... only you can do this..."
His breath came in ragged gasps as he took another step forward, but Bowser moved in front of him, blocking his path. "I’m not letting you touch that thing again, Morton!" Bowser’s voice was stern, but the fear behind his words was palpable. "Something’s wrong with you. Look at yourself!"
Morton’s gaze snapped to his brother, and for a moment, there was a flicker of hesitation. He glanced down at his own hands—his skin, darker and duller than it had ever been. He felt strange, like he wasn’t fully in control of his own body. But the voice in his head reassured him. This was normal. This was his destiny. He had to gather the shards, or everything would fall apart.
"I’m fine," Morton insisted, though his voice trembled. "This is what I’m supposed to do. If I don’t get the shards, then what was the point of me even coming back?!" His voice cracked with emotion, and he shoved past Bowser.
Bowser’s heart clenched as he watched his brother, the brother he had only just gotten back, fall further away from him. Something dark was twisting inside Morton, something Bowser couldn’t fight against, and it terrified him.
"You’re not doing this alone!" Bowser growled, grabbing Morton’s arm again, more forcefully this time. His voice was thick with emotion, and for a moment, smoke escaped his nostrils in frustration. "We’re in this together, Morton. Don’t shut me out!"
Morton shook his head, tears prickling at the corners of his eyes. He couldn’t let Bowser stop him. If he did, he’d lose everything—his life, his family, his chance at survival. He needed to do this on his own, needed to prove that he could handle it. "The chosen... only you..."
"I have to!" Morton roared, yanking his arm free once again. "You don’t get it, Bowser! I have to do this, or I’ll lose everything! You don’t know what it’s like to be gone, to feel like you’re not even supposed to be here!" His voice cracked, raw and broken. "I need this!"
Bowser stood frozen for a moment, staring at his brother with wide, pained eyes. "Morton... I just got you back. I can’t lose you again." His voice dropped, barely more than a whisper now. "Please, don’t make me lose you again."
The plea hit Morton like a punch to the gut, but the voice—the insistent, whispering voice—kept urging him forward. He clutched his head, overwhelmed by the pull of the shard and the weight of Bowser’s words.
He took another step toward the shard, but Bowser moved to block him once again, his eyes filled with desperation. "No," Bowser growled, his voice thick with tears he refused to shed. "You’re not doing this, Morton."
The tension between them was palpable, both brothers on the verge of breaking.
And then Morton made his move. He shoved past Bowser, reaching for the shard, but as his fingers grazed the surface of the glowing crystal, he stopped. Something inside him—a small, fragile piece of himself—begged him to listen to his brother. To stop. To turn back.
But it was too late.
The shard pulsed with power, and Morton felt it surge through him. His vision blurred, and for a moment, everything went dark again.
As Morton touched the shard, the ground beneath them seemed to tremble. The calm that had settled over the area moments before was replaced by an unsettling energy, thick and palpable. Bowser’s heart raced as he watched his brother suddenly seize up, his body jerking as if being electrocuted. Then, with a horrifying crack, the pouch carrying the other shards exploded open.
The shards—glowing, pulsing with an ominous light—swirled through the air, spinning faster and faster before slamming into Morton’s body one by one. Each impact looked like a physical blow, and Morton’s body convulsed with every hit, his face twisted in agony. Bowser’s roar of rage and fear echoed across the clearing, but there was nothing he could do. He lunged toward Morton, desperate to stop whatever was happening, but a wave of dark energy rippled out, forcing him back.
“No!” Bowser bellowed, his voice thick with dread.
Morton’s body writhed as the shards merged with him, his form darkening and warping before their eyes. His vibrant blue and magenta hues drained into deep, muted tones. His scales turned an unsettling shade of dark blue, his once bright snout and underbelly growing pale, almost sickly. His hair—the familiar wild mohawk—was replaced by a black, jagged mass that gleamed under the swirling sky. His eyes… Bowser’s breath caught as he saw the cold, emotionless black orbs that had taken the place of his brother’s usual, mischievous gaze. They were the eyes of the Dark Star, soulless and terrifying.
“Morton?” Bowser’s voice was low, shaky. But it wasn’t Morton who stood before him anymore.
Dark Morton straightened, his hulking frame towering over Bowser, but it was wrong—everything about him was wrong. The dark orbs floated around his body like a twisted halo, pulsing with malevolent energy. When he finally spoke, his voice was halting, mechanical, and lacking the warmth Bowser had always associated with his brother.
"Destroy… Bowser."
It wasn’t Morton’s voice. Bowser’s heart plummeted into his stomach. “No… no, no, no…” he muttered to himself, backing away slightly, his hands trembling. His mind screamed at him to do something—anything—but the sight of his brother, twisted into this monstrous form, left him frozen in place.
Without warning, Dark Morton swung his arm, and a hammer—large and blazing with fire—came crashing down toward Bowser. Instinct took over, and Bowser dove to the side, barely avoiding the attack. The hammer hit the ground with a deafening crash, leaving a crater where Bowser had stood moments before.
“Morton, stop!” Bowser yelled, his voice filled with both fury and heartbreak. But Dark Morton wasn’t listening. He couldn’t listen. He was gone.
Dark Morton raised his other hand, fireball after fireball shooting toward Bowser. Bowser deflected the first few with his own flame breath, but they kept coming. Then, to Bowser’s horror, Dark Morton turned his gaze toward the Koopalings, who had been watching in shock and terror. Dark Morton’s hand twitched, another hammer forming in his grasp, and with a terrifying precision, he hurled it toward the kids.
“No!” Bowser roared, charging forward. He intercepted the hammer with his claw, throwing it aside, but the shock of what was happening sent him reeling.
It wasn’t just a fight now. It was a battle to protect his family—from his own brother.
The Koopalings huddled together, Wendy clutching Larry and Lemmy, their wide eyes filled with terror. Luigi desperately tried to herd them to safety, his voice frantic in Italian, but his words were lost to the chaos around them. He wasn’t a fighter, not like Mario or Bowser, but he did what he could, shielding the kids as best he could from the nightmare unfolding before them.
Mario, who had been ready to jump into the fray, was hit with a blast of dark energy that sent him sprawling across the ground. He groaned in pain, struggling to get to his feet as the fight between Bowser and Dark Morton raged on.
Bowser’s heart shattered as he fought his brother. Every blow he landed felt like a betrayal, but Dark Morton showed no hesitation, no mercy. His attacks were relentless—fireballs, hammers, and dark energy surging from him with a ferocity that matched Bowser’s own strength. And yet, Bowser couldn’t bring himself to fully unleash his power. He couldn’t bring himself to hurt his brother, not like this.
"Morton!" Bowser cried out, his voice breaking. "Please… stop this!"
For a moment—just a moment—Bowser saw it. The darkness in Morton’s eyes flickered, and the familiar warmth of his brother returned. His color briefly brightened, and his hand trembled as if he were fighting against something deep inside. "B-Brother…" Morton’s voice cracked, weak and scared. "I—"
But it was gone as quickly as it had come. Dark Morton’s eyes clouded over again, and with a growl, he attacked once more. Bowser barely had time to react as the dark energy hit him square in the chest, sending him crashing to the ground.
Panting heavily, Bowser pushed himself to his feet, but the moment he did, Dark Morton let out a roar, his body pulsating with dark power. Before anyone could stop him, he disappeared into the shadows, leaving nothing but silence and the aftermath of the battle in his wake.
The Koopalings rushed toward their father, their faces filled with worry. Luigi knelt by Mario, helping him to his feet, his own face pale with shock.
Bowser stood there, his eyes wide, his chest heaving. His brother was gone, taken by whatever dark force had consumed him. The weight of that realization crushed him, but there was no time to grieve. Not yet.
“Morton…” Bowser whispered, his voice trembling.
But Morton was gone.
The battlefield was eerily quiet after Dark Morton's disappearance, leaving behind only the faint hum of dark energy in the air. The Koopalings stood frozen, wide-eyed and trembling as they tried to comprehend what had just happened. Their uncle, who had been playing with them just hours ago, had turned into something… terrifying. Something that none of them could have ever imagined.
Luigi, still in shock himself, immediately turned his attention to the children. His heart pounded in his chest as he frantically checked each of them, babbling hurried words in Italian as he ran his hands over their shells and faces, searching for any sign of injury. Wendy clutched onto Larry, who was trying his best to stay composed despite his own fear. Lemmy sat on his ball, tears streaming down his face, and even the normally tough Roy looked shaken to his core.
"Va bene... state bene..." Luigi whispered, trying to reassure them, though his voice trembled. “You’re okay. You’re okay. Just stay together.”
He barely registered when Mario came to his side, looking battered and bruised but alive. Luigi turned to him, eyes wide with panic. "Mario! Are you alright?" he asked, voice thin with worry. Mario nodded, wincing as he stood, but Luigi’s attention quickly snapped away to where Bowser was standing, staring blankly into the darkness where Morton had disappeared.
Bowser was completely still, his massive form trembling with an emotion none of them had seen before. His shell was scorched, blackened in places from the dark energy Morton had unleashed, and his plastron was bruised, deep purple splotches already forming. His eyes were glassy, his usual fierce expression replaced by a blank, hollow gaze as if he was no longer present in the moment. He was lost—lost in the grief and the shock of what had just happened.
Luigi’s heart sank as he took in the sight of him. Bowser, the unbreakable king, looked utterly broken.
"Bowser..." Luigi whispered as he approached him, his steps slow and cautious. Bowser didn’t respond, didn’t even flinch at the sound of his name. He just stood there, staring at the spot where his brother had disappeared. The weight of the moment pressed down on Luigi, suffocating in its intensity.
“Bowser, you’re hurt,” Luigi continued, his voice barely audible, trying to break through the haze. “We need to get back to the airship. The kids need you… they need you.”
For a long, excruciating moment, Bowser didn’t move. His breathing was shallow, his gaze still locked on the darkness. It wasn’t just that his brother had turned into some dark force—it was that Morton had attacked his own family. He had attacked Bowser, the kids, everything he had sworn to protect. And Bowser had no idea how to stop it, how to bring Morton back. The helplessness gnawed at him, the fear creeping in deeper and deeper.
But then, at the mention of the children, something in Bowser shifted. Slowly, he turned his gaze toward them—toward his kids, who were watching him with wide, terrified eyes. Wendy clung to Lemmy, her usual sharp demeanor softened by her fear. Larry looked up at him, waiting for him to say something, to fix things like he always did.
They needed him.
A low growl escaped Bowser’s throat as he clenched his fists, the pain in his chest throbbing alongside the anguish in his heart. He couldn’t crumble now. Not in front of them. Not when they needed him the most.
With a pained grunt, Bowser leaned heavily on Luigi, finally allowing himself to accept the support. His enormous weight pressed down on Luigi, but the smaller man didn’t falter, his arm wrapped firmly around Bowser’s side. He was terrified too, but he couldn’t let that stop him. Not now.
“We need to get out of here,” Luigi murmured gently, guiding Bowser back toward the group. “You’re hurt. They’re scared. We need to take them home.”
Bowser’s breaths were ragged as he nodded, though his eyes never lost that haunted look. His body ached with every step, but he barely registered the pain. His mind was still filled with Morton—his brother, his baby brother, twisted into something unrecognizable.
The children gathered close, still shaken, but with Luigi and Bowser there, they began to move toward the airship. Bowser’s steps were heavy, but he kept moving, not for himself but for them. He could barely focus on his own injuries, though they throbbed and burned with each movement. His shell was cracked in places, and his plastron felt like it was being crushed under the weight of his guilt and fear.
As they reached the airship, Bowser stopped for a moment, glancing down at his children and then at Luigi. The emotions swirling inside him were too much—anger, fear, hopelessness, and guilt all fighting for control.
But at that moment, as Luigi gently ushered him aboard, the only thing Bowser could focus on was the undeniable truth:
He couldn’t lose his family. Not again.
The airship hummed softly as it sailed through the dark skies, leaving behind the horrors of the battlefield. Inside, the atmosphere was thick with tension and the aftermath of battle. Luigi sat beside Bowser, carefully inspecting the wounds that covered his massive frame. The sight of bruises, cuts, and the scorch marks on his shell made Luigi’s heart ache.
Kamek fluttered nearby, his staff glowing faintly as he prepared the healing magic needed to mend Bowser’s injuries. Mario sat on the other side of the room, his face drawn and quiet. He hadn’t said much since the fight with Morton, but the gravity of the situation weighed on him, evident in the way his brow furrowed with worry.
But Bowser, stubborn as ever, had barely uttered a word since they boarded the airship. He sat, watching his children like a hawk, not letting anyone near them except for Luigi and Kamek. His protective instincts were in overdrive, and there was a cold determination in his eyes that made it clear—his kids would not be involved in this any longer.
"They’re going back to the Dark Lands,” Bowser muttered under his breath, his voice low and gruff. "Where they'll be safe."
Luigi paused, his fingers still gently pressing around a deep bruise on Bowser’s arm. He could feel the tension radiating off the Koopa King, and while he understood Bowser’s concern for his kids, he couldn’t ignore the fact that Bowser was seriously hurt. His injuries weren’t just minor scrapes; they were severe, and if left untreated, it could be bad.
"You’re hurt," Luigi murmured, concern evident in his tone as he glanced up at Bowser. But the Koopa King waved him off, his eyes not leaving the Koopalings, who sat huddled together, quieter than they’d ever been.
"I’m fine," Bowser grunted, dismissing Luigi’s concern with a sharp wave of his hand. "There are more important things to worry about."
Luigi’s eyebrows knitted together in frustration—something that rarely ever happened. His heart pounded in his chest as he tried to keep his usual calm demeanor, but the words spilled out of him, faster than he could control.
"Sei proprio un testardo!" Luigi snapped in Italian, his voice rising in frustration. "Non vedi che sei ferito? Potresti peggiorare!"
Bowser blinked, surprised by the sudden burst of emotion from the usually soft-spoken plumber. Even Mario, who had been sitting quietly, looked up in shock at his brother’s outburst.
Luigi took a breath, switching to English but his frustration still evident. "You’re being... not so smart right now!" he exclaimed, struggling to keep the anger from his voice. "You’re injured, Bowser! You need to take care of yourself too. Not just for you, but for them—" he gestured toward the children, his voice softening as he spoke, "—and for Morton. And... your brother.”
Bowser clenched his jaw, his sharp teeth grinding against each other as he glared at the floor. For a long moment, he didn’t say anything. The weight of everything—the fight with Morton, the shards, the dark magic—was heavy on his shoulders. But the truth was, the pain of seeing his brother corrupted, of nearly losing him again, outweighed the physical injuries he carried.
But when Luigi said it like that, when he mentioned the kids, and his brother, it struck something deep within him. He couldn’t just ignore it. He couldn’t keep going like this, pretending that he was fine when everything inside him was crumbling.
Kamek hovered closer, sensing that the moment was right to begin healing, but waiting for Bowser’s signal.
Luigi, calmer now but still firm, placed a hand on Bowser’s massive arm. "You’ve got to be strong for them. But you can’t do that if you’re falling apart. Please, Bowser. Let Kamek help you."
Bowser looked down at Luigi, his red eyes filled with an emotion that was hard to place—somewhere between gratitude and exhaustion. He didn’t speak for a long while, but eventually, he gave a small, reluctant nod. The walls he had built around himself, the stoic front he had maintained, began to crumble under the weight of it all.
Kamek, sensing the shift, stepped forward and began his healing work, the soft glow of his magic illuminating the air around them. Bowser didn’t resist this time. Instead, he leaned into it, into the care and concern that Luigi had offered him, even though his heart still ached with the fear of what was to come.
Mario, still watching from a distance, felt a mixture of emotions—relief that his brother was safe, confusion over Luigi’s attachment to Bowser and the Koopalings, and a growing respect for the man who was his enemy but was now something more complex.
As Kamek worked on Bowser, Luigi stayed close, his fingers still resting on Bowser’s arm, offering silent comfort. Bowser let out a deep, shaky breath, and for the first time in a long while, allowed himself to lean on someone else.
"I can’t lose him again, Luigi," Bowser whispered, his voice barely audible. "I just can’t."
Luigi squeezed his arm gently, his own heart heavy with everything that had happened. "We’ll save him," he whispered back. "We’ll find a way."

