Bowser turned off the lights, shooing away Kamek and his guards, quoting “It’s the King’s personal time now, buzz off!”. The room fell into shadows, save for a dull glow from across the room, lighting up the Koopa King’s face as he trudged back over to it. His large fingers fumbled with the belt around his waist, shuffling and slipping over, struggling mildly to undress. With focus, the belt gave away, allowing him to step out and over of his pants, followed by a claw slipping down the massive undergarments, allowing the Royal Rod to spring free, its grand stature on display for no one but Bowser alone. The king crashes down into a chair, the legs straining momentarily to support his large figure, as he scoots himself closer to the glowing object to enjoy his personal time.
The object in question was nothing more than a simple monitor, hooked up to a basic computer, although this was special in its own right. A full personal computer was semi-rare throughout Bowser’s Kingdom, as were most technological advances, when magic worked fine in almost all cases. Computers and the like were more of a simple luxury, enjoyed by those interested enough in technology to pursue getting one, or those influential and noble enough to be given one. The King of Koopas certainly fell into the latter.
At first, Bowser had little interest in the machine beyond a whim of curiosity here and there, but Kamek had set it up for him one day, to help him take the edge off of his work. While most of the features seemed mundane or useful, if boring, Bowser soon found himself on the Internet, and with access to it, very shortly after found the motherload. Porn. Porn of all shapes and sizes, porn of anything and everything he could imagine. Since then, every day or so the king would allow himself some time alone in his room to clear his head and see where the wonderful world of internet porn brought him next.
And today was no exception, gently propping up his mass length in one hand, the other holding a mouse, quite large and yet still looking much too small for Bowser. Straight away he went to the porn, with flashing links advertising all the best princess porn a horny koopa could ever want. He could feel himself starting to get excited opening a link, and immediately opened up a link, waiting for his slow connection to load the page. Just before images came up, a pop-up ad flashed instead, with ‘Princesses looking for hard King cocks, Click here!’ in big and bold, colourful font. Curiously, Bowser clicked the link, and the screen flashed white, blinding him, causing him to turn away momentarily.
As his eyes readjusted to the dim screen, two things caught his attention. The first was a small laser light, glaring from a small panel on the top the monitor, flashing and pointing at his forehead, a bit bright for his eyes. The second this was the screen, a simple black and white swirl, like in an old hypnosis cartoon.
“This is stupid,” muttered Bowser, going to shift the mouse to exit the window, wanting to get back to his porn. Except, he found his hand heavy and sluggish as though it was being held back by some invisible force. He could see out of the corner of his eye that nothing was obstructing it, but he still felt like it couldn’t move more than an inch….no, fractions of an inch at a time.

He wanted to pull his hand away, such as using his other arm, but that one was still gently stroking himself, and that was that; it felt especially good right now, and he wasn’t going to stop just to move his dumb hand. The other option was to at least look closer at his hand, or focus his gaze on it at least, but that felt just as difficult. Instead, his hand stopped moving entirely, and his gaze remained fixed on the spiral, the laser light still pointed right on his head.

“Good”. The word flashed on the screen for but a moment, just barely registered in his vision. “Wha….” Lazily croaked the king, unable to really focus on much of anything, let alone if the computer was sending him messages. But he definitely felt good, better than ever, his cock ultra-sensitive to his touch right now, flexing and dripping excitedly, as well as showing much more restraint than his usual quick release.
“Relax”. The screen flashed again, and Bowser felt any and all worry melt away. His right hand slipped from the mouse, instead joining his left to aimlessly jerk himself off. “Keep stroking”. Another flash, although he didn’t need to be told twice with how horny he felt, just nodding a bit without breaking eye contact with the screen or moving out of the way of the laser beam.
His sense of time was completely shot, with some moment feeling like seconds, and others feeling like hours, drifting in and out of semi-awareness, never fully falling down, never fully waking up. And with another flash, “Blank”, his awareness dropped further still. With mouth open slack and drooling, hands rubbing his girth, the king looked a sorry image of lust, grunting animalistically as he pleasured himself. He remained completely unaware to all, oblivious to the koopa that had snuck up behind him. He could vaguely sense a being there, but with a lack of any thoughts or active consciousness, he could do nothing to act on his presence but fap.
“Master” flashed on the screen next, after another undeterminable amount of time, and Bowser could understand this was not directed at him; he was not the master. He could understand the new presence now, being his new master, his new source of worship. With the next flash, “Pet”, he could then grasp his own purpose. He was to serve his Master, in every sense of the word and with every ounce of his body. The kingly demeanor was buried deep inside him now, with Bowser just a horny mess.
“Serve”. The screen flashed once more, then went dark, before returning to his desktop, spiral gone, laser turned off. Bowser finally turned his head away from the screen, his body stiff and aching gently. His hands however continued to stroke, pleasuring himself immensely, still needing that desperate release. His gaze finally settled on the koopa intruder, but instead of a roaring insult, the king mewled out a simple “please, master…”, then slumping from the chair, dropped to his knees, bending over in front of the much smaller koopa.


Koopris smiled, his work almost finished. He had been the anonymous sender of the computer, having familiarized himself fully with the technology and its many boons and hinderances. With that knowledge in hand, and some slight modifications, he could finally have what he’d always wanted; the King himself, in all his handsome glory, all to himself and any whim he may have, every want he could desire. But there was one thing he wanted to do first, to do right now, right here.


The koopa’s small hands gripped Bowser’s horns, with the King shivering and huffing under his breath. With little more than a quick sharp tug, Koopris pulled the skullcap straight from Bowser’s head, revealing the prize underneath, being the throbbing pink set of lobes. The laser had done wonders, searing most of the way through the skull without damaging any of the gelatinous goods inside. He still needed the skullcap for after, setting it aside, but the bigger treasure in the moment still laid within.

Clambering up onto Bowser’s computer chair, Koopris relaxed back. “Come here, my sweet, and pleasure me as you continue yourself.” Bowser shuffled forward, back slouched and jerking himself hard, staring up at Koopris as he leaned in and wrapped his toasty warm, moist maw around the smaller koopa and his length, easily able to slurp and suckle upon the full girth and orbs underneath. Koopris groaned, and let his hands fall upon the King’s brain, fingers dancing along with delight. But Bowser’s mouth was just a primer, readying him for the main event.

“Ahhh, pull back, that’s good hun….just bow your head and enjoy, you’ll know when you may cum~” Moaned out Koopris, and the king obeyed, letting the koopa cock and balls slips from his mouth, drooling heavily as he bowed his head down further. “Good king, good pet,” whispered Koopris, before pulling his cock up on the Royal brain, letting it splat down on top and splashing Bowser’s own drool over his mind. The pressure jolted pleasure through Bowser’s body, nearly cumming from the sensation, but there was still too much more to go.

Koopris’ hands slipped under the brain, more than enough room in the King’s head for his hands to close under, tugging gently up to raise the brain to meet his cock, poking on it as though curious. The koopa lined himself up, then thrusted hard, punching his penis straight into their Royal Leader’s brains, using his great leader mind as naught but a sex toy. And it felt amazing.


Bowser jerked and grunted as the cock entered his mind. While his lobes were slightly small for his overall size, Koopris’ length was nothing special for the koopa’s smaller statue, and thus the cock didn’t spear through completely. Still, the force pushing and pleasing itself with his lobes was still a cock in his brain, and was doing quite a number on him, limbs twitching, mouth open and drooling while tongue flapped and lolled out. It felt incredible for both of the pair, although not like the Koopa King would ever allow such embarrassment in full mindedness.

Koopris grunted and thrusted in the soft matter repeatedly, pushing in and out as he slowly reached his limit. “Mmmm….I’m fucking…your mighty…brains…Bowser, ahhh, get ready…I’m going to…cum!~”


The single word released Bowser from his pent-up energy, roaring out as he blasted quite a virile load from his mighty cock, splashing his walls, ceiling, knocking the monitor right over as it caught a hefty shot straight on. Meanwhile, Koopris spurted out as well, filling all the wrinkles and seams of his king’s brain with his own white fluids, watching it leak and drip out around it and his fingers as he finished.


He let the brain splat and ooze back down in Bowser’s head, standing back as the big dumb cum-brained brute fell back on his ass. The mighty King now looked a simpleton, giggling and dripping with cum, drooling heavily from his maw. Koopris leaned in and planted a kiss on Bowser cheek, which Bowser returned with a sloppy lick. “That was wonderful, my darling, but there is still work to be done to enjoy the fruits of our labors.” Koopris smiled, wiping himself off a bit as he slipped back to Bowser’s closet where he had hidden, fetching a few tools and things for the next step.


Bowser shocked the Kingdom the next morning, calling for an emergency broadcast where he announced that he was stepping down as King, citing a buildup of stress that needed a prolonged break, as well as stating that he felt he was leaving the land in a good position, and in good hands as he passed off the reigns to Bowser Jr. and Kamek. Before anyone could protest too much or stop him from leaving, he set off to relax in the countryside, asking for his privacy in these times.

Bowser took his clown car out and left the castle behind, heading for the wooded hills and meadows on the edge of his, or rather his previous domain. He knew exactly where he was headed, as though he had already done this thousands of times, finding a nice nest in the trees outside a small village to park his vehicle, and slipping into the nearest modest house before alerting any of the townsfolk of his presence.


“Welcome home, darling~” Smiled Koopris, lounging on a new bed, looking much too large for his smaller size. The koopa was nude again, sitting up as Bowser walked in. The two kissed again, Bowser smiling and growling down at him, “Thank you, master, it feels good to be here with you~”.


Koopris pulled the ex-king into their bed, kissing and snuggling as they cozied down. His hands felt over the temporary seam around his lover and pet’s head, skullcap reattached for now as to not cause a massive panic for his speech. Bowser’s brain wasn’t inside anyways, or at least not his original one. He had given Bowser a new brain, one he had been able to put together with his technological tinkering, one he could modify and change out at will, and his new lover Bowser was all the happier for it, excited to have his brains fucked out metaphorically and literally.

As the two rested, Koopris looked to the nightstand beside them, a blob of pink and white treasure within, bobbing up and down in some fluid to keep it healthy, in a relative sense. He smiled at the label, having written ‘Obsolete Parts’ on the jar as a joke of sorts, only for himself. It was a treasure to him though, keeping it there for him and Bowser to see now and for their years to come together.
