
“Is this going to take a while? Peach and I have a kidnapping scheduled at three this afternoon, it would be impolite to be late to that,” Bowser gruffed impatiently, a puff of grey smoke billowing out from his maw. He sat on a creaky chair in a dimly lit room, quite similar in appearance to all the rest of them in King Boo’s mansion.

The ghost had requested the Koopa King to his residence, under the vague handwaving of testing traps and machines for the Boo. When asked why it had to be him, Boo simply stated that they needed someone of his stature to help stress-test size limits, quickly adding that he simply meant the koopa’s grand nature.


Bowser frowned a bit to himself, rubbing his belly a bit as he waited for the ghost to finish up. He really didn’t want to be here, but he also wouldn’t want to turn away from helping one of his subjects, not that he’d be caught dead saying such dopey shit out loud. King Boo wasn’t even technically a king like he was, simply the leader of the collection of Boos, but Bowser wasn’t going to take that away from them.


“Yes, just about finished here. In the meantime, strip completely nude for me.” Boo said, as though mentioning the weather. Bowser blushed a bit, coughing and turning away, just thankful that King Boo was too busy prepping his work to really notice. “Naked? What kind of-“


“Don’t worry, your majesty. It’s just to ensure that any traps wouldn’t get caught up on or end up killing you. I’m joking, of course~” The ghost said with a laugh to stop the King’s rebuttal, although Bowser didn’t exactly feel confident that those words were coming from an already dead, ethereal being.

“Anyways, this is just about finished, so strip already, and you can go see your girlfriend once the testing is over.”


“I’ve told you before, she’s not my girlfriend, she’s just my weekly kidnapping target!” Bowser refuted, arguing against his own blush. He reluctantly stripped sown however, awkwardly shuffling from clawed foot to clawed foot. King Boo floated out the door of the room, closing it behind him, but not before giving a last playful chuckle at the Koopa’s nude form.


“Alright,” the ghost called through the walls, “Just act like you’re a trespasser, coming through my mansion. Say, for example, a pesky no-good plumber, creeping around where he really shouldn’t be. Head to open the doors there, and just act natural. I’ll be spying on you through the walls, so don’t mind me, and relax.”

“Huff, yeah, like that’s a relaxing thought.” The koopa grumpily muttered under his breath, pulling himself off the chair under his rump, finally giving the poor under-sized thing some room to breathe once more.


Bowser took his time, taking in the scenario, and also really feeling how unwelcoming this literal ghost house was, even to him as a guest and royalty. Cold walls, and some unseen billowing wind, a shiver going down his back. “Ugh, I need a hot lava bath after this, let’s get this finished up with so I’m not late.”


Tromping to the door, Bowser grabbed the handle, yanking and tugging it open in grand fashion. At least, that’s what he tried to do. The door quickly sprung off its hinges, clamping down around his wrists, quickly chaining him in place. The floorboards creaked, and 2 shot up, wrapping around his ankles as well to keep the koopa well stuck in place in the frame of the door.

Bowser was quite impressed, even if he’d rather be most anywhere else. The trap was quite technical and efficient, easily leaving even himself, the mighty King Koopa quite helpless.


“My, this really is an effective trap, King Boo! I’ll have to install some of these in my own castle by week’s end, gwahaha!” He guffawed, feeling a lot better even as he stood there, nude and vulnerable. “If you could come let me out now, I’d like to prepare for this week’s kidnapping, so, if you could come help now?”


Silence. Nothing but the creak of the ghostly wind and rickety old house answered to the king, while a long echoing laugh began building from some distance away.

“I wouldn’t want to intervene, the trap’s barely begun! Like I told you, Your Majesty, just relax.”


Bowser frowned once more, strung up like some prisoner as he stood there, feeling more naked by the second. Another cold gust of wind blew between his loins, making his “royal sceptre” twitch and bob in the air, swaying gently.


Another cold blast blew across his cheeks from behind, almost feeling it shiver right up his tailhole, a deep chill that got a little gasp out of the koopa king.


“Euughh….what, are you trying to kill someone with gradual hypothermia? This is kind of hokey now…”


Another cold spot suddenly flashed at the back of his head, sending intense shivers down his spine, a grunt escaping his lips. Bowser would feel a little embarrassed, if he didn’t just feel a little strange, slightly fuzzy. His chest suddenly felt wet, looking down to realize that a bit of drool was slipping from his lips.


“….Huh?” He questioned, again almost embarrassed at the confused tone of his voice, if it wasn’t for two more chills suddenly blowing into his ears. Bowser’s eyes fluttered, mouth falling open to let the stream of drool continue.


“Errrugghhh…boos….” Bowser groaned out half-heartedly, realizing all too late what was happening, and was likely still to come. Trying to gather all his might and willpower, he focused on the spot in front of him. With all his power, he was able to make out a round ghostly shape in front of himself, that of a Boo. One of many around him, all swirling and pressing against him, and more worrying for himself, all as nude as he stood there, now slumped.

With eyes crossed, he watched as the Boo above his head suddenly thrust forward, a now all too familiar chill permeating right through the center of his forehead, deep into his brain. “Buuhhhaghhh….” Bowser blurted out, eyes rolling up as his mouth slipped into a simple smile, cock twitching all the while.


Four Boos were fucking the king’s mind, their transparent cocks slipping into the many folds of his brain through his skull and ears. While able to pass through the bone and organs, there was still a strange pressure and chill caused by their presence, sending buzzing signals and disruptions through Bowser’s mind as they plowed his head on all sides.


Bowser wanted to be free, although it was too late for his present sanity, only wishing to be out of his bonds to vigorously stroke his growing cock, instead forced to twitch and drool from its tip as it never was able to get the attention he so desperately needed.


“Guhhhh….b-brain….cummm…” Bowser moaned, flexing his cock repeatedly, drool flowing like a river down his bare chest. As if it were a command, the boos all gave a high-pitched laugh, fulfilling the King’s lewd mindless groans as they orgasmed in tandem.


Blast upon blast of ectoplasmic cum burst into the King Koopa’s grey matter, filling every crevasse and bloating every wrinkle with their plentiful, pent-up release. Their cocks still pumped along and into his lobes with the fortitude of a steam engine to drain every last drop they had stored up inside them.

If the cocks felt like a buzzing, ticklish disruption, this was like Bowser had dropped his brain into a bucket of glue, immediately clogging up what little thought process the king had left in his mighty noggin. With a stupid guffaw, what ectoplasm couldn’t stay inside dripped from his orifices, sneezing cum and fluids from his nose and mouth, plenty more dripping and squirting from his ears.


Bowser giggled and drooled, standing there like some voyeuristic water feature. Words were currently beyond him, just making guttural moans and groans instead, more supported by the strength of the chains binding him than his own two legs at this point.


King Boo finally made his reappearance, getting a closer look at the trap’s successful outcome. “How’d you like it, Your Highness? I suppose your mind’s much too clogged to answer at this point, but I’m sure you’d be happy to know that the test was a resounding success!”


Bowser grinned, drooling another load of ghostly cum from his mouth as the Boo patted his sloshing skull. “Good boy, teehee! You’d have killed me for saying that an hour ago! Well, if I wasn’t already dead.”


“Anyways, you did great my liege, I can just release you now….hmm, what’s that?” The room was filled with a nearly silent buzzing, the ghosts all chittering their opinions as dozens more filed their way in.


“Hmmm, it sounds like my boys really loved the feeling of your mushy brains on their cocks. You don’t mind if you stay here to help them out, right? They’ve been so pent up, all 3000 of them…I guess you don’t have much a mind at all right now, hah!”

King Boo laughed at his own little joke, turning around to head out, waving back at Bowser nonchalantly. “Don’t worry, I’ll come check on you in…say, another week or two? Maybe they’ll all be satisfied by that point, who knows, the hornballs. I’ll let Kamek and your girlfriend know that you’ll be busy here for the time being, and to reschedule that kidnapping later today . Maybe she’ll come visit, since you’re so tied up here. Maybe I could even convince her to help you take a load off, heh?”

He looked back at Bowser at the Boos for a reaction, but the ghosts and king were too busy, a new wave of the spirits crowded around his head to replace his soft thoughts with wet sticky cum. “Huh, tough crowd…” Boo mumbled to himself, leaving the brainfucked brute king behind in a puddle of lust.
