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Magipooka

“Every day, every night.... ~grumble grumble~ If I weren't getting paid 60 coins an hour to wait on that fat bastard's every wish I'd probably be elsewhere...”

The grumbly Magikoopa sat at his desk, toiling away behind a series of alchemical runes, magic stones, and chemical potions all bubbling bright under a series of magic flames.  Clad in a non-traditional red cloak, red hat, and blue staff, Gyro peered through the large set of goggles strapped to his turtle-like skull at a large book sitting on the mundane metallic desk he sat behind in the midst of his 'employer's' castle.  He couldn't be any taller than three feet, smaller than the average Koopa that ran around outside of the castle, and about as puny as one.  Save for his magic spells, of course.  With shiny green eyes, the turtle flicked through a page or two and added a couple of the stones to a potion.

Sitting near the ground floor of Bowser's keep in a hidden-away little room set off to the side of one of the many lava pits he seemed to keep within.  It was nighttime, and most of the Mushroom Kingdom was either sleeping or out partying or doing whatever the normal residents of the kingdom did on a Friday night.  Gyro had a one-room, one-window space with which to work on; in his little hovel, there lay in a simple wooden bed, complete with mattress and golden mushroom quilt (he wouldn't admit that his grandmother knitted it for him).  A large mahogany bookcase ran another wall around the circular room, and an exhaust vent lay against the ceiling, drawing the toxic fumes that wafted out of the multiple glass beakers floating slightly above the flames that heated them.

“Damn, I hate my job.” said Gyro as he flicked through the large book, studying the writing on each page.  He picked up a potion with a pink, jello-like substance inside it and swirled it lazily.  “All I do is keep this place up to date while Bowser gets some outside... bah.  I should just dump this into his bath water 'an make his penis shrink a couple times smaller; that'd show him... heh heh heh.”

Gyro re-floated the vial and switched on the flame, keeping it at a desireable level before hopping off the metal stool he'd had his butt planted on for the past three hours.  It was quiet, he seemed to be the only one left behind in the castle while Bowser and the rest of his minions were away.  He and the Mushroom Kingdom had called a cease fire over Peach since the incident of the Seven Stars and Smithy... Gyro figured that making an alliance with Mario probably wasn't the best idea, but that was up to his boss, not him.  After all, he wasn't the big, bad Koopa running around, raising hell everywhere and on everything...

Still, time dragged on, his work still bubbling up those nasty-smelling fumes into the air above.  Gyro had to inhale them from time to time, which made him dizzy, so he decided that it'd be a great time to get some fresh air.  He made his way to the door, flicking it open and trotting down the rug-decorated hallway, candelabra-lit walkway leading up to the main throne room.  He wasn't headed there, however...  the robed Koopa was still mortal, and mortals need to visit the lavatory once in a while.  The heat from the lava pit underneath the stone bridge made him sweat a bit as he walked down the short hallway; with that large robe on, it didn't take much for him to start overheating in.  He wiped his brow and flung the sweat into the pit as he turned into the large restroom, the white tiled walls, floor, and ceiling gleaming against the fluorescent light fixtures spanning the lengthy hall.

The castle could accommodate much of Bowser's army, but many of them lived outside of the keep anyway; the spiky Koopa's reasoning dealt with “not putting your eggs all in one basket.”  How that worked having the bathroom built such as it was bewildered the Magikoopa, but he shrugged it off and found an empty stall to plop himself into.  One of Gyro's other jobs was taking care of keeping the castle clean, and the rest of the creatures that used the bathroom here normally took advantage of that by either clogging up the pipes of a toilet or leaving a huge mess to clean up.

Gyro grunted to himself as the long robe he donned was stuck on the little metal hook in the stall, and turned to face the little toilet against the wall.  He stuck his staff in the corner and turned around, adjusting his goggles slightly while he positioned himself over top of the toilet in a squatting position.  Gyro's cloak was the only thing he wore, leaving his body exposed and naked to the world within the bathroom – he was quite the shy one about what lay underneath after a certain Koopa caught his undertail with a lustful eye.  He'd never been the same since, but the Magikoopa wasn't too out with his kinky side, and that even came out very rarely.  Living in a castle with a giant turtle with a libido that could destroy the planet didn't help the situation, either, he thought.

The rounded paw that normally gripped his staff took hold of the secondary, smaller one that hung between his legs, angling it slightly downward at the slope leading down to the hole and slowly beginning to relieve his bladder of the liquid waste stored up within it.  The hefty pouch slowly drained out as a soft trickle of yellow urine dripped out of the tip of his turtle sheath and began to widen and spin a web of fumes that smelled absolutely vile, like some of the chemicals he worked with.

Of course, the Magikoopa's output wasn't without some augmentation, seeing as how many of the potions were for Bowser anyway; the side effects of which made him have trouble relieving himself in short periods of time.  Ever since Gyro had started to dabble in alchemy, his trips to the bathroom had taken longer each time, making quite the mess he had to clean up himself some of the time.  This was one such occasion, his urine streaming down the hole, glurgling elsewhere through the pipes of the castle.  Gyro did enjoy it, after all; his time in the bathroom was one of the times of the day that he actually enjoyed.

Giving a little grunt now and again, the Magikoopa shifted himself around, scratching his toes into the linoleum a little deeper as after a span of about five minutes felt his bladder finally relax itself empty, though he knew already that there were two functions of the excretory system to work through.

Unbeknownst to him though, the partying crowd in town had stumbled back 'home' – at least one of them, riding on the back of a green Yoshi well-known to the giant Koopa riding atop him.  Bowser swayed back and forth, singing a random tune – out of tune, rather, while the dinosaur, just as drunk, hummed along with him.  The two of them seemed to be even worse for wear once the Koopa threw open the large up-lifting door, knocking his skull against it in a fit of drunken ignorance in lieu of him simply knocking on it to open.  Yoshi wasn't too better off, either; staggering from side to side, his giant boots were the only thing keeping him upright with the heavy, bloated Koopa on his back.  Comical indeed, but how the two met up and weren't laying in a ditch somewhere was beyond them.  Either way, when that heavy door landed with a ~thunk~ at the top of the slat it lay between, Gyro made a small grunt and almost slipped and hit his head against the floor.  The Magikoopa knew that three knocks meant Bowser had arrived, but he didn't know that the dinosaur was accompanying him as well.  The startled Koopa held his hard-on in his rounded paw, clenching it gently between his three fingers, but decided it'd be best to wait it out and hope that Bowser and his unknown mount wouldn't interrupt his time in the lavatory.

The magical little Koopa grunted softer to himself; there was no door to the bathroom, so if the two of them decided to take a turn inside, he'd be in for a bit of trouble.  Regardless, the Magikoopa continued about his own business, squatting a bit closer to the hole behind him as he tilted his head upward to the ceiling.  Slowly, he'd begin to push on his filled bowels, evicting the resident(s) within his organ as the underside of his tail displayed itself to the toilet, and it would all start to flow nicely into the hole as the first brown log of turtle feces pushed out of his tailvent and into the hole.  Gyro gave off a soft growl of delight as his muscles relaxed further, spreading his taut pucker open wider around a much harder coil of rank filth; which slowly poured out of his rumpcheeks and into the hole as well.  He kept his squat and pushed slower down against the cold plastic; Gyro's kinkier side resolving itself against the browning linoleum as his right paw began to stroke the off-yellow skin hanging between his legs.

His broad paw tugged on his small, yet full sheath, pushing out with his fingers against the scaly flesh, growing aroused from the feeling of his shit rolling freely out of his ass in a warm, steamy torrent.  Splitting his fingers apart around his sheath, he fingered around the skin covering his penis, licking his lips at the feel of his magic working for him rather than against him.  His paw started to rub along the hard length, stretching about eight inches away from his stomach, and a yellow set of orbs to complete the assembly as well.  The flow of poop slowed and sped up as necessary as the feces spread out, the toilet full and starting to overflow, but Gyro didn't care much for the mundane moreso than the carnal at this point.  

He kept right on defecating against the pile of filth slowly growing to meet that which fed it, starting to airhump as well, spitting clear globs of foul-smelling prespunk against the floor from the tip of his spined cock.  The magic turtle growled to himself and pumped his filth out harder still; even though he'd already been shitting for quadruple the time it'd taken him to empty his bladder!  Gyro kept at it, ripping at the ground with his paws – audibly now as he felt the growing climax within him approach the muscles that kept his floodgates shut.  He gritted his teeth, started to sweat again, and continued onward for a few more seconds before his reptilian body couldn't take the stimuli any longer, and howled out in a blissful squeal that most likely did two things: announce himself as a horny beast with nothing left to give, and a horny beast that needed some over-stimulation as well.

The drunk creatures had stumbled into Bowser's throne room by then; starting to sober up just a bit, though Bowser had much more tolerance than Yoshi, who's body was in his grip, upside down, with his tongue planted against the dinosaur's butt.  He'd been licking the poor creature's anus for quite a while now; the drool from his maw had literally covered all of his rear end and most of his tail as well.  Yoshi thought that he was an ice-cream cone, and for obvious reasons was upside down, but the alcohol in the Koopa had started to wear off, and now it was just a kinky thing for him to do while the rest of it gave out.  However, Gyro's scream set his ears ringing and a penetrating smile across his lips.  Taking Yoshi along with him, he followed the sound into the bathroom, thudding along with dinosaur in claw and the smell of shit in his nose.

“Gyro... there's a mess in here you've gotta clean up...”, said the turtle-hybrid as he walked down the hallway, following the overbearing smell of feces in the shiny room.  One by one, he'd begin to kick open the doors of each stall, looking for his employee with his teeth borne in an evil smile.  He couldn't fit in a stall, which is why he had his own bathroom anyway, but it was interesting to expose a random person in the bathroom in his mind.  Bowser kept at it without looking at where he was moving, stepping in the pile of filth running out from underneath the stall, and he smiled yet again, throwing open the door and obstructing the light as he looked down upon Gyro, spent on all three counts.

“Welly welly well.  Look who's the mess-maker this time.”, he said, as he moved the slimy Magikoopa out of the pile of filth with his free hand.

“Oof... hello, your R-R-Rancidness... “, Gyro stuttered, still horny and coming down from his euphoric high.

Bowser snorted to himself and chuckled at that statement, then paused and raised his right leg, sticking both Yoshi and Gyro's faces underneath his tail as he let loose with a horrifically rancid and foul burst of gas in an effortless motion, making Yoshi snap to and Gyro cough and choke – and even murr a little bit as well.  His hole yawned open quickly against the excremental gas, flaring out wide before letting it close back up just as quickly as it had opened.

“RANCIDNESS! And don't you forget it!”, he declared, proud and puffed out with his chest.

Gyro blinked a few times, trying to get the fart out of his nose, but it didn't want to go, even though he did enjoy it.  Yoshi didn't have the leisure of goggles like Gyro had, and as such showed it as his eyes reddened from the methane swirling in his bloodshot eyes, coughing and spitting wildly before his sticky tongue lolled out of his maw.  Either way, Bowser wasn't satisfied with having two 'ice-cream cones' now... he showed it through the swift motion of his body into the other bathroom, rushing up the large stairs from the hall and banging the door shut.

This one was circular, with a large, rounded toilet in the middle, a bathtub and shower assembly against one of the walls, a linen closet which was more filled with chains and bondage gear than towels, a lavatub that the giant Koopa soaked himself in, and a sink (why that was there is unknown).  Bowser was more or less interested in all of it, though the smell of Gyro's poop had gotten him semi-aroused already; Yoshi staring at the king's enormous red cockhead peeking from his rounded, fat sheath.  

“Heh, I can say your potions work, Gyro; I feel hornier and fuller than ever!  And to thank you... I'm gonna pump you full of cock, and cream-fill you later.  Same with this one, who've I've yet to corrupt, koopa.”

His grin continued to widen even further as he dragged the two along, standing in front of the toilet before flicking the seat upward and giving Yoshi's rear end one last rim before tossing him down into a stone pit underneath the toilet, and Gyro soon after.  The pit was circular as well, and lined in random places with old filth from Bowser's rear end.  Some of it was fresh, some of it not, but it all reeked; much to Gyro's delight and Yoshi's horror. It would all be fresh in a little bit as the nasty Koopa above pushed the toilet out of the way, sliding it backward via a couple of slats in the ground.  The light poured downward, illuminating everything above for a few moments until Bowser's massive butt obstructed it again.

“As much as I let go in there, your Filthiness, you should be able to --”, Gyro started to say, but was cut off as he looked upward at the Koopa's hindquarters, namely that puffy hole that slowly yawned open and farted downward, appetizing the creature looking upward.

Yoshi just stared blankly at the Koopa seemingly waiting for the other to start his business, completely bewildered at where he'd gotten himself into, and how he'd get out of the hole he was in now.  Bowser didn't care though, all he could feel was the warm pit blowing his gas back up at him; his bowels relaxing some more as the soft shit holed up inside his rectal pouch made its way outward.  His semi-soft dung slowly gave way to gravity as the thick, vile shit purged itself and downward, the first lump of koopadung hitting Gyro squarely between the eyes.  Yoshi twitched as Gyro murred audibly; most definitely not liking what he was seeing.

Gyro caught on to that fact quickly as well, and took his head away from the line of fire, staring at the green dinosaur with a vile little grin on his own face now.  This was where he shined, in the use of his magic when it came to the carnal side of his own nature, and slowly uttering a soft chant, a blue aura beam shot out of his goggles and into the captive audience, erasing and reprogramming the green Yoshi with that of a pink one's mentality – the poor creature now only wanted what Gyro wanted.  A blue light shone from his eyes, and the dinosaur began to smell the vile stuff laying between Gyro's goggles, and suddenly found a compelling urge to eat it!

Bowser snarled above as he was enjoying the fact that Gyro was taking over and corrupting another creature as he had corrupted him, still pooping just as hard and just as vile shit that came out in an unbroken coil against the Koopa at the bottom of the pit, and now the overtaken Yoshi as well.  Gyro grinned wider as he manipulated the dinosaur to eat the poo from his face – and then go a step farther as well... his long tongue's bolus on the end slowly began to slurp the creamy dung off his face; and then start to eat Gyro's head!  Bowser kept adding more and more steamy filth as it rose above Yoshi's ankles, filling the brown shoes with scat around the rims as he slowly ingested his new 'playmate.'

Gyro growled softly to himself as he felt the wet saliva and filth cover his face again as he traversed down the dinosaur's throat, plopping within the curious stomach within a few minutes, and even quicker than that coming out of the back of said body – in egg form.  Yoshi's stretchy cloaca slowly began to open up, lolling his tongue into Bowser's filthy shit, lapping some of that up and chewing it around as his own started to splatter around the egg that contained Gyro; even wider than some of the normal ones that had come out of him before, an even four inches in girth at its widest point!  The horny reptile slowly began to poop the huge egg out along with his own cocktail of filth as well; the juicy yellow filth sloshing out around the egg, lubing it up even moreso than it was already.  He grunted loud enough for the filthy Koopa shitting on him to hear, which prompted Bowser to push even harder and wider aroung the thick coil voiding itself onto the two horny creatures underneath him.  The level of shit was almost up to Yoshi's stomach, although his opened vent had started to birth the male portion into it already, warmed by the steam rushing past it.  The egg continued to splorch and glurp and make all sorts of lewd noises when a slick surface meets an even thicker liquid, almost like spoiled eggnog was the consistency of the dinosaur's bowels.  Finally, after about two minutes, the dinosaur birthed the other dirty creature into the mess, who soon hatched himself and pushed out into the steamy, fart-filled air – and also into the Yoshi's stream of filth that burst out and added a large pool of yellow and foul-smelling filth both into the egg and the  squishier mess they were both standing in.

Bowser felt himself start to finally empty – though it had already been an hour that they were all in the same position, save for Gyro being 'processed' and lain again.  Yoshi seemed to have that same strange smell of the fumes as well around his now-brown body, still filling the pool, but at a slower rate, much like a hose that was recently turned off.  Gyro had planted himself between the pool and Yoshi's poostream, his mouth hanging open around the creature's cloaca vent and loudly eating the filth that slopped its way down his throat.  Gripping the dino's cheeks, he parted them around the male slit and lapped at the bulging hole, devouring all that he could as Yoshi continued to feed and be fed, Bowser's bowels finally starting to sputter out more gas than poop.  Gyro gave a soft snarl, feeling his belly plump out with the dirty dinosaur's dung, and finally popped off, but not before watching the Yoshi lose it; his cock spraying a juicy, greenish semen into the fluid.  He roared out, much to the delight of both Gyro and Bowser as he peetered out as well, his flow of feces halting quickly as his orgasm died off after a few seconds.

“Ugh... filthiness abounds yet again.”, said Bowser, as the two literally swam in half liquid and half solid feces, just a few inches away from the king's filthy rumpcheeks.

Gyro and Yoshi held onto each other, keeping afloat as they stood in Bowser's filth, licking the browned anus clean as it stank horribly of the same that had come out of it.  Growling lowly, the king ripped one last gassy burst into both faces, rumbling the entire castle with his raw sewage-smelling fecal burst.

~~End!~~

