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Book 6


Chapter Twenty Three


Morgan stepped through the mirror from his
laboratory and into the king’s private bedchamber. He had taken the
extra step to make sure King Hievard hadn’t hung his mirror on the
ceiling of his bedchamber. He hadn’t and Morgan didn’t suffer the
indignity of falling into a bed occupied by two copulating
people.

As it was his caution was unnecessary. The king was
well and truly distracted.

“You like that, you slutty whore?” he was asking his
bedpartner.

Morgan was relieved to see that the woman currently
being fucked by the king was indeed his wife. His current wife. His
second wife. Queen Listrada.

As befitting a man of his station, Hievard’s wife
was much, much young than he. The king was well into his sixth
decade but his wife had not yet seen thirty summers. The king was
showing his age with a paunchy belly and gray chest hair. He was
panting heavily from fucking his wife and Morgan didn’t think it
was from enjoyment. It was from over-exertion. For just a moment
Morgan thought that maybe his current problem would be shortly
solved. If the king had a heart attack, there was no claimant to
the role of queen.

The king was fucking his wife from behind, in the
classic position. It made Morgan wonder if anyone in the city or
the kingdom knew how to fuck face-to-face. He resolved in that
moment to be intimate with his wife in that manner when that very
night even if she was still wearing the body of an ogress.

The look on Queen Listrada’s face was hardly that of
ecstasy. It was somewhere between pain and boredom. It made Morgan
ponder if the queen didn’t enjoy sex or of Hievard was just
terrible at it. And then he noticed that something was wrong with
the alignment of their bodies.

“Uh-huh,” was Listrada’s reply. Maybe sex was
something she endured with the king because of a political
marriage. “Give me your big cock.” Her voice was definitely that of
a woman bored. She bit her bottom lip in a look of concentration as
if trying to ignore pain.

Morgan felt sorry for her, but not sorry enough to
actually do something about it.

“I’m giving it to you, you fucking slut! Does your
mother know you like to suck my cock before I shove it up your
ass?”

“You’d like to fuck her, wouldn’t you?”

Morgan listened to the exchange; it revealed a lot.
Apparently King Hievard was fucking his wife in the ass at the
moment. That explained the misalignment of their bodies. Morgan was
uncertain if the queen actually disliked taking the king’s member
into her ass, but it was more revealing that Listrada taunted her
husband with a reference to her mother. Upon a moment’s reflection
Morgan realized that Listrada’s mother was more likely much closer
in age to Hievard than Listrada who could literally be Hievard’s
daughter, at least in age. Or maybe Hievard got off on that sort of
thing. Apparently he believed watching an ogre sexually violate an
elf was appropriate entertainment for the nobility.

“Her cunt is tighter than yours, you cheap whore!”
Hievard replied.

The vulgar repartee between the two seemed to pique
Listrada’s interest in the vulgar act she was committing.

“You wouldn’t know, you haven’t fucked my cunt in
months,” she complained. Morgan saw her hand dive down between her
legs and start rubbing, obviously playing with her clit.

“You like it in the ass, don’t you, whore?”

“Uh-huh,” said Listrada, her voice and eyes
unfocused now.

Morgan realized he had been watching too long. He
could either interrupt now or retreat back the way he came. He had
not interest in seeing King Hievard finish his anal abuse of his
wife so the wizard took two bold steps forward from the mirror and
charmed a minor thunderclap out of nowhere, enough to startle the
two lovebirds.

“King Hievard, we must talk!” Morgan declared
boldly.

Listrada screamed with surprised at the
interruption. For some reason she clutched the sheets of the bed to
her chest, which barely covered her tits, but kept her ass on
display to Morgan. Hievard was at his moment of crisis and when
Listrada screamed she also jumped, dislodging his cock just as he
began pumping out jism. The thick ropes of royal seed arced through
the air and landed with a splat on Listrada’s back. She rolled
over, smearing the spunk over the expensive silk sheets. Hievard
produced a few more drops of cum, which landed pathetically on her
thigh.

Taking the initiative, Listrada wiped up the
droplets and applied them to her cunt. “Hie! You promised you’d cum
in my cunt!” She swatted him with her free hand and appeared to be
frigging herself with her cum-covered fingers.

The king was rightly offended. “I didn’t expect a
fucking wizard to interrupt us!” he cried at her, taking quick
control of the situation. He might be a pervert approaching his
sunset years, but he still had his wits around him and was able to
evaluate the situation. “What in the name of the Ancient Seven are
you doing here, wizard,” he demanded, covering the royal cock with
the sheets, pulling them off Listrada, treating Morgan to a view of
the queen’s impressive tits. He tried not to let himself get
distracted.

“Are you aware of the problem with your wife?” asked
Morgan, summoning the voice of authority that seemed second nature
to the wizard. He glanced over Listrada’s tits a second time. “With
your first wife?”

The king sighed and eased himself back onto the
pillows piled against the bed’s headboard. “Yes. The wench is alive
again somehow.” He glanced at his current wife. “That’s why I need
to get this one with child.”

“You failed at that again, Hie!” Listrada
complained. Morgan was not without sympathy for her.

Hievard didn’t take her retort lightly. “I didn’t
expect to get interrupted! And your screaming didn’t help
either!”

“Perhaps I should give you a moment?” Morgan asked.
He was amused but he kept his tone neutral.

The king shoved his wife aside and turned his body
to put his feet on the floor. For an older man he was still in
fairly good shape. His torso was muscular even though he had a bit
of a gut. Morgan looked away, not wanting to see the royal cock
while the king wasn’t fully engaged in the marital act,

He pulled on a robe that was crumpled on the floor,
hiding his nudity, and regarded Morgan with a steely gaze. “I’ve
got woman problems,” he said to Morgan.

“You have me,” Listrada interrupted from the tangle
of sheets she was caught in. “You don’t need her.”

Hievard glanced her way and sighed. Before he could
speak, Morgan spoke up.

“I know. It appears the royal family is putting the
city into some…disarray.”

Hievard regarded Morgan under his heavy brows. “So
you’ve been speaking with my first wife.”

Morgan inclined his head. “Yes. And I’m reluctant to
admit that I might be part of the problem. I roused her from her
deathless slumber because…well, her deathless slumber was coming to
an end and I couldn’t, in good conscience, let her die alone in her
tomb.”

Listrada made an annoyed tone. “Humph! She was
already buried. You should have let her stay dead.”

Hievard glowered. “Leave,” he barked at her. “Men
are talking and I don’t need your advice,” he said.

When the beautiful young woman started to speak,
Hievard raised his voice and put an edge in it that promised a real
threat. “I said leave.”

The queen dropped the sheets that were covering her
nudity and marched out of the bedroom, not caring who saw her naked
body. The king and Morgan both watched her leave until she slammed
the heavy door behind her. There was a yelp from the hallway. One
of the guards at the king’s door wasn’t expecting to see the naked
queen parade through the palace.

“I love to see her go,” Hievard said, the grin not
diminished at all on his face. “I see you enjoyed the show
too.”

“My apologies, my king,” said Morgan in a shameful
tone.

“Bah! Think nothing of it. The girl loves to strut
around naked, doesn’t care who sees her. I think she likes people
to see her. Shameless hussy. Great tits, though, eh? I married her
for the political match, you know. Married my first wife because I
was stupidly in love with her.” He sighed.

“I still am.”

“Which brings us to the crux of the problem. You
can’t have two wives.”

“I don’t want two wives,” Hievard commiserated. “I
don’t
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