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Morgan found the gigantic frog sitting inside the
moistened basket sitting next to Phyleen Victentol unsettling.
Biomancers and alchemists were the ones who liked to use animal
bits and parts in their magic. As a supposed master of
transformation and summoning magic, Morgan didn’t dabble in those
fields. The frog kept eyeing him.

“I thought it would be a simple problem to solve,”
said Phyleen. The maiden was a member of one of the noble families
of the city. Morgan hadn’t bothered remembering which one when she
introduced herself. She was pretty enough and was showing off a
massive amount of cleavage. She certainly didn’t need to be
carrying around a gigantic frog with her for any sane purpose.

“What exactly is the problem?” Morgan glanced over
at Cassandra who was watching them from the far side of the
consultation room. She was amused at the situation, that was clear.
Morgan didn’t want to be listening to the problems of a spoiled
noblewoman. Today’s body that Cassandra was wearing was a pretty
enough woman perhaps in her late twenties with straight brown hair
and an unremarkable body. What was hidden on the cloak she wore was
the set of vestigial wings growing from her shoulder blades. They
weren’t big enough or strong enough to actually let her fly, but
when they opened up the rainbow colors were beautiful. Cassandra
had already spoken with Phyleen but wasn’t letting her husband in
on any of the details.

“My frog,” she said indicating the large amphibian
in the wet basket.

“Your frog.”

“He’s not a frog.”

“He isn’t?” asked Morgan. “He looks and…smells like
a frog.”

Phyleen leaned forward, giving Morgan a good view
down the top of her dress, and said in a conspiratorial whisper,
“This is Prince Blywood.” She leaned back.

Morgan looked at her doubtfully. “Prince Blywood.
The eldest son of our city’s ruling family.”

“Yes sir,” she said with a smile.

“Then why is he a frog?” asked Morgan.

“I…I don’t know.”

“How do you know this frog is Prince Blywood
then?”

“I saw him change.”

“You did?”

“Yes.”

Morgan glanced over at Cassandra who had an
enigmatic smile on her lips.

“How?” asked Morgan. “When?”

Now it was Lady Phyleen’s turn to smile, but her
smile was of self-satisfaction. “Right after we…you know?”

“After you did what?” Morgan prompted.

“A lady never kisses and tells.”

“You’d better tell me if you want my help.”

It was obvious that Phyleen wanted to tell. It just
needed to be drawn out of her. “Right after we…after we shared the
physical affection between a married couple he changed from a man
to…this.” She gestured at the frog.

“So you fucked him and he changed into a frog.”

“Yes.”

“That’s not how it’s supposed to work. Typically a
witch casts a curse on a young man turning him into a frog and only
the kiss of his true love can change him back into a human.”

Phyleen shrugged. “It’s the truth.”

“Did you try kissing him as a frog?”

As if to demonstrate how foolish his question was,
Phyleen ducked her head and kissed the frog between the eyes.

Nothing happened.

“See?”

Morgan nodded.

“And don’t suggest that I have sex with the frog,”
Phyleen added quickly. “I’ve heard about what goes on in this tower
and I’m not like that.”

The way she claimed to not be like that made Morgan
suspect she’d happily join in on any of the more unusual sexual
activities that went on in the tower.

“Are you sure you have the right frog?” asked
Morgan, unable to help himself in teasing the lady.

“Yes!”

“Well then, I suppose a little transformational
magic would be in order. The real problem here would be if this
frog isn’t actually a man. That would cause…a variety of
problems.”

“Let’s do it now,” she said eagerly.

Morgan didn’t move. “There is the matter of the
fee…”

From within the skirts of her dress Phyleen produced
a small leather pouch and tossed it on the broad wooden table. The
coins inside clinked against each other. “That should cover any of
your expenses.”

 


Morgan placed the wet basket that was partially full
of mud and reeds in the center of the stone table that took up much
of the space in his laboratory. “Step back,” he said.

Cassandra carefully ushered Phyleen to the edge of
the room. “Is it dangerous,” she asked.

“Probably not,” Cassandra answered with a shrug.

“What do I need to d—?” she started to ask.

“Ziklow!” shouted Morgan. The air filled with a
greasy feeling and every surface was suddenly charged with static
electricity. The snap of its sudden dissipation shocked them all. A
flash of light blinded them temporarily and they were left with a
crushed basket with a handsome naked man crouched on top of it.

“Bly!” cried out Phyleen.

“Darling!” he sputtered a moment later and hopped
off the table. The fact that he was naked did not stop them from
embracing. “I’ve missed you so much,” he said between kisses.

“As have I,” she replied.

Neither Morgan nor Cassandra missed the lady’s hand
drifting toward her love’s cock which rose quickly under her
attention.

“Maybe not here,” Morgan said, but was shushed by
his wife.

“Why not?” she asked naughtily.

Morgan didn’t have an answer to that, which turned
out to be fine because he found himself distracted by Phyleen and
Bly. The lady was overeager to prove her affection for her lover.
She had loosened her dress’s top and her tits were now hanging out.
Morgan couldn’t help but notice they were perfectly shaped and
sized tits. Her mouth had fallen upon Bly’s fleshy sword and she
was now executing the act of a carnival performer. His weapon was
all the way down her throat. And then it wasn’t. And then it
was.

If nothing else, Phyleen was a talented
fellatrix.

“Not so fast my love,” Bly begged of her. He looked
to Morgan and Cassandra for help, two people he barely knew. If he
was sentient as a frog, then he might know who Morgan was, but if
not they were just two strangers watching him get a blowjob in a
wizard’s laboratory.

“Don’t stop,” Cassandra urged the eager young
lady.

She didn’t and Bly didn’t have the willpower to
force her to stop. She cradled his ball and stroked his cock up and
down in perfect synchronicity with her mouth and then Bly reached
the moment of the little death. His entire body tensed up and
Morgan smiled and nodded knowingly.

“Aargh!” Bly groaned as he came, emptying his balls
into Phyleen’s mouth. Just as she started to swallow his spunk,
there was another flash of light accompanied by a minor thunderclap
which left them all momentarily deaf and blind.

When Morgan got control of his senses he saw that
the huge frog had reappeared, Phyleen was sobbing uncontrollably,
and Bly was nowhere to be seen.

“Well that’s a kick in the cunt, isn’t it?” asked
Cassandra with some amusement.

“Dear,” Morgan chided her. “We’re supposed to be
helping.”

“Right! Okay. Let’s see what we can do to fix this.”
She smiled confidently at her husband.

“Well I can reverse the curse…again…but the moment
they have sex—”

“It looked like him cumming was actually the
problem,” Cassandra pointed out.

“Then I’ll have to fix that too,” Morgan said with
an amused smile.

“What are you going to do?” Phyleen said between
sobs.

“I can fix this,” he said, “but you’re not going to
like it.”
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