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Prologue


 


A
sword laid embedded in the rock, its hilt and the beginning of the blade the
only parts visible, yet that was enough to show its sheer beauty.


The
grip was made of black stone-like substance, uniform and smooth. Silver adorned
the pommel and the cross-guard while golden lettering could be seen all over
the sword – letters of a kind that most of those gathered around the stone had
never seen before.


Of
those men only Merlin, wisest of all wizards, could read those golden words,
but he wasn’t preoccupied with their content, already knowing what the words
said. He was too worried about other matters.


Part
of him felt like scoffing. 


He
was surrounded by kings, nobles and princes, yet he felt like he was surrounded
by children, kids who were constantly provoking each other.


He
was worried about what would happen to his country if one of them took the
sword from the stone.


A
war was likely, but Merlin supposed he could do nothing about it. Not at this
point. His only comfort was that – behaving like that – none of these men would
be the chosen one.


He
shouldn’t have obliged the request of the Lady of the Lake. 


He
should have ignored the fae woman and thrown the sword into the lake the moment
he understood what it was, but he had been awed by the possibilities the Lady
had dangled in front of him.


A
United Kingdom, the Isle of Britain reunited under the leadership of a single
king, ending the strife of brother against brother that had been going on for
centuries.


Merlin
shook his head. 


It
was folly.


The
men around him wouldn’t bow down to just anyone – simply taking Excalibur from
the stone wouldn’t be enough to convince them, no matter how powerful it was …
and Excalibur was powerful, exceedingly so.


Merlin
could feel its magic from several feet away, a golden pool of pure energy that
would be capable of destroying anything in its path.


The
wizard turned his back on the stone and walked away, needing to be alone for
some moments.


At
first he had hoped one of the wisest kings would take the sword, pry it from
the stone and wield it – it would be easier for the others to fall in line if
the prophesized ruler was already powerful or respected. 


In
that case, Merlin’s backup and Excalibur would make sure a new regime would
swiftly follow, but it was not to be.


Not
even Uther – who Merlin grudgingly admitted as the wisest king in the isle –
succeeded in taking the sword from the stone.


Tensions
increased when the last of the British rulers tried to lift Excalibur and
failed. Those without heirs turned their backs on their counterparts and left
the gathering, muttering behind their backs, calling Merlin a charlatan.


They
were afraid of what was to come.


Others
remained, waiting for their allies and retainers to have a try, hoping the
wielder of Excalibur featured amongst their ranks.


As
time passed more and more men left the scene, until only the most powerful and cunning
remained – those that understood that only by being in the thick of things
would they be able to affect the outcome.


Merlin
worried.


He
could vividly remember the words from the Lady of the Lake, words he made his
own when he convinced the kings of Britain to gather here.


Whoever pulls the sword from the stone is the rightful King of the
Britons.


The
wizard sighed. 


He
felt old and, for a moment, he wanted to give up, leave these men alone and
rest, but then he heard it – the sound of laughs and mocking. He turned around
and saw a child approach the stone under the scrutiny of those gathered.


Merlin
couldn’t figure out much about the child from afar, seeing only the lad’s long
golden hair matted with dirt … and yet there was something child’s pose, some
inherent confidence that made Merlin pay attention to him.


Some
of the others must have seen it too – no one stopped the child from reaching
forward and putting a hand on Excalibur’s hilt.


The
hand tightened around the sword and pulled, the blade becoming visible in its
entirety, leaving those gathered speechless.


The
child thrust the sword upwards and Excalibur shone gold, so bright the men
gathered had to close their eyes. They fell to their knees, knowing they had
found their king.


The
light washed over them and they opened their eyes, their sight fixed on the
figure holding Excalibur. And yet, despite all that attention, only two men
realized a truth about their new leader.


Merlin
exchanged a look with King Uther, and the other man nodded.


They’re
new king – the prophesized ruler of Britain – was a girl.


 







 




Chapter 1


 


Morgana
hated Arthur.


She
had always hated the other woman, ever since they were children and Morgana’s
father – Uther Pendragon – told her Arthur would one day be her husband and
become the King of all Britain.


The
then eleven years old Morgana had turned to her father and asked, confused,
about how two girls could marry each other.


Her
father had exchanged a look with Merlin and then they whisked her away;
imprisoning Morgana in her quarters until they told her what had happened and
made sure she understood her role in the events to come.


At
first she screamed and refused them, but as the weeks went by and Uther didn’t
relent, she surrendered and accepted her fate. Her betrothal was announced that
same day and her hate became set in stone.


Few
knew that Arthur was a girl.


The
older girl was an extremely androgynous child and Uther lied about it, knowing
a female ruler wouldn’t be well accepted. He went as far as making his daughter
Arthur’s bride so that there could be no doubt.


Merlin
strengthened that deception with his spells, masking Arthur’s true figure – all
for the good of Britain.


Those
spells hadn’t been powerful enough to fool Morgana who had some innate magic of
her own. She had seen right through them the first time she saw Arthur.


Merlin
told her afterwards that she had the potential to become a powerful witch or sorceress
and, for some moments, Morgana dreamt she would be able to use those arcane
powers, learn enough magic that she wouldn’t have to obey her father and marry
Arthur.


Her
hopes were dashed the moment her father refused to consider the matter, forbidding
the wise wizard from teaching her.


Uther
knew her well, knew what she would do if she could.


Morgana
hated her father for it.


Uther
was ready to sacrifice everything – his lineage, his kingdom and his
daughter – for the dream of a United Britain, something he believed only
Arthur could provide. 


A
marriage between Arthur and Morgana would be one more layer to the deception
Uther and Merlin had weaved, a way to both legitimate Arthur as the ruler of
Camelot and strengthen the blonde’s position.


The
only one that would suffer for it would be Morgana, who would be forced into a
marriage where she would be left loveless and childless, unable to continue the
Pendragon line and living a lie for the rest of her life.


It
might have worked out if not for Arthur’s enemies.


Arthur’s
reveal as the chosen one had given her lots of enemies, especially from those
that would lose the most with her new kingdom. Petty kings and nobles figured
extensively in that list, and not even Camelot’s protection was enough to dissuade
them from trying to attack Arthur.


There
were several attempts on the blonde’s life during years, usually foiled by
Merlin or by Excalibur’s power, and as time went on they became scarcer, less
frequent due to Camelot’s increased power and Arthur’s soaring popularity.


Those
enemies decided to wait for the right moment to strike a decisive blow – they
waited for the day of Morgana’s marriage to the blonde.


It
was an attack that was doomed from the start. 


Merlin
was too powerful, as was Arthur when she wielded Excalibur, and Camelot had
gained too many allies during the years. The fighting was quick and decisive,
yet it acted as a distraction and allowed Morgana to escape from the city,
leaving behind the life she had ever known.


She
had been eighteen years old.


It
didn’t take long for her to realize she wouldn’t be able to survive on her own,
but she tried anyway, knowing that at any moment her father’s men might find
her and drag her back.


She
felt free like when she had been a child; she had no worries, she had no
destined fate – she could live her own life. 


It
didn’t last and in the end she was captured as she had feared – not by her
father – but by Nimue, one of Merlin’s most dangerous enemies.


When
Morgana met Nimue she had been both terrified and intrigued.


The
woman was powerful and above all she was willing to teach Morgana, show her how
the world worked and what she could do with magic, but there was always a price
to pay for Nimue’s mercies.


Where
Morgana was concerned that price was, most often than not, paid between the
witch’s bed sheets, the princess having to surrender her body and spirit to
Nimue’s ministrations.


The
times when Nimue requested another payment were worse. 


Nimue
was a sadist – someone who took pleasure in the pain and humiliation of others
– and Morgana learned soon enough she preferred the humiliation of being the
woman’s whore than of being her victim.


Morgan
spent three years in Nimue’s company. Sometimes she couldn’t help but feel it
was ironic in a way; she had fled from her home to be free of a marriage to a
woman and ended in a worse situation, in the clutches of a far scarier female,
someone much more interested in her body than Arthur had been.


It
made Morgana hate even more, yet her hate wasn’t directed at Nimue – it was
directed at her father, at Merlin and at Arthur. It was their fault she was
there, because they wouldn’t let her be free.


At
least Nimue had made her powerful.


Eventually
Merlin caught up to Nimue and the woman was killed. Morgana was forced to flee
once again, but now she was powerful enough to live and thrive on her own.


She
managed to escape Arthur’s reach for another two years, but eventually Camelot
caught up to her.


*****


Morgana
shook her head, her curly black hair swaying from side to side, hearing the
sound of the Arthur’s knights storming her fortress. She couldn’t think about
the past, not when she needed to get moving.


Quickly,
she grabbed her grimoire and a few other items from her study and moved,
running towards her room, while armored men climbed the stairs towards her
position.


“Wait,
stop in the name of the king.” Someone shouted, but she ignored him, running
even faster.


Whoever
ordered her to stop cursed and followed.


Morgana
entered her room and closed the door, casting a spell in it afterwards. The
wooden door flashed blue for a moment and it didn’t budge when someone crashed
against it a few moments later.


Morgana
sighed and gathered her clothes, moving as fast as she could. She wasn’t as
powerful as Merlin and, if the wizard was amongst the attackers, she needed to
escape before he reached her.


She
put all the items she had collected in a burlap sack, careful not to joggle
them too hard, before she started to cast the spell that would transport her
out of the fortress. It wasn’t easy – it was a very hard spell and it took
time– but she believed she would be able to finish it before her attackers broke
in.


A
moment later she was proved wrong as the door splintered into little twigs of
wood.


Morgana
blinked in startlement as she saw who had done it, her spell wavering for some
moments before she managed to retain control of it.


Arthur
lowered Excalibur and focused on Morgana, seeing her former fiancée for the
first time in years.


“It’s
over Morgana.” She said after a few moments.


Morgana
blinked again, still surprised, but shook her head. “No it isn’t. What are you
doing here Arthur?”


Behind
the blonde king, Morgana could see Camelot’s soldiers move hesitantly from side
to side, unsure if they could protect Arthur from Morgana.


The
dark haired woman shook her head. 


She
hated Arthur, but she only wanted to be left alone – she knew she would never
have peace again if she harmed Camelot’s king.


Focusing
on Arthur herself, Morgana realized the blonde woman had changed over the
years. 


There
was still an aura around her that indicated that Merlin’s spells were active,
hiding her true face and figure, but that figure wasn’t as androgynous as it
once had been.


Arthur
was clearly more feminine now, her cheeks rounder and her lips fuller. She was
actually quite fetching.


Morgana
shook her head again. 


Nimue
had made her notice the beauty women had, maybe even appreciate it, but she
would not think that way about Arthur, she wouldn’t sink that low.


“I’m
taking you back.” Arthur replied, voice solemn. “You’re going back home.”


Morgana
simply raised an eyebrow. “Camelot hasn’t been my home in a long time; I think
I’ll pass on your invitation.”


Arthur
took a step forward and Morgana one backwards, making the blonde stop in her
tracks, sighing. 


“You
need to return.”


“Why?”
Morgana replied sarcastically. “Last I’ve heard you have a wife, so you don’t need
to marry me – I don’t get why you’re still pursuing me. I want nothing to do
with you or your kingdom.”


“You
followed Nimue for years, a sworn enemy of Camelot.” Arthur pointed out. “Some
could say you haven’t paid for that and demand your incarceration.”


Morgana’s
lips tightened in her fury. “It’s not like I had a lot of choice where Nimue
was concerned.”


“Perhaps
you’re right.” Arthur conceded with a nod. “But you’ve learned from her, you
gained powers that make most men afraid. People have to know they can trust
you. Come with us.”


“I
will not.” Morgana said rigidly. “I’ll fight you if I have too.”


Not
that she could defeat Arthur. 


Excalibur
protected the blonde from all hostile magic. Morgana would never be able to
affect the other woman with her spells.


Arthur
sighed and looked away from her for a moment. “You have to come.” She said.


“Why?”
Morgana hissed. “Why should I, when I only want to be free of you? I won’t
attack you or yours, if that is what makes you afraid.”


Arthur’s
reply was barely more than a whisper, but Morgana could still hear it clearly as
if it was a shout.


“It
was your father’s last wish.”


The
dark haired woman blinked, trying to process the words for a few moments. Her
mouth opened and closed twice without a sound, her heart thundering in her
chest.


Arthur’s
arms closed around her and Morgana startled, only then realizing she had been
hyperventilating. She could only think about the blonde’s words repeating
themselves in her mind.  


It
couldn’t be; her father couldn’t be dead.


“You’re
lying.” She accused, looking at Arthur.


Arthur’s
eyes were sad and full of pity, her hold on Morgana increasing, becoming
tighter, almost comforting.


Morgana
couldn’t take it. She shook herself from Arthur’s embrace and pushed the other
woman. “You’re lying.” She repeated.


“I’m
sorry.” Arthur replied.


Morgana
turned away from the blonde and leaned against the wall. She needed to breathe
and think, to hide herself from the world and not face the fact her father was
dead.


Her
relationship with Uther had always been fraught with difficulties. Her mother
had died when she was still a baby and Uther was not a gentle man, too worried
about his kingdom and his subjects to pay more than a smidge of attention to
his daughter.


Morgana
had still loved him and hearing he died hurt, especially after years without
contact.


Arthur
poised a hand on Morgana’s shoulder and suddenly the dark haired woman could
think clearly, her anger for the blonde king clearing her thoughts.


She
shrugged, releasing herself from Arthur’s touch. “You tell me my father is dead
and you hope that will make me return? That just makes it even more unlikely.”


Arthur
sighed and breathed deeply. “At this point I don’t really care about what you
want.”


The
bluntness made Morgana’s eyes widen and she stepped back from Arthur,
surprised.


The
blonde was always courteous, even to her enemies – it wasn’t like Arthur to act
so directly, without taking into consideration the wants of others.


“I’m
going to do what your father wanted and keep you safe in Camelot.” Arthur
continued. “You need to see his grave and pay your respects, at the very
least.”


Morgana
felt her anger starting to simmer – she hated being told what to do, and for
Arthur to do it again made it unbearable.


The
first flash of magic, as a small fireball impacted against the blonde’s chest,
made everyone stop and stare, silence reigning for some moments.


The
attack didn’t harm Arthur, her armor unblemished, one of the perks Excalibur
granted her, making her immune to hostile magic, but it made the two knights
behind the blonde tighten their holds on their swords and, far more importantly
to Morgana, it made Arthur frown, lips drawn tight in distaste.


“You’re
just like him and Merlin.” Morgana hissed at the blonde. “You’re always trying
to command me, always giving orders.”


Arthur
didn’t like that; Morgana could see how her blue eyes got cold, and the way the
blonde breathed before replying.


“Unfortunately,
you behave like a child, so I have to command you as one.” Arthur spoke back,
her voice apparently serene.


Morgana
knew better – the calmer Arthur appeared, the angrier she was.


“And
what misbehavior have I engaged in exactly?”


“Do
you really need me to answer that?” Arthur’s eyebrow rose steadily as she
replied with a question.


Morgana
smiled, but it wasn’t a warm smile. “I think it would be best, seeing as the
last time we interacted personally was on the day I fled from our wedding. Or
is all of this because of that?”


Arthur
glared, but Morgana didn’t give her a choice to reply.


“I
thought you had a new wife now, no reason for you to be after me.”


Arthur
shook her head and smiled tightly. “I’m afraid I’ll have to dash your hopes
Morgana, but that’s not why I’m here. Maybe one day you’ll tell me why you
fled, but now I just want to take you home.”


The
blonde moved forward, intent on grabbing the other woman. Morgana panicked and
attacked again, but her spells were repelled by the power of Excalibur.


Arthur
grabbed the witch’s arm and didn’t let go, disrupting the transportation spell
Morgana had been preparing to flee. 


The
dark haired woman pulled with all her strength, trying to get free, but failed.
“Release me.” She said, cursing under her breath when she wasn’t obeyed.


Morgana
got angry and struggled. 


She
was afraid; she didn’t want to go back to Camelot, to be a prisoner once again,
but she couldn’t escape Arthur – and that made her hate the blonde even more.


She
wanted to hurt Arthur as much as she could, but Excalibur would protect her
from any kind of offensive magic … and as she pondered on that, Morgana had
what she considered a brilliant idea.


Without
warning she reached forward and kissed Arthur on the lips, seeing as the
blonde’s eyes widened, a blush adorning her cheeks.


Morgana
cast a spell, one which wasn’t designed to hurt anyone, couldn’t be considered
offensive in any way.


Arthur
noticed it – she was too used to deal with magic not to realize what happened –
but by then it was too late. The blonde pushed Morgana away and used a hand to
wipe her face.


“What
did you do?” Arthur asked, her voice laden with surprise.


Morgana
smiled and it wasn’t nice. “You’ll see.”


“Morgana
…”


The
dark haired woman laughed, loudly and amused. “You wanted me to go to Camelot,
didn’t you? I’ll go – I wouldn’t lose what’s going to happen for anything in
the world.”


 







 




Chapter 2


 


Morgana
sighed and looked at her cell’s ceiling, bored out of her mind.


She
hadn’t had a chance to escape since she had been captured – Arthur used some
kind of magic-inhibiting amulet that Merlin had given her to neutralize
Morgana’s powers. The former princess looked down at the small bracelet around
her wrist with distaste.


Not
that Morgana would want to leave so soon, not after at she did to little
Arthur. She wanted to see the blonde’s face first … and she was sure it
wouldn’t take long for it to happen – by now her surprise should have already
appeared.


She
looked out of the window, seeing the sun starting to appear on the horizon.


Sunrise.


It
didn’t take long for the sound of hurried steps to confirm her earlier
thoughts. She had no doubt it was Arthur.


“Morgana.”
The blonde screamed from outside her door, making the dark haired woman smiled
widely. A moment later the cell’s door opened and Camelot’s king faced her. 


“Sleep
well?” Morgana asked before the other woman could say anything.


Arthur
glared but didn’t reply, gesturing for her guards to leave them alone. The two
men hesitated before obeying, worried for their king.


The
dark haired woman snorted – as if they would be able to do anything if it came
to a fight between her and Arthur.


“Undo
it.” Arthur demanded.


“Undo
what?” Morgana asked, her smirk making it obvious she knew what the other woman
was talking about.


“The
spell you’ve cast.” Arthur snapped. “Your pranks haven’t gotten any better
since you were a child.”


Morgana
laughed until tears threatened to escape from her eyes. “I would say my pranks
have gotten better, I’ve never seen you this angry before. I suppose magic
makes things easier.”


Arthur
made to move forward but stopped, remembering what had happened the last time
she got near Morgana.


The
dark haired witch saw her hesitation and laughed again.


“Undo
it.” Arthur ordered again.


Morgana
shook her new bracelet in Arthur’s face. “I can’t do magic right one, remember?
You’ll have to take it off.”


Arthur
shook her head. “There is always a way to undo an enchantment without magic,
tell me how.”


“Why
should I?” Morgana questioned, brow arched.


Arthur
remained silent and Morgana smiled coldly, for once cherishing the power she
had over the other woman.


“I’ll
tell you,” Morgana said at last, once Arthur stopped squirming. “The way to get
rid of your new appendage … is to use it.”


Arthur
looked horrified and Morgana laughed again.


“Why
are you so surprised?” She continued once she realized the blonde wouldn’t say
anything. “Or is it afraid? I don’t know why you’re so worried – you have a
wife. Go to her and give her a good tumble, she might even enjoy the changes.”


Arthur
opened her mouth and closed it, looking away from the dark haired woman.


Morgana
frowned at the blonde’s reaction, before her eyes widened in realization. Her
voice, when it came, was mirthful and a smirk tugged at her lips. “Don’t tell
me you’ve never …”


When
Arthur blushed, Morgana knew she was right.


She
laughed. She couldn’t help it – it was just too funny.


Arthur
looked away and didn’t say anything, letting Morgana’s amusement fade.


“This
is too good to be true.” The witch said at last.


“I
don’t find this amusing in anyway.” Arthur replied through gritted teeth.


Morgana
shrugged. “I do, especially the fact you haven’t touched your wife since your marriage.
What’s her name? Guinevere?”


Arthur
nodded.


Morgana’s
smile petered off. “Does she even know you’re a woman?”


Arthur
looked offended. “Of course, do you really think I would have married someone
without telling them the truth? Do you really think so little of me?”


“You
didn’t care for the fact I didn’t want to marry you.” Morgana said in reply.
“Why would you care for what your new wife wanted or knew?”


“Morgana…”
Arthur started, taking a couple of steps towards the former princess before she
stopped. “I never knew you didn’t want to marry me – I never realized Uther
forced you into it before you escaped.”


“But
you wanted to marry me?” Morgana asked with her eyebrow arched.


“Not
particularly, but I understood your father’s point, the need to present me as a
strong ruler and how the deception we weaved helped that. If I had to marry a
woman I would have chosen you, because I thought you were my friend and I cared
for you.”


Morgana
looked away. “I never liked you.”


Arthur
took a step back, surprised and hurt.


Morgana
felt a shadow of guilt for her words and tried to justify herself. “You
appeared from nowhere and I became a prisoner in my own home. You were going to
marry me, inherit my father’s kingdom, become the King of all Britain and I was
supposed to be at your side, knowing you were a woman and that you would never
love me, never give a child. We would never be a real family.”


“Morgana…”
Arthur started, but the dark haired woman raised her hand and stopped her.


“My
father started being cold to me, forbidding me from learning magic when that
was one of the only good things that came from meeting you. The only person I
saw flourishing during those years was you; people did everything they could to
be in your good graces and girls I had known all my life would only tell I was
so lucky to be your bride. I hated you for all of that.”


“It
wasn’t on purpose; I never did anything for these people to treat me as they
did.”


Morgana
eyed Arthur. “Yes you did, you took up Excalibur when no one else could.”


Arthur
shook her head. “Not on purpose. I was on a daze during that day, as if in a
dream. I only realized what happened after I took it from the stone.”


“But
it happened and I lost everything.”


“I’ve
never meant for you to be hurt.” Arthur said gently, walking towards Morgana.


The
former princess sighed and looked away. “I know.”


The
two of them remained in silence for some time before Morgana sighed again and
turned to Arthur. “Come here, I’m going to undo the spell.”


Arthur
nodded and moved until she stood in front of Morgana.


The
witch reached forward and kissed her on the mouth, startling Arthur with her
warm lips.


Arthur
leaned back, confused. “What are you doing?”


Morgana
smirked. “Didn’t I tell you? You have to use it for it to go away, or do you
want to free my magic?”


“This
is not a joking manner Morgana.” Arthur said.


“I’m
not joking.” Morgana replied, before she started to undo the laces that kept
her gown fastened to her figure.


Arthur
remained silent and let Morgana work on her clothes, her eyes never leaving the
witch’s figure. When the dark haired woman finished, she pushed the cloth down
her body and stepped out of it.


Arthur
gasped when she saw Morgana in her underclothes and again when the former
princess unlaced those and bared her breasts to the blonde.


Morgana
smiled at Arthur’s reaction, liking the blonde’s flustered twitching. “Don’t
look away.” She said when Arthur did just that. “I want you to see me.”


Arthur
sneaked a peek but looked away. “This isn’t proper.”


Morgana
smirked as Arthur shifted nervously on her feet. “Feeling something are we?
Maybe there’s something hard between your legs?”


Arthur
glared at her and down at her chest before looking away.


Morgana
laughed out loud. She knew she was a beautiful woman, fit and with curves in
all the right places. Her breasts were both large and pert; something she knew
incited most men and quite a few females.


Arthur
wasn’t immune to them.


Morgana
moved forward, stopping in front of Arthur before she reached down and grabbed
the other woman’s hands, moving them to her breasts.


Arthur
gasped.


“I’ve
lied to you before.” Morgana said, not letting Arthur take her hands away,
making the blonde touch her as she so obviously wanted.


“What
do you mean?” The king of Camelot asked, voice rough. She looked into Morgana’s
blue eyes and tried to ignore what her hands were touching.


“You
don’t need to just use what I gave you.” Morgana leaned forward and whispered
at Arthur’s ear. “It needs to be with the one who cast the spell. I wanted to
see your face after you’ve fucked your wife with your new cock and it didn’t
vanished.”


“We
can’t do this.” Arthur said, looking at Morgana’s eyes. “I can’t do this to
you; treat you like some kind of harlot.”


Morgana
smiled sadly for a moment. “That ship has sailed a long time ago, my king. How
do you think I learnt that spell?”


“Nimue.”
Arthur growled. “What did she do to you?”


Morgana
poised her hand against Arthur’s face, carefully caressing it. “Nimue taught me
many things, some of them because I asked; others because she demanded payment.
What matters is that I know these things.”


One
of her hands slid down Arthur’s body and pressed against the blonde’s groin.


Arthur
gasped.


“And
I know what I want to happen next.” The dark haired witch finished.


They
eyed each other before Morgana leaned forward and kissed Arthur. Their soft
lips pressed against each other and their tongues warred.


Arthur
couldn’t help but put her hands against Morgana’s back, pulling the other woman
against her, pressing their bodies together. She could feel Morgana’s breasts
against her doublet and moaned, thinking about the feel of them on her hands.


Morgana
herself wasn’t better. 


She
felt a fire in her heart like she hadn’t in a long time. Part of her was
surprised she could feel something like this for Arthur, but one of Nimue’s
sayings came to her mind – that hate and love were two sides of the same coin.


The
rest of Morgana’s underclothes didn’t remain on her body for long, leaving her
naked under Arthur’s watchful gaze. 


After,
it was Arthur’s turn to be disrobed, and Morgana took great pleasure in baring
the blonde’s body. 


It
was slow and their mouths were never apart from each other’s for long. 


Once
Arthur’s chest was uncovered, Morgana leaned forward and pressed her breasts
against the blonde’s. 


Arthur
moaned and kissed her harder, her hands tightening around Morgana. After a
minute they separated, lips swollen with passion.


Morgana
looked into Arthur’s eyes and for one moment she was lost in them, before she
smiled and gave Arthur’s lips a kiss. Then she glided down the blonde’s body,
until she kneeled before the king of Camelot.


“What
are you doing?” Arthur asked, hesitantly. She wanted to pull Morgana up and
kiss her again, feel her against her body.


Morgana
smiled and reached for Arthur’s trousers, unbuttoning them.


Arthur
swallowed but let her do it, watching as Morgana relieved her of her pants and
then her underpants. Her new cock – the fruit of Morgana’s spell – jumped to
attention, almost hitting the dark haired witch on the face.


The
former princess laughed and grabbed the cock with her hand, her grip tight. She
started stroking it, slowly, moving her hand up and down.


Arthur
closed her eyes and resisted the urge to moan.


Morgana
pumped her hand a few times, watching Arthur’s reaction before she leaned
forward and kissed the reddened tip of the king’s cock.


The
blonde’s eyes flared open and she looked startled at the kneeling witch, her
hands clenching with the need to grab Morgana’s face and thrust into her mouth.


The
other woman saw the look and smirked, letting her tongue taste Arthur’s prick.


She
swirled her tongue around the cock’s head, slowly, feeling it getting even
harder. Morgana could taste Arthur’s pre-cum and made sure to communicate her
enjoyment of it by moaning loudly, until she saw the blonde’s legs shake.


Arthur
poised her hands on Morgana’s head, stopping her in place for a few moments.
“Morgana…” She started, but the other woman started moving again and she got
quiet.


The
former princess took Arthur’s prick into her mouth and let her lust take the
better of her. She started sucking with abandon, her mouth greedy, her lips wrapped
tight around the warm flesh and all sense of decorum lost.


Arthur
could only moan and move her hips forward, thrusting into the witch’s mouth.


The
dark haired woman let her, using her hands to study Arthur’s body. 


The
magic cock had displaced Arthur’s clit, the little nub moving to the base of
the new appendage. That was where Morgana focused her attentions now. 


The
former princess touched the bundle of nerves, one finger pressing hard against
it. Arthur shouted her pleasure out loud and her motions became more frantic.


Morgana
smiled and slowed the pace of her bobbing head, wanting to prolong the blonde’s
pleasure for as long as she could. At the same time, she let one finger glide
down until it touched Arthur’s opening, coating it in the blonde’s wetness
before she pushed against her slit.


Arthur
clenched her pussy as she felt Morgana’s finger probing her, not knowing how to
react. It the end it didn’t matter – Morgana didn’t give her a choice. The
witch’s finger glided in easily and then she hooked it inside Arthur’s flesh
and pulled back.


Arthur
came, wetness gushing from her pussy and cock spilling its seed into Morgana’s
willing mouth.


The
witch moaned as she tasted Arthur’s cum and swallowed, head bobbing faster than
before, trying to milk the warm cock in her mouth before it disappeared.


Arthur
didn’t know how she remained standing throughout her orgasm. She knew her hands
on Morgana’s head helped, but even then it was a struggle.


She
could feel the witch’s mouth working on her, seemingly trying to drink her and
she could feel something else, a strange feeling that she latter realized was
her prick becoming smaller and smaller as it unraveled, until it was too small
and Morgana couldn’t keep it in her mouth.


Arthur
shuddered and moved back, her body returned to normal, but her mind addled with
the pleasure she had felt.


She
looked at Morgana and saw a small patch of white on the corner of the witch’s
mouth, but Morgana’s tongue licked it away. Arthur moaned as she realized that
had been some seed from her spelled cock.


The
blonde had to lean back against the wall, her eyes fixed on Morgana.


“Enjoyed
your first orgasm?” Morgana asked, smirking as her hands moved to her chest and
she started playing with herself.


Arthur
became distracted with the sight for a few moments before she replied. “I
shouldn’t have done that.”


Morgana
smiled. “Why not; we both wanted it and enjoyed it. What harm is there in it?”


“You’re
a lady.” Arthur said straightening, resisting the urge to cover herself. “And
I’m married.”


Morgana’s
smirk, when it came, was distinguishably devious. “There are some many things I
could tell you about your marriage, but I’ll refrain for now. You’re a king,
Arthur, no one will stop you from having a mistress, and no one will think it
strange. Every other king does it.”


Arthur
didn’t look convinced and Morgana sighed, before she got up and moved towards
the blonde.


She
smiled when she noticed Arthur’s eyes looking down at her breasts. The other
woman didn’t resist when she pressed herself against her body.


Morgana
kissed Arthur’s throat, her arms surrounding the blonde and hugging her. When
she spoke she did so by murmuring at Arthur’s ear, her voice edged with her
lust. “You’re the king, behave as it and take what you want.”


Arthur
resisted for some moments before she gave in and kissed Morgana, her hands
cupping the dark haired woman’s buttocks and pressing them tighter together.


Morgana
grinned into the kiss, before she gestured for the small cot where she slept
the night. They moved towards it and Morgana made Arthur lie down, before she
climbed atop the blonde.


Arthur
swallowed as Morgana straddled her, the witch’s breasts bared to her sight. She
resisted the temptation to reach out and grab them, but Morgana knew her better
than that and picked her hands, putting them against her mounds.


The
former princess moaned at the touch and let her own hands reach down and caress
Arthur’s breasts, startling the blonde with the motion. She smiled down at the
King of Camelot and then kissed her, her mouth dominating Arthur’s without
difficulty.


The
blonde let her, enjoying the witch’s motion too much to care. 


After
a moment’s pause Morgana started gliding down her body, and Arthur swallowed,
not quite knowing what the other woman was going to do – but knowing she was
going to enjoy it.


Morgana
paused with her mouth above Arthur’s core, looking right at the blonde’s eyes.
She smirked, leaned down and licked Arthur’s slit from bottom to top in one wet
swipe of her tongue, making the blonde shudder in pleasure.


Arthur
couldn’t resist. 


She
moaned as the former princess licked her, the other woman’s tongue entering her
and tasting, while fingers teased her clit and nether lips.


She
put her hands on Morgana’s head, pushing the woman down. She wanted to come, to
feel the same pleasure she had felt when Morgana’s mouth had brought her to
orgasm a few minutes before.


Morgana
knew it and let the pressure build, reaching down and letting her tongue enter
Arthur as far as it could, until she felt like she could taste Arthur’s
pleasure. Then she withdrew, slowly, hearing Arthur’s moans of complaint.


“Don’t
worry.” She said, meeting Arthur’s eyes.  She shook the bracelet Arthur put on
her pulse the day before, the one that blocked her powers. “Take it off; I want
to spell you again.”


Even
through the maze of pleasure Morgana had put her in, Arthur hesitated, but then
she grabbed the bracelet and took it off.


For
one moment Morgana felt like the most powerful person in the world. Arthur
didn’t have Excalibur with her and Morgana had her full powers back; the King
of Camelot was at her complete mercy.


She
smirked and moved up Arthur’s body, until she stood face to face with the
blonde. Then she kissed her, spelling her again.


The
two of them watched as Arthur slowly grew a cock once again, the appendage
standing tall and erect.


Morgana
smirked at the woman beneath her and then passed one of her legs over Arthur’s
body, positioning herself so that her sex was above the hard prick.


Arthur
looked at Morgana’s eyes, simply watching as the dark haired witch let herself
slowly move down. She moaned when Morgana’s nether lips touched the head of her
cock.


The
former princess grabbed Arthur’s member and steadied it, before she let herself
sink down, feeling great pleasure as the hard flesh passed through her nether
lips and entered her.


Bit
by bit, Arthur’s prick advanced through her depths, until she felt her inner
thighs hitting the blonde’s body.


Morgana
moaned, almost pained. 


This
cock was bigger than the one she had spelled before, almost too big, yet
Morgana loved it anyway and her eyes fluttered close as she started to move up
and down.


Arthur
moaned as Morgana started riding her, seeing her cock disappear into the
witch’s body and reappear when the dark haired woman moved.


Once
she got used to the sensations she reached up and grabbed Morgana’s waist,
steading their bodies, making their motions faster and more controlled.


Morgana
would move up until only the tip of Arthur’s prick remained inside of her and
then she would sink down, filling her cunt once again.


Sweat
adorned their bodies and moans escaped from their mouths. Morgana grabbed her
breasts and crushed them together, trying to feel one more smitten of pleasure,
something that made it possibly for her to reach that peak and orgasm.


Soon
enough Morgana started to feel it, as Arthur started to thrust her hips against
her, fucking her with all her strength.


They
came at the same time, Morgana’s pussy tightening painfully around Arthur’s
appendage and the blonde moaning as she was engulfed by Morgana’s warmth.
Arthur’s cock exploded, releasing its seed inside the dark haired woman.


The
two of them laid against one another afterwards, their breasts pressed
together, Morgana’s mouth close to Arthur’s throat. They stayed still for the
most part, enjoying their afterglow.


Eventually
Morgana started kissing Arthur, starting with a peck on the lips and moving to
kiss the woman’s throat and collarbone, making the blonde moan in pleasure.


Morgana
felt sore, her pussy raw from Arthur’s thrusts, but she didn’t care about it –
she wanted to keep kissing the woman beneath her, to take her in her arms and own
her.


Arthur
kissed her back, putting her arms around Morgana and pressing their bodies together,
until the dark haired witch settled back, once again, on her place atop
Arthur’s body.


“Did
you like it?” Morgana asked her tone mischievous.


Arthur
laughed – something she hadn’t done in a long time. She looked at Morgana’s
eyes, her joy shinning through. “Yes, I’ve never felt something so amazing.”


“Good.”
Morgana said, before she settled her head atop Arthur’s chest, looking so much
like a bedraggled cat that Arthur laughed again.


Arthur
stayed like that until the sun was shining on her face. She tried to move but
Morgana’s dead weight didn’t let her.


When
she focused on the other woman’s face she realized Morgana was sleeping and
after some thought she decided to let her and remained like that. 


People
would speak, once it was known that she had spent the morning with Morgana, and
she wouldn’t fool herself – people would find out, especially seeing as the two
of them were startling loud.


But
right then, in that moment, Arthur didn’t care and she left herself fall asleep
with her lover’s body atop of her.


 


 


 







 




Chapter 3


 


Morgana
couldn’t help but think it was amusing how someone’s life could change so
quickly.


In
less than a month she went from being a wanted criminal, a dangerous sorceress
ruthlessly pursued by the Kingdom of Camelot, to the mistress of the king of
said kingdom and being treated like a queen.


Citizens
nodded their heads at her wherever she went; she had two knights always
accompanying her, serving as her guides and bodyguards.


People
respected her.


Or
at least they feared her enough it seemed like it – both for her magic and her proximity
to Arthur.


Her
relationship with the blonde had turned out to be different from what Morgana
might have thought. She believed Arthur would regret what she had done and try
to end their affair, but the blonde surprised her and acknowledged her
publicly. 


Everyone
on Camelot knew Morgana was their king’s mistress.


The
dark haired witch sighed as she looked around. 


She
was standing in one of Camelot’s gardens, a place of savage beauty with flowers
and fruit trees all around her, her guards standing some distance away, letting
her gaze around one of her preferred places as a child.


She
missed Arthur. 


It
was ironic in a way; they had been together that same morning, but Morgana
missed her all the same. She was starting to realize she felt more than just
lust for the blonde.


Morgana
had to resign herself to seat down and wait for Arthur to come to her; she
didn’t know anyone she could call her friend in the city – it was lonely in a
way, but then that was the life she chose.


A
commotion some time later forced to pay attention to her surroundings, and
Morgana watched as a dark haired woman, dressed in an impressive golden dress
passed by her guards without a glance, leaving her own attendants with them.


Morgana
smirked. 


It
seemed that after some weeks, Arthur’s wife had finally decided to confront
her.


Guinevere
stopped a few feet away from Morgana and glared at the witch.


The
other woman replied by letting her gaze take in Guinevere’s figure, eyes slowly
roving over the queen’s body.


Guinevere
was beautiful, with long dark curly hair and a pale complexion. Her lips were
ruby red and her eyes green, her figure fit and curvaceous. 


Morgana
figured Arthur’s wife was about her age and once she really focused on it, she
realized that wasn’t where their similarities ended – the two of them could
almost be mistaken for sisters; their faces had similar cuts to it, only their
eyes and forms were different.


The
witch prided herself in the fact she was taller than Guinevere.


When
the silence stretched between them, she smirked. “Is there something I can do
for you, my queen?”


Guinevere’s
mouth tightened. “You can leave my husband alone, sorceress.”


Morgana
laughed. “You must be mistaken, my lady, Arthur is the one who comes to me, not
the opposite.”


The
witch could see Guinevere clenching her fists and resisted the urge to gloat.
Arthur’s wife couldn’t harm her in anyway and it might be fun to play with her,
or at least it was certainly better than being bored out of her mind. 


“She
only goes to you because you did something to her, somehow enchanted her with
your powers.” The queen of Camelot said, her tone calmer than her words would
suggest. “Undo it, or when Merlin returns he will destroy you.”


Morgana’s
answering smirk was cruel. “I didn’t have to use my magic to seduce Arthur. She
was quite willing to play with me once I showed her I wanted to; almost as if
she had never done that before.”


Guinevere
reddened, anger coloring her face.


“I
wonder why that was.” Morgana continued, knowing she had the other woman on the
ropes. “Maybe her wife isn’t paying her any attention?”


“You
have no right to interfere with my relationship with Arthur. It’s none of your
business.” Guinevere said through her gritted teeth.


“Or
maybe…” Morgana continued, as if the other woman hadn’t spoken. “It’s because
you spent all your time with that dashing knight. What is his name?”


Guinevere
paled.


“Lancelot,
isn’t it?” Morgana finished, smiling cruelly.


“How…”
Guinevere started, her voice fading away before she finished.


“How
do you think I managed to run for so long?” Morgana asked, turning her back on
the other woman and starting to walk. Guinevere followed her reluctantly. “I
have spies in your kingdom, people who always warned me when Arthur was close
to me. She must have realized it, because I had no warning this time.”


“You
can’t tell her.” Guinevere said, almost pleading.


The
dark haired witch smirked. “I won’t … if you behave. I was quite surprised when
my spies told me of your activities; I figured Arthur would have a prude for a
wife and not someone who would fuck her knights.”


Morgana
moved towards her quarters – she was living in one of the towers of Camelot’s
main castle – and Guinevere followed, hesitant and afraid of what was to come.


Their
guards stopped at the entrance to the tower, Morgana ordering them to stand
down. When they hesitated, Guinevere nodded and they followed the witch’s
orders.


Guinevere
followed Morgana up the stairs and into the woman’s bedroom, her steps light
and insecure. She was afraid, knowing the other woman could destroy her with a
few words in Arthur’s ear, and afraid of whatever Morgana had planned for her.


“I
think it’s amusing you came to warn me away from Arthur when you’re having an
affair as well. Why was that?” Morgana asked, seating herself on her bed and
looking at Guinevere.


The
Queen of Camelot remained standing, fidgeting under Morgana’s blue eyes, and
shrugged.


Morgana’s
eyes narrowed and she leaned forward, and then laughed. “You’re jealous.”


Her
voice was amused and Guinevere couldn’t help but bristling at it. “Of course I
am. Arthur’s my spouse.”


“And
yet, you’re cheating on her.” Morgana pointed out.


Guinevere
looked away. 


She
wasn’t proud of her betrayal, but Lancelot had comforted her when she was alone
and confused. It was easy to love him, unlike Arthur whose heart, most often
than not, was as hard as a rock.


Morgana’s
eyes widened and she laughed again. “You love Arthur, but she doesn’t touch
you, does she? She leaves you alone at night, cold and unfulfilled. You wanted
more and Lancelot gave it to you.”


Guinevere
opened her mouth to deny it, but then closed it, knowing Morgana was right. She
bit her lip, thinking about some way to make the other woman keep quiet about
her discovery.


Morgana
looked at Guinevere with pity, startling herself for one moment.


The
other woman made her remember the months before her wedding, when Morgana
believed she would live a loveless and lonely life with a person that did not
care for her.


Almost
without thinking about it, she moved and faced the queen of Camelot.


Guinevere
startled as Morgana caressed her face, her hand soft and gentle. 


“Do
you want to know how I seduced Arthur?” Morgana asked her voice barely more than
a whisper.


Guinevere
nodded shyly, unnerved by the other woman’s attitude.


“I
did it with a kiss.” Morgana continued, leaning forward and giving a peck on
Guinevere’s lips. “Kind of like this.”


The
young queen resisted the urge to lean back from the witch’s grasp, afraid of
how Morgana would react to it. She didn’t know what to do.


Morgana
knew she was bothering Guinevere and was amused by it. “But her kiss had
something extra, something she enjoyed a great deal; something magical.”


Those
words were enough for Guinevere to waken from the almost trance Morgana had on
her.


She
moved backwards, trying to gain some distance from the other woman, never
taking her eyes of Morgana. “So you did use magic to seduce Arthur.”


“No.”
Morgana said, shaking her head. “What my magic did was allow her an easier way
to show her appreciation for me. It just gave her a cock for a bit.”


Guinevere
needed several seconds to understand the other woman’s words. “What?”


Morgana
nodded at the Queen’s stupefied look. “The only thing I did was give Arthur a
cock, the rest was on her.”


“This
is ridiculous.” Guinevere said, turning her back on the witch and moving
towards the door. “I’m not going to hear more of it.”


She
grasped the door’s knob and tried to open it, but it was looked.


Guinevere
turned to Morgana and found the other woman smirking. “Unlock it.”


Morgana
didn’t reply and started undressing. 


Guinevere
looked away.


She
feared the witch’s intentions, knowing she wouldn’t be able to resist Morgana’s
magic if the other woman decided to use it. The young queen thought about running
towards the window and scream for help, but they were too high and people might
not hear her – and she didn’t want to see what Morgana would do to her then.


The
queen couldn’t help but shudder as she heard Morgana’s heavy dress fall to the
ground and her eyes flitted over the other woman, finding her completely naked.


Morgana
smiled at Guinevere and then, in front of the woman’s startled eyes, she
spelled herself, making a cock grow – much like the one Arthur had sported
previously.


Guinevere
opened her mouth and closed it without saying anything, confused. Had Morgana
been telling the truth before? She knew magic could do almost anything, but she
never imagined someone would use it for something like that.


When
the young queen realized she had spent the past half-minute with her eyes glued
to Morgana’s new appendage, she looked away, embarrassed.


Morgana
used the other woman’s consternation to deliver her point home. “This is how I
seduced her. I gave her a cock and then willingly let her sate her lust on me.”
The witch said, moving towards Arthur’s wife.


Guinevere
watched her come, Morgana’s cock swinging from side to side in an almost
hypnotic manner. When the witch stopped a foot away from her, Guinevere looked
up at Morgana’s amused face. She reddened.


Morgana
caressed Guinevere’s face once again. “There’s no reason for us to be enemies.”
She said with her voice low, inciting. “We can be the best of friends, the two
of us.”


Guinevere
hesitated. “Why should I be your friend?”


Morgana
smiled. “Because I’ll give you want you want. I’ll make Arthur capable of
making love to you as you always desired; because if we are friends, I don’t
have to tell Arthur about your dalliances with Lancelot. And because you’ll
enjoy it.” The witch finished, leaning forward and kissing Guinevere on the
mouth. 


Her
lips barely touched the queen’s and then she leaned back.


Guinevere
looked uncertain. She wanted Arthur – she had always wanted the other woman,
even as she was right now, but the blonde had never let her near.


Morgana
was offering her deepest wish and Guinevere was tempted, but she was afraid it
was a trap, that the witch would use this to destroy her and assume her place
at Arthur’s side.


Morgana
saw her indecision and gave her a push, knowing anything could change the
outcome of this conversation. “Kneel.” She whispered, her voice making the
queen’s knees weak.


Guinevere
did as she said and knelt. 


She
was tired of being afraid, of always risking being discovered with Lancelot
when she didn’t truly love him. All she wanted was Arthur and Morgana was
offering her on a plate. 


She
would take a leap of faith and hope the witch wasn’t tricking her – she couldn’t
continue living like this. 


Guinevere
opened her eyes and faced Morgana’s cock.


The
witch smiled, feeling her member hardening under Guinevere’s watchful eyes, and
with one hand she started caressing Guinevere’s hair, trying to soothe the
young queen at the same time she slowly guided her forward.


Guinevere
didn’t resist and found herself face to face with the witch’s hard prick. It
was large and thick, bigger than Lancelot’s, yet strangely smooth, its skin
soft and delicate.


The
kneeling woman tightened her hand around it and stroked, slowly, watching as
Morgana inhaled deeply at her touch. The witch was clearly enjoying the
attention and Guinevere found herself a little more confident.


Guinevere
licked her lips in anticipation and leaned forward, watching as more blood was
pumped into the hard flesh, before she engulfed it with her mouth.


She
loved the taste of cock – had since the first time she had kneeled in front of
Lancelot and taken him into her mouth – and she couldn’t help but hate herself for
it, especially when Morgana moaned and grasped unto her hair.


She
was the queen of Camelot, she should be the one in a position of strength and
yet she found herself on her knees sucking the cock of the woman that was
threatening to take over her life. She didn’t want Morgana to enjoy this as
much as she obviously was, but most of all Guinevere didn’t want to enjoy this
as much as she was.


She
could feel her thighs quivering, her pussy getting wet. When her tongue touched
the prick’s head she had to resist the urge to moan – the taste was too good.


Morgana
noticed it and smirked in reply, while trying to control her breath, her
breasts heaving with every inhalation, sweat adorning her body. Guinevere’s
mouth felt too good, the queen’s lips wrapped tightly around her cock as she
bobbed her head back and forth.


The
witch fisted her hands in Guinevere’s hair, controlling the other woman’s
motions, slowing down their rhythm. She wanted to prolong her pleasure for as
long as she could and she wanted to show the queen who was in charge.


Guinevere
had to stop herself from gagging when Morgana started to thrust her hips,
sinking her cock into the depths of her mouth.


The
witch was methodical, thrusting, never letting her prick linger for long in
Guinevere’s throat, careful not to stop the queen’s breathing, before she moved
back until the cock’s head reached Guinevere’s lips.


Guinevere
lost herself on the task of pleasing Morgana, her tongue swirling around the
woman’s member, her hands wandering over the witch’s body, her touch
light-feathered, caressing Morgana’s skin.


When
she realized that the witch still possessed a pussy beneath her cock, she
couldn’t help herself and explored it, her motions eager. She touched Morgana’s
nether lips and found them wet, slick, almost pulsing with the blood that
thundered trough them.


Her
fingers pushed against the other woman’s opening, easily sliding in, and
Morgana tightened her grip around the queen’s head. 


When
the other woman didn’t do anything to stop her, Guinevere started moving the
fingers, in and out, slowly and faster, trying to keep a random rhythm,
something that Morgana couldn’t predict.


It
worked and after a minute Morgana’s motions had become erratic, her pleasure
obvious to all to see. Moans left her mouth and she couldn’t help but thrust
her hips forward, harshly, her prick sliding all the way into Guinevere’s
mouth.


The
young queen widened her eyes as she found her throat blocked by Morgana’s hard flesh,
but a moment after the witch came, her seed exploding from her cock. Guinevere
found herself swallowing the white cum.


Morgana
shuddered throughout her orgasm, resisting the urge to let her shaking legs
fold and fall to the ground. 


When
her cock stopped twitching and it started to recede, she leaned back from
Guinevere, letting the young queen get her bearings.


Guinevere
could taste Morgana’s cock in her mouth and she looked up at the other woman,
ashamed and uncertain after how eagerly she had pleased the witch.


Morgana
smiled and the laughed out loud. “That was the best blowjob I’ve had in a good
while – ever since Nimue.”


The
other woman blushed and looked away.


Morgana
shook her head. “No, don’t do that. Come here.” She said, gesturing with her
hand for Guinevere to come forward.


The
young queen hesitated, but rose from her position and moved towards the witch.


“We
need to get you ready; we can’t make love like this.” Morgana said gently,
starting to undress Guinevere. The woman let her, and soon enough her clothes
hit the ground, much like Morgana’s had done earlier.


Guinevere
couldn’t help but shudder as the witch touched her, her body too tense, so
excited that a caress was enough to make her moan.


Morgana
smiled and positioned herself behind the other woman, carefully brushing
Guinevere’s hair aside and kissing her neck, seeing as goose bumps appeared on
the queen’s skin.


Guinevere
was docile and didn’t offer resistance to any of Morgana’s caresses, not when
the woman cupped her buttocks or when Morgana’s fingers grabbed her breasts and
squished them together.


The
young queen only reacted when Morgana’s hand stopped over her core and the
witch probed her nether lips, pushing a finger inside of her.


After
some moments, Morgana made Guinevere turn around, taking the queen into her
arms and kissing her, her mouth overpowering the other woman’s defenses,
claiming the queen’s mouth for her own.


Morgana
pushed the other woman until they fell atop the bed, Guinevere trembling with
need underneath Morgana’s body.


The
young queen moaned when Morgana kissed her, not hearing the sound of the room’s
door opening, or the steps, as Arthur entered the room.


The
blonde froze, her mind needing a couple of seconds to process the sight of the
two women on the bed.


Morgana
turned and looked right at her. 


She
had felt the other woman come and was ready to receive her. With a touch to the
shoulder she called Guinevere’s attention to their spectator.


When
Guinevere saw Arthur at the door she froze, suddenly afraid of what was going
to happen. The blonde had never been harsh or cruel with her, but she didn’t
know if the other woman would forgive a betrayal like this.


Arthur
looked from one woman to the other, mouth opening and closing, nothing escaping
from it.


Morgana
smiled and got up from the bed, strutting towards the king of Camelot, her hips
calling for attention. When she reached the blonde she smiled and kissed her,
her tongue slipping into the king’s mouth, claiming it for her own.


She
used the opportunity spell Arthur, and the blonde reacted as she felt the
magical cock she used to play with Morgana grow between her thighs.


Arthur
knew Morgana was trying to distract her, incite her lust and make it easier to
accept what she was seeing. For one moment she was tempted to accept.


“What
is this?” She asked voice loud.


On
the bed, Guinevere flinched and tried to cover herself, but Morgana knew what
to do to defuse the situation. The witch wrapped her naked body around Arthur,
kissing the blonde’s throat, pressing her breasts against Arthur’s arm.


“Your
wife came to me,” Morgana started, her voice rough with the edge of lust. “She
was worried, saying you’ve never touched her and asking if I could help her
with that.”


Arthur
looked askance at Morgana, knowing the witch wasn’t telling the truth, but
letting her continue anyway.


“So
I decided to help her and we prepared a gift for you.” The witch continued,
indicating the bed and the naked woman atop of it. “But then we got lonely and
decided to play without you. Will you punish us for that?”


Morgana’s
voice got lower and she pressed her hand against Arthur’s groin, gripping the
blonde’s hard cock through her trousers.


Arthur
tried to resist but her lust got the better of her. She grabbed Morgana and
kissed the dark haired witch, feeling the woman’s hands roving over her chest,
starting to undress her.


Piece
by piece, Arthur’s clothes fell, until she stood as naked as the two other
women in the room, her cock hard and erect, calling for Morgana’s and
Guinevere’s attention.


Morgana
grabbed the member with her hand and used it to drag Arthur towards Guinevere.


Arthur’s
wife saw the two of them come and resisted the urge to swallow.


When
the two arrived near Guinevere, Morgana grasped the queen’s hair and forced her
to lean down and face Arthur’s prick.


Guinevere
couldn’t help but glance up, finding Arthur’s gaze focused on her and her
mouth. She smiled and let her tongue escape from her mouth, licking the head of
the cock, tasting the pre-cum she found there, before she took the warm flesh
into her mouth.


Arthur
moaned, feeling her wife’s tongue swirl around her cock, Guinevere’s motions
eager. She put her on Guinevere’s head and controlled the woman’s motions,
making her suck the flesh at a slower pace. 


The
blonde looked briefly at Morgana, seeing the witch atop the bed, her hands
between her thighs, coaxing pleasure from her own cunt.


When
the witch realized Arthur was watching, she moved forward and joined the other
two women.


Morgana
waited until she saw that Arthur stood near the edge, before she made Guinevere
stop and lay on the bed. She made the young queen spread her thighs, inviting
Arthur to come to them.


Arthur
did, slowly climbing into the bed and positioning herself between her wife’s
legs, her cock ready to plunder Guinevere.


Guinevere’s
and Arthur’s gazes crossed, both women flushing a little as they focused on one
another, before Arthur leaned down and kissed her wife, her hands roving over
the dark haired woman’s body, touching Guinevere’s breasts and abs, flitting
over her legs.


With
a gentle nudge, Guinevere directed Arthur’s cock, pressing it against her
opening, waiting for the blonde to initiate their lovemaking.


They
exchanged looks once again and without taking her eyes of Guinevere’s green
ones, Arthur thrust forward, feeling her cock enter the other woman for the
first time, Guinevere’s cunt tightening around her warm flesh.


Guinevere
moaned and put her legs around Arthur’s waist, imprisoning the blonde against
her as the king of Camelot started moving her hips back and forth, thrusting.


For
one moment they forgot about Morgana, who just watched from the side as the two
other women made love to each other.


She
saw Arthur’s cock moving in and out of Guinevere, the brunette moaning with
every motion, the blonde closing her eyes and simply enjoying the pleasure
Guinevere’s willing cunt brought her.


Eventually
the witch tired of being alone and moved forward, touching both Arthur and
Guinevere, letting her hands rove all over the other women’s bodies. 


She
touched their legs, their breasts, their buttocks and cunts, nothing was denied
to her, Arthur smirking, while Guinevere could only moan.


The
blonde continued driving herself into Guinevere, moving back and forth, again
and again.


Morgana
smiled seeing that and then smirked down at Guinevere.


The
queen of Camelot had her eyes closed, biting her lips as she let Arthur fuck
her, and didn’t see the smirk. So she was taken by surprise when Morgana put
one of her knees beside her head.


Guinevere
opened her eyes to find Morgana perched above her, the witch’s sex bared in
front of her mouth.


Morgana
grabbed Guinevere’s hair and pulled, guiding the young queen towards her pussy.


Guinevere
didn’t resist and let Morgana control her. She couldn’t help but inhale deeply
when she neared the witch’s sex, smelling her fragrance, her essence. Slowly,
her tongue escaped from her mouth and she licked Morgana’s opening from top to
bottom, making the woman shudder in pleasure.


Morgana
shifted her hips slightly, spreading herself and making it easier for Guinevere
to access her core, while her hands busied themselves with her breasts,
caressing them, playing with the nipples.


Arthur
slowed down her pace and watched as her wife pleased Morgana with her mouth,
finding the sight incredibly arousing. 


She
tried to keep her motions slow, but it was too hard especially once Morgana
started screaming out loud, near the throes of orgasm.


Arthur
started moving faster, feeling her cock sliding into Guinevere’s depths, the
sound of flesh on flesh exciting her even more.


It
was too much for any regular human to resist. 


Morgana
came first and like a domino her orgasm brought down low Arthur and Guinevere,
the other two women coming as well, Arthur’s cock exploding inside of
Guinevere, releasing its seed.


For
her part – when she came – Guinevere muffled her screams by drowning herself in
Morgana’s juices, licking the witch’s pussy and tasting her wetness, holding
her pleasure in the back of her throat.


Afterwards
they lay in a pile of limbs on the bed, Arthur between the two dark haired
women.


The
king of Camelot couldn’t imagine what would come from this, but as she looked
from Morgana’s naked body to Guinevere’s she found she didn’t much care.


A
moment later Morgana reached out, kissed her and Arthur felt a new prick starting
to grow from between her hips.


Yes,
this could definitively work.


 


 


 


 







 




Epilogue


 


The
first thing Merlin thought when he returned to Camelot was that everyone had become
insane.


In
three short months, Morgana had been captured and became Arthur’s lover,
supposedly waiting for the king’s bastard child – and it wasn’t just her.
Guinevere was also pregnant.


There
were also rumors that the dark haired witch and the queen of Camelot were best
friends.


Merlin
couldn’t help but wonder what kind of magic Morgana had used to bend the minds
of so many people – Arthur included – somehow bypassing the defenses Excalibur
granted the young king, but he certain he could fix the situation.


A
few hours later and Merlin wasn’t sure about which deity he had offended,
because nothing made sense anymore.


Morgana
hadn’t enchanted Arthur – at least not by the use of magic; her feminine wiles
were another matter completely – and Guinevere was perfectly fine with it.


The
old wizard couldn’t help but shake his head. He supposed something good had
come out of the situation – Arthur was happier than he had ever seen her, and
the fact she would have, in a few months, two possible heirs to the kingdom was
a good new.


He
just wasn’t sure if he wanted to know how that happened.


The end


 


Liked
it? Then please review, either in amazon.com or amazon.co.uk. A little feedback can
help me greatly improve my writing and I can keep working on things you like.
You can also contact me at julie_law@outlook.com, and tell me what you
liked (or hated) about my short story.
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Ice Queen


(Futanari Erotica Fairy
Tales)


Katya
had an almost perfect life. She was a princess, had parents who cared for her
and a little sister she loved with all her heart but it all came crashing down
the day Tatiana got sick.


She
became desperate, trying to find out some way to save her sister, but she
failed, until she contacted the Ice Queen. Unfortunately the cure had a price –
Katya herself. That day she sacrificed herself for her little sister.


She
just couldn’t have known what her sacrifice would lead to or that it would be
as pleasurable as the Ice Queen made it, but in the end it was for the best.


Ice
Queen is a book in the Futanari Erotica Fairy Tales series. Features futanari
(dickgirl) sex, breeding (impregnation), futa on female and magical
transformation. For adults only!


Amazon.com  Amazon.co.uk


 





Rapunzel and Red Riding
Hood


(Futanari Erotica Fairy
Tales)


Ruby
ran from her past for a long time, ignoring her memories and fears, trying to
hide from the wolves that always followed her. It didn’t work and she found
herself near death, escaping only by finding a stone tower in the middle of the
woods and the woman inside.


And
yet, she couldn’t escape from her fate, not matter how much she wanted to, and
Rapunzel could only help her fight it, especially when a vengeful goddess came
to them for her due.


Has
futa on female, impregnation, futa on futa, transformation, knotting, and
werewolves. 


Amazon.com  Amazon.co.uk


 


 





Cinderella


(Futanari Erotica Fairy
Tales)


Cinderella’s
life took a turn for the worse after her father’s death. Where before she had a
life of a princess, with all the riches and comfort she desired, now she was
treated as a servant, forced to clean, cook and sew for her step-family. 


Her
life only improved when she found something about herself, something she
realized wasn't normal – and it improved because her stepsisters decided to
make good use of what lay between her legs. 


Has
futa on female, lesbian threesome. 


Amazon.com  Amazon.co.uk
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