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The Conjurer, the Curse, and the Clone
Harem


“It won’t go down! Flux, what am I going to do? I’m giving
the lecture in 10 minutes; I can’t walk in there with an obvious
stiffie!” Alexander paced back and forth, aghast at the bulging
tent in his pants. The motion made it bob from side to
side.

“Why not? Would anyone care?” Alice was the
only spectator to Alexander’s frustration (and his erection), and
she hardly thought it important enough to look up from the book in
her lap. They occupied a small room behind the auditorium, one of
many such in the Academy; full of scrolls, crystals, and—in this
case—a little sofa that she had commandeered. 

“I would care! It’s unbecoming.
Unprofessional. Unbearable.”

“Go jerk off then. I won’t tell.”

“You know it’s not that simple,” Alexander
said, through gritted teeth.

“And whose fault is that?”

“It was one time, Alice! How was I supposed
to know casting a virility spell would be that
tricky?”

“From your studies, I suppose. You always were
the clever one.” Alice shrugged and put her book away. “Fine. Drop
your pants.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“You heard me.” She stripped off her own as if
it were the most natural thing in the world, scarcely breaking eye
contact as she did so. “Or are you no longer in a
hurry?”

Alexander trembled, frozen to the spot. While
his colleague appeared in control of her gaze, he was not;
instantly, he was drawn to that sweet triangle of white cotton
between her legs that so hugged the shape of her sex. Her fingers
played over her slender hips, tugging at the string of her
panties. 

“I never knew you to hesitate so,
my dearest.” Alice rose from her seat, stalking towards him. “Where
is that decisive action? I know you must quench the fire of your
loins in a wet and willing cunt. So use mine.” The last word was a
whisper in Alexander’s ear, and it did absolutely
nothing to rescue him
from being a sweating, shuddering mess.

Alice’s
panties hit the floor. To Alexander, the impact was as significant
as if a great bell had fallen from a church tower. Especially as he
felt her fingers move across his belt—and the heat of her naked
skin on his cock.

“Will I really have to do all the work?” Alice
asked, as she pinned his throbbing erection and rubbed herself on
him. “I’d have thought you’d be more proactive in averting your
public embarrassment.”

“By replacing it with a different
embarrassment?” he replied, briskly.

“By offering you a helping hand. And a fair
bit more, I think you’ll agree.” Her lips split in a grin as she
shoved him against a bookcase and turned elegantly on the spot, all
to plant her shapely backside square in his lap.

“Time’s wasting,” she said. “Let’s do
something about that.”

 


* * *

 


It took but a few minutes for Alice to fuck
Alexander’s reservations out of him. She
didn’t hold back; moaning freely as she slammed her ass against him
and made the whole room creak and shift, the worn old bookcase
shuddering with every rhythmic bump and gasp. When she felt the
boy’s hands groping hesitantly at her hips, she seized them,
holding them in place. “There we go. Get a good grip.”

“Alice…” Alexander rasped.

“I know. You’re
overflowing with
appreciation for me. I can feel it. Now move your
hips.”

“I… I can’t…” The boy trembled, and Alice
could tell why.

“Already? Dear me, I didn’t
realize it’d be this easy to tame your unruly erection.”
She laughed, pressing back into his lap, and clenched hard as he
shot his load.

Alexander sagged against her, as
if his bones had uniformly turned to jelly. “B-by Flux…”

“Swear by me, Alex. Flux did
nothing to get you off. And you’re welcome.”
She smiled slyly, still enjoying the feel of Alexander inside her.
“Even if I had hoped for a little more action before then. I
suppose you are in a hurry…” 

But as she made to unmount Alexander, she
found his grip on her hips suddenly unyielding. And half-turning,
she saw a strange look in his eyes.

“Alice…” he muttered, almost too low to
hear.

Alex? What’s with the—oh. Oh!” Alexander was nowhere
near done, throbbing
powerfully inside her, still as hard as a steel rod.

Before she could react, he was now
steering her; bending Alice over the table, heedless of the
cluttered stacks of scrolls and parchment that were swept aside, as
he moved to return the favor with a fierce fucking of his own. His
eyes took on an otherworldly glow, his expression a queer mix of
lust and determination, as if someone (or something) else had taken up residence
behind his face.

Alice couldn’t see it. She was thoroughly taken aback by the sudden shift
in tempo, pinned against the surface and scrabbling for purchase as
the boy turned from a fumbling fool to a fiendish fuck-machine.
“Oh!” she cried, moaning loud enough for half the building to hear.
“Alex! F-fuck, fuck, fuck—how’re you—god!— so good?”

Alexander had no words to spare. He was
moaning almost as loudly, sweating and straining as he
jack-hammered her wet, yearning slit. No wonder he shocked Alice
so, moving as he did, with certainty and strength that belied his
slim frame and gentle manner. Already, he was close to giving her
the climax of her life, with his own second peak rapidly
approaching, the throbbing of his enchanted cock making Alice
quiver to the beat of his heart.

“Oh, Alex!” she called, squirming desperately
against him. “Almost…”

“Yes,” he grunted, throwing
himself into the final sprint. Slap,
slish, clap. The sounds of skin upon skin,
of lewd, wet motion, and of the few remaining items still on top of
the quaking table falling off. He hilted himself deep inside her
and came, erupting like a volcano inside Alice hot, squirting
pussy; an unlikely Adonis spraying his seed into his
Aphrodite’s womb.

Now it was
Alice’s turn to collapse, after a few
tense seconds of shuddering bliss. “Where did that come from? Alex, I never
thought you’d—Gods be good, are you
still hard?” She
crawled forward, gasping sharply when Alexander’s huge, firm shaft
popped free.

“Yes,” he said, his voice low and raw from
use. “I need more.”

Finally, she saw the otherworldly
colors in his eyes—and the clear, physical transformation of his
cock, which had grown enormous with need, standing out straight
from his crotch like a cudgel, big enough to dwarf even the largest
toy that she’d ever dared
contemplate.

Behind him, also, hung a clock, declaring the
start of his lecture.

Alice looked him up and down. She
bit her lip. “Well. I can’t let you go
like that, can I? You’d make a scene.”

“I need to breed…” His voice quavered, half
himself, half the thrall of the rogue virility spell.

“Then breed me,” she said, spreading her
legs—and whispered a prayer for her pussy.

 


* * *

 


Alexander’s audience would have to
arm themselves with patience; the scholar remained nowhere to be
seen. And though he was most assuredly heard, nobody had the courage to
confront the source of those vulgar, raucous noises coming from the
adjoining room…

He fucked Alice in all the ways he
could. From the front and from behind, on the table, the couch, and
against the wall. His lithe frame was bursting with sexual
strength, lifting her easily into the air, the better to impale her
tight, little pussy on his ravenous erection. With every orgasm, it
grew bigger and harder, balls bloating with their merciless
imperative to claim her womb. So monstrously virile was he that,
little by little, Alice’s belly began to
bloat, faux-pregnant, with the sheer volume of cum that he shot
inside her.

“No more…” she groaned. Her hair clung to her
brow, dripping with sweat, and her naked body had become nothing
short of a canvas for Alexander’s endless orgasms. She collapsed
onto the ratty couch in a heap, breathing hard from the strain.
“I’m spent.”

Alexander made a face.
“But I’m not done.” His erection pulsed between
his legs, hard and glistening, like a wild animal ready to
pounce.

“I am. My privates aren’t fueled by some freak
magical accident like yours. I need a break.”

“Maybe there’s some spell for
that…”

“I’m not letting you cast anything on me
in your current state.” She pushed herself
upright, with some difficulty, and regarded him. “A fine mess
you’ve made of us both. That unruly cock of yours… I’ve got no
choice but to tame it, have I? But if I can’t do it
alone—” 

She waved her hand and sent two motes of magic
flying gracefully through the air. The pinpricks of light flared
up, creating silhouettes of pure white light that took form as she
spoke.

“—How about with more
me?”

Alexander turned and saw two
copies of Alice, looking at them with astonishment (and an even
more uncontrollable hard-on). “I see that
you’ve brushed up on your illusion magic.”

“You’d think so, wouldn’t you?”
Alice laughed, as her ‘twins’ posed provocatively, all seductive
smiles and mischievous looks. They wore lingerie and nothing else,
letting Alexander feast on the sight of their slender figures. “Or
maybe we’re all real, hm? Come, have a feel. Tell me
this doesn’t feel right.”

The two Alices advanced on Alexander, who,
intrigued by this development, let the twins take charge. And
judging by the noises he made, he agreed heartily with the reality
of the situation; when they peppered him with kisses, stroked his
cock and his hefty balls, and pressed the soft, warm skin of their
bodies against his own.

“We’re gonna need a bed,” Alexander murmured,
as he squeezed both of their asses at once. “A big one.”

“Way ahead of you,” the first Alice said from
her seat, already transfiguring the table at the center into
something far more comfortable for their romp. Her twins wasted no
time pushing Alexander flat on his back, one straddling his lap,
while the other claimed his face.

“Ooh. Someone liked
that,” she said, feeling his cock. “Good.
Let
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