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CHAPTER 1

Marty wanted to be somewhere else. There were three things he truly hated in life: shopping at the mall, holding bags while accompanying women who were shopping at the mall, and listening to people he loved argue without being able to take sides.

“I’ve explained this to you a dozen times,” said Alex, Marty’s fiancée. “It’s not for the wedding. It’s for after the wedding. The honeymoon that follows.”

“If you expect me to spend a single cent more on some ridiculous ‘honeymoon dress’, you can forget about it,” said Lena, Marty’s adopted mother.

“You offered to pay for the wedding, remember?” snapped Alex. “You said that if we truly insisted on doing something so stupid, and I quote, we should at least do it right.”

“Hey!” shouted Marty. Both women turned to stare at him, and he was surprised by how similar the expressions were on their faces.

In physical appearance, they were essentially polar opposites. Alex was 19, short, blonde haired, and full of that youthful perkiness. She had small breasts, counterbalanced by a butt that Marty couldn’t help but stare at, even almost a year into their relationship.

His mother, on the other hand, well… he didn’t look at her that way. Or at least, Marty tried not to look at her that way. The fact that she’d raised him from his adoption shortly after birth on her own, and that there had never been any truly significant man in her life other than Marty, meant that he’d endured enough jokes and sidelong dirty comments to have to consider it, once or twice.

Lena was tall, with plump breasts that didn’t have even an ounce of sag to them. For a 38-year-old, that was an accomplishment. Her hair was a deep brown, and she typically kept it twisted into an intricate braid. She was drop dead gorgeous, though again, Marty did not, would not, and could not look at her that way.

“Were you going to say something Marty or were you just going to stare at us?” asked Alex, a bit of venom still remaining in her voice.

Marty grinned as he walked over to her.

“What I was going to say…” He took her hands into his and stared into her eyes. “Was that it would be really great if my fiancée and my mom could get along today. I love you both so much.”

Alex beamed at him, her previous anger and intensity instantly forgotten. She blinked a couple of times, blushed a little, looked away from him and then looked back. Marty leaned his face in slowly, and then gave her a soft kiss.

Her body melded against his instantly. Marty felt her wrap her arms around his shoulders, and he kissed her a second time, putting a bit more passion to it and feeling pent up over more than just the pointless shopping. From beside them, his mother cleared her throat. He forced himself back and took a breath to keep from getting too excited.

“Sorry, mom,” he said. “The same goes for you too, you know. Yes, I know that you would do a wedding differently, but… just try to phrase your feedback in a way that’s a little more productive?”

His mother sighed. She smiled at him. Marty walked over and put an arm around her, giving her shoulders a quick squeeze.

“I’m sorry, honey,” she said. “I just care about you. And worry about you.”

“You’re more than welcome to do that as much as you want,” said Marty. “Alex asked you to come along today because… she honestly wants your opinion.”

She’s also broke. And she was hoping that mom would offer to buy the dress. But I’ll keep that to myself.

“Right…” said his mother, with a sly smile. “Alright. Come on, Alex. The bridal store is just up ahead.”

Marty walked a little behind the two women, knowing that it would only be ten minutes, max, before they were at each other’s throats again. Strangely, it seemed as though all of their animosity for each other stemmed from the fact that they both loved him, and loved him deeply.

Alex was a wild 19-year-old of the pot smoking, class skipping variety. His mother owned an internet crafts store where she sold knitted baby clothing and hats, but he got the sense that she had gone through a rebellious phase of her own as a teenager. On paper, there was no reason for them not to get along.

“No, no,” said Alex. “The honeymoon dresses are in the back of the store.”

“Honeymoon dresses are not a thing,” said Lena. “Are you not getting this, or something? Did whoever sold you on this idea also mention having a bridge for sale?”

Marty sighed and followed them through the store. He frowned a little as they passed by a somewhat annoyed looking black-haired woman in a strange, dark gown. She glared at him as he went by. Marty looked away, feeling the hair on the back of his neck prickle up.

He found Alex and his mother looking through rows of dresses that were, in fact, under a section labeled honeymoon. Alex had a triumphant smile on her face, while Marty’s mom looked as though she was about to burst.

“Here,” said Alex. “I’ll try this one on. Lena, you can try one on too, if you want.”

“Mothers don’t typically accompany their sons on their honeymoon,” she replied. There was a touch of disappointment in her voice that made Marty feel a little embarrassed.

“Just for fun,” said Alex. “Here, look. There’s one that matches the one I’m trying on over there, and I think it’s in your size!”

She grinned at Marty and Lena and hurried over to secure the dress. The black-haired woman from before was walking down the same aisle, staring at something her hands. Alex didn’t see her and bumped into her head on.

A small, glass vial fell from the black-haired woman’s hands. It hit the ground and exploded into shards, releasing a bit of pink vapor. It was as though someone had smashed a small bottle of perfume, the smell sweet, musky, and a little intoxicating.

“No!” screamed the woman. “You fool!”

“I am so sorry!” Alex kneeled down next to the smashed bottle, frowning as she realized that there was nothing she could do.

“Do you even realize what you’ve just wasted?” screamed the woman.

“It’s okay.” Lena hurried over to Alex’s side, setting one hand on her shoulder and making a placating gesture with the other. “Is there something we can do to make this better? I can buy you another bottle of perfume to replace this one.”

The black-haired woman stared at them. It was only then that Marty noticed her eyes. They were a deep, scary shade of red, like gleaming rubies, and it made her face look vaguely demonic.

“Mother and daughter?” asked the woman.

Alex frowned at the question, and Marty watched as his mom shook her head.

“No,” said Lena. “I’ll be her mother-in-law soon, though. Uh… so can we pay to make this better?”

The woman let out a cackling laugh.

“The lust magic in that bottle has already been released into the world,” said the woman. “I suppose I could use it for something interesting. Why don’t I make your lives… a little more interesting?”

She reached into her robe. Marty rushed toward his mom and Alex, fearing that the woman was about to pull a gun. Instead, she pulled out a small, wooden wand, the tip encrusted with a red stone. She swirled it above her head once, and a dazzlingly bright pink light coalesced at the end of it.

“Mergianus Lustiosa!” cried the woman. She pointed the wand directly at Lena and Alex, and suddenly, the pink light exploded outward. It struck both Marty’s fiancée and mother and blinded him to whatever came next.


CHAPTER 2

Marty’s vision only slowly returned to him, his eyes hurting slightly from the intensity of whatever had just happened. He rubbed at them with his hands and stared down the aisle where his mom and Alex were.

It took him a second to understand what he was looking at. There was only a single figure in the general location of where his mother and Alex had been, and she was naked. Clothes were scattered across the bridal store’s tile floor, the outfits that the women had been wearing.

“Uh…” Marty frowned, rubbing his eyes again. He assumed that the bright light from before must have been playing tricks on his eyes, because try as he might, he could not tell whether he was looking at his mother, or at Alex.

The naked woman let out a sudden gasp and clasped an arm across her large breasts. That seemed to confirm in Marty’s mind that he was looking at his mother, but the woman spun in a circle, and he caught a glimpse of her butt. He knew that butt. He knew it intimately, and that made no sense whatsoever.

“What… just happened?” asked Marty. He looked past the naked woman, watching as the red eyed witch slipped out of the store.

“Marty,” said the woman, in a voice simultaneously familiar and unrecognizable. “Oh my god. Oh my god, oh my god.”

“Hey,” he said. “It’s okay.”

He took her by the shoulders and turned her toward him, assuming that a look into her face would confirm her identity. Again, he could only stare, his mind unable to comprehend exactly what it was seeing.

Alex’s facial features had been cute and rounded, full of a girlish youthfulness. Marty’s mom’s features, on the other hand, had been lean, sharp, gorgeous in the exact manner of a supermodel.

The woman he was looking at now had a face somewhere in between both. She wasn’t either of them. Marty pulled back, shielding his eyes and realizing he’d made a terrible mistake by grabbing her in the way that he had.

“Oh, excuse me,” he said. “I’m so sorry. I thought you were someone else.”

“Marty,” said the woman. “It’s me. I mean… It’s… it’s…”

“…What?”

Marty frowned and looked at her again. She had full, pouty lips, a lot like his mom’s. Her cheeks had that youthful puffiness to them, however, and she had a tiny nose, very similar to Alex’s.

Wait… that’s Alex’s nose! It’s way too similar to not be.

The woman had dark blonde hair, almost dead in the middle of the colors of his mom and Alex. Her eyes, similarly, were a teal green swirl. Marty brought his hands to his mouth and slowly shook his head.

“No… fucking… way…”

“Marty,” said the woman. “We need to leave. I need… to go home.”

“How…?” He shook his head again. “I mean… Mom? Is that you?”

The woman nodded slowly.

“Okay,” said Marty. He suspected he knew the answer to the question he was about to ask but forced it out anyway. “Where’s… Alex?”

“I’m… right here,” said woman. “Look, I don’t know how to explain what just happened! I’m as confused as you are. I just know that it won’t be good if somebody sees me!”

She was still naked. Marty stared at her, his eyes taking in the perfect curves of her breasts and hips. Though she had an arm across her chest, the edge of one of her areola was just barely poking out. It was an incredibly arousing sight, though realizing that made him feel suddenly sick to his stomach.

She can’t really be Mom and Alex. This is some kind of prank… right?

A prank involving a naked woman, orchestrated by his future wife and mother. That seemed almost as unlikely as the alternative. The red eyed woman, as far as Marty could tell, had cast a spell. A spell that had merged Alex with Marty’s mother.

“Marty!” hissed the woman, in the same tone that both Alex and his mother used on him when they needed his full attention. “We need to leave!”

“Is everything okay over here?” One of the bridal store’s employees was heading down the aisle net to their, about to turn the corner.

Marty rushed to scoop up the scattered clothes that Alex and his mom had been wearing. The naked woman seized him by the arm and pulled him into one of the changing stalls.

“Jesus Christ.” Marty stared at the naked woman, still feeling somewhat aroused, despite the ridiculous of the situation.

“I don’t know what’s going on either,” said the woman.

Marty dropped the clothes on the floor. The dressing room was small, and they barely had a foot or two of space between them.

“So…?” He scratched his head. “Are you my mom, or are you Alex? I can’t believe I’m even asking this question. This is a prank, right?”

The woman’s expression looked a little hurt, and more than a little annoyed.

“If it is a prank, it’s not on you,” said the woman. “I… can remember exactly what I was thinking before that woman did whatever she did. On… both sides.”

“What do you mean?” asked Marty.

“I… wanted to see if I would look better in the dress then, well… Lena,” said the woman. “But it was also me. Like, I was annoyed at Alex for being such a petty airhead who cared about things like honeymoon dresses in the first place.”

“That makes my brain hurt to think about,” said Marty.

The woman smiled a little.

“I’m scared,” she said. “It’s… hard for me to think right now.”

“Here,” said Marty, passing her some clothes. “Just get dressed for now. Let’s get out of here and… head home.”

We’ll head home. I’ll wake up, everything will be back to normal.

“That sounds alright,” said the woman. She licked her lips. “I’m dreaming right now, aren’t I?”

Marty furrowed his brow.

“I’m kind of thinking the same thing,” he said. “One of us has to be, I mean, right? Magic isn’t real. Mothers and fiancées don’t get merged together inside bridal stores.”

The woman laughed. It sounded more like Alex’s laugh than Lena’s. Marty met her eye. She was still naked, and suddenly that fact was the only thing he could focus on.

“Marty,” said the woman, in a voice that was definitely more like his mother’s.

“Oh,” he said. “Uh, sorry. Hey, what should I call you? I mean, you’re my mom… but you’re also… Alex.”

Saying it out loud made it seem even weirder. He cringed a little on the inside, hoping that he’d wake up sooner, rather than later.

“Does it matter what you call me?” asked the woman. “We’ve already established that this is a dream, honey.”

They both called me honey. Though, it sounded different coming from each of them.

“How about… Lexa?” asked Marty. “Alex plus Lena. Does that work?”

“I don’t really care, to be honest,” she said. She bent over to pick up a pair of Alex’s panties off the dressing room floor. Marty gaped at her perfect butt, until he remembered that half of her was his mother. His cheeks reddened, and he had to clear his throat and turn around.

“Alright,” said Marty. “Let’s just get out of here and I’ll take you back home.”

“Thanks, honey,” she said.

Marty glanced over at his shoulder at her in time to see her pulling her bra around to the front. He tried to ignore the budding erection in his pants and took a deep, calming breath.


CHAPTER 3

Marty half expected to see more oddities on their way out of the mall, but everything was normal. He felt lucid, and very aware of the fact that if he was dreaming, it was a different kind of dream from any he’d had before.

“So, when you say you’re both Alex and my mom,” he said, still stuck on the point. “Does that mean that you can remember all of their memories?”

“Can we talk about this later?” asked Lexa. “Please?”

She’d cobbled together an outfit out of the clothes of both women consisting of a conservative white blouse, black leggings and a pair of sandals. Marty felt like he was staring at her every time he looked in her direction. There was something so unnerving about the way she looked.

It’s like my brain can’t make up its mind as to whether she’s my mother or fiancée. This is way too weird.

“If it makes you uncomfortable, sure,” said Marty. “I’m just trying to understand.”

“Yeah, well, imagine how I feel.” Lexa frowned at him and brushed a strand of dark blonde hair out of her face. She hesitated, and then set about putting it into a simple ponytail with the hair tie around her wrist.

Alex had kept her hair on the short side, barely longer than a boy’s cut, and it had always irked Marty slightly. It was her style, and he respected it. He had even come to like certain things about it, but he’d always been attracted to long hair on women. Lexa had long hair. He scowled, annoyed at the direction his mind seemed intent on taking his thoughts.

“Should we go to the hospital?” asked Marty. “Have them take a look at you, and see what they can do?”

Lexa chuckled at the question as they stepped off the elevator into the parking garage.

“You are so naïve,” she said. “That’s one thing that both halves of me totally agree on.”

“Hey!” said Marty. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“What do you think would happen if I walked into a hospital and told one of the doctors, in all earnest, that I was really two separate women, merged into one?”

Marty shrugged.

“I guess they’d probably… call for a shrink,” he conceded. “Point taken. But then… shouldn’t we try to find the witch who cast the spell on you?”

Lexa blinked, as though she hadn’t considered it.

“My memory… it’s hazy,” she said. “I remember that, though. There was a witch… wasn’t there?”

Marty nodded, and then frowned a little.

“She’s probably long gone by now,” he muttered. “And even if we did find her, I’m not sure we could force her to undo the spell if she didn’t want to.”

His frown deepened. He thought about what it meant for him, to have his mom and fiancée merged together, and instantly felt a little selfish.

No fiancée means no wedding, and obviously no sex. No mom means no more homecooked meals, though I can probably still keep living at home.

“Hey,” said Lexa. “We’ll figure things out. This is weird, and confusing, but it’s going to be okay.”

She pulled him into a hug. Marty wrapped his arms around her and felt immediately conflicted. He could feel her breasts against his chest, his mom’s breasts. She was closer to Alex’s height, however, and the temptation to slide his hands down to that incredible butt was almost overwhelming.

Lexa didn’t make the situation much easier for him, either. Marty felt her nuzzle her cheek against his neck, the same way Alex used to. Without really thinking about it, he let one of his hands brush across her butt. She let out a soft, quiet moan, Alex’s sound of contented pleasure.

“You shouldn’t do that,” she whispered.

“Alex used to like it when…” He trailed, realizing the issue with that line of reasoning.

“I’m not just Alex,” said Lexa. “I’m also… your mother.”

Marty slowly exhaled and forced himself to disengage from the hug. Lexa was blushing, and she immediately glanced down, her eyes locking onto Marty’s obvious erection. He tried to laugh it off.

“It’s confusing for me on all levels, apparently,” he said. “Ha ha.”

Lexa nodded, but she wouldn’t meet his eye.

“Let’s find the car,” she said.

They walked in silence, and neither of them said anything as they climbed into Marty’s dusty Ford Focus. An awkward tension hung in the car as he drove them both back to the family home.

The more Marty thought about what it meant for the two closest women in his life to now be merged together, the uncomfortable he began to feel. Even though he was quite sure he was dreaming, it still made him feel icky to think about Lena, or Lexa, sharing the memories of the many intimate encounters he’d had with Alex.

Marty and Alex’s sex life had been a little on the kinky side, too. Alex loved to be dominated, and Marty had a thing for public encounters. This had led to them pushing the limits of what was acceptable on more than a few occasions.

She secretly gave me a blowjob once under the kitchen table while mom was doing the dishes. Oh god, I hope neither of them remember that!

“Marty,” said Lexa. “Are you okay?”

“Fine!” Marty realized that the light at the intersection he’d been waiting at had long since turned green. “I just… I guess I feel like I’m ready to wake up now?”

He laughed and glanced over at Lexa. The frown on her face chilled him to the bone. She looked so much like both his mother and Alex.

“I… was thinking the same thing.” She gave a nervous chuckle. “I wonder what my subconscious is trying to tell me with this one. Actually, never mind, I’d rather not know.”

They both shared an awkward laugh.

“That’s weird,” he said. “That we both think we’re dreaming. I mean, this whole thing is weird, but usually my dreams aren’t this detailed.”

“What else could this be?” asked Lexa. “Let’s just go home. I’ll cook dinner. We’ll both eat, relax together, go about our normal routine. There’s no way this is actually happening.”

Marty nodded, and then had a thought.

“If this is a dream for you…” he said. “And that’s a hypothetical, since it’s probably my dream. But if it is yours… whose dream is it? Mom’s, or Alex’s?”

He instantly wished that he hadn’t asked the question. Lexa’s brow furrowed, and she pursed her pouty lips into an expression of concentration that was definitely native to Alex.

“I have more of Lena’s memories,” said Lexa, slowly. “Almost twice as many as the memories I have of Alex.”

“So… you’re my mom, except with my fiancée’s memories?” asked Marty.

Lexa shook her head.

“I… guess I’m more of your mom mentally,” she said. “But I’m still Alex, too. It’s me.”

She reached over and set her hand on his knee. Marty was turning into their driveway. He turned the car off and looked over at Lexa, feeling strange as she gently rubbed his leg. The urge to kiss her was both overwhelming and confusing.


CHAPTER 4

The two of them shared a small, single-story house. Lena had raised Marty alone, and they’d never needed much space. Just a basic kitchen, living room, and two bedrooms. It had seemed like more than enough, until Marty had begun dating Alex.

Alex had the sexual appetite of three women combined. It had taken all of Marty’s effort to keep her pleased, and part of the problem had been Lena’s extreme aversion to the two of them having sex whenever she was around. And as a doting, somewhat invasive mother, she’d made an effort to always be around.

“Well,” said Lexa. “I’m going to change into something more comfortable and then… get started on dinner.”

“Right,” said Marty.

She smiled at him, taking off her purse and hanging it on the coatrack. As she walked by, she stopped in front of him and gave him a quick kiss on the lips. Marty was unsure of who was more surprised by it.

Alex did that all the time, without even thinking about it.

Lexa’s cheeks were bright red. Marty set his hands on her shoulders and gave them an encouraging rub.

“Hey,” he said. “It’s okay. No big deal.”

“I just… kissed you,” she said. “On the lips. You aren’t a little boy anymore. Mothers shouldn’t do that.”

“It’s really not that weird,” said Marty. “I mean, you have Alex’s memories too, right. We kissed each other all the time.”

He smiled at her. When she wouldn’t meet his gaze, he set his fingers under her chin and lifted her face toward his. It was a little thing that Alex had loved, and he’d done it often.

“Marty…” whispered Lexa.

She came a little closer to him, and he came a little closer to her. Lexa licked her lips, and suddenly, all Marty could see were the parts of her that reminded him of Alex. He caressed her cheek and kissed her again. Their bodies pressed together for a beautiful, weird, illicit moment. It wasn’t until Marty pushed his tongue into her mouth and ground his erection into her stomach that they both snapped back to their senses.

“Marty!” shouted Lexa, as she pulled away. “You… you just… kissed me?”

“You kissed me before,” said Marty. It felt like a lame excuse. He knew what she meant.

“Young man,” she said. “That’s totally inappropriate.”

Marty cringed. He prayed to God that he wouldn’t remember this part when he woke up from the dream the next morning.

“You’re right,” he said. “I don’t know what came over me.”

“I do,” she said. “You and Alex… were very intimate with each other. Physically.”

Her face turned a deep crimson. It was the most Marty had ever seen her, or either of the two women she was composed of, blush.

“You… remember all of that?” he asked, fearing the answer.

“I’m going to change and then start on dinner!” announced Lexa. “Why don’t you play some video games? Or watch something on Netflix?”

Marty’s heart was pounding in his chest. Lexa hurried off to her room. His mother’s room. Part of him wanted to follow her in and see what happened.

This is way too weird. I have some disgusting things kicking around in my head.

Marty sat on the couch and played Xbox with the focus of a man desperately trying to keep his mind occupied. If anything, having time to himself only made the questions swirling in his head take on an even more illicit tone.

What parts of Lexa were Alex, and what parts were Lena’s? Despite being half his mother and half his fiancée, her body seemed new to him. Familiar, but definitely new.

How did she feel about him, exactly? Marty was sure that she loved him, but was it his mother’s familial, platonic love, or Alex’s passionate, youthful eagerness?

And the question that no matter, he seemed to keep coming back to… What would it be like to have sex with her?

Game. Video game. Press the buttons, shoot the people on the screen. For the love of God, stop thinking about that!

“Marty,” called Lexa. “The food’s ready.”

It took him a minute before his lower half was calm enough for him to stand up without feeling ashamed.

If there was one thing Alex hadn’t been, it was a great cook. Marty knew that the meal in front of him was courtesy of the remnants of his mother inside Lexa. She’d made a fancy Korean barbecue stir fry, served over rice with little diced green onions as a garnish. It made Marty’s mouth water just looking at it, and also made him aware of the fact that she was as desperate to get her mind off intrusive thoughts as he was.

Outside of a few words of appreciation for the food, they ate in silence for the first few minutes of the meal. Lexa had changed out of her blouse and into a black sweater with a small ruffle around the neck. It was tight enough to show the curve of her breasts through it. Marty wondered if that had always been the case, or if her transformation had done more with her breasts than he’d realized.

“Sweetie,” Lexa said abruptly.

“Yeah mom?” Marty answered, reflexively. He cringed and so did she. “I mean… Lexa?”

“Do you… usually taste your food?” she asked. “When you’re dreaming?”

Marty considered the question. He shook his head.

“Not… really,” he said. “I guess…”

“…It means that we aren’t dreaming,” said Lexa, her voice empty of emotion.

“I was going to say that it might be a different kind of dream,” said Marty. “Or maybe some kind of hallucination.”

“Marty.” Lexa smiled. “It’s okay.”

She reached across the table and squeezed his hand. Marty stared into her eyes. The dining room suddenly felt charged with illicit energy, like the set of an erotic movie with several first-time actors. Lexa took a slow, shaky breath.

“Let’s finish our food,” she said. “Do you like your food?”

“It’s really good,” said Marty. “I just want to devour it.”


CHAPTER 5

After dinner, Marty wasn’t sure what to do, or what to say. Normally, he and his mom would relax, watch Netflix together. Occasionally they’d go about their own business, but they’d been close enough to make time to do things with each other whenever they were both present. Marty cleared his throat and came up behind Lexa as she was doing the last of the dishes.

“Uh…” He scratched his head. “Do you… want to watch Netflix? On the couch?”

Lexa turned around and smiled at him. It managed to be simultaneously warm and flirtatious.

“You don’t have to act like a twelve-year-old around me, Marty,” she said. “I would love to watch Netflix with you. I have some of Jenny’s weed left, too, if you want to get high first…”

“That’s…” Marty had trouble hiding the shock on his face. Weed smoking was something Alex had been totally for, and his mother had been totally against. He reminded himself that certain personality details, mostly the ones only answerable by a yes or no, would probably be up in the air with Lexa.

“Don’t look so shocked.” Lexa smiled at him. “For your information, I smoked weed as both of my former selves. Just… much longer ago, as Lena.”

“You smoked weed, mom?” he asked, incredulously. “I mean… Lexa. That seems a little hard to believe.”

That same wicked, flirtatious smile came back again. She turned back to the dishes, finishing up with the last few.

“I did,” she said. “It’s true. And you’re welcome to join me when I head out to the back porch.”

“Uh… maybe,” said Marty. He was afraid of what he might say or do if he took even a small hit.

“Alright, well why don’t you find something to watch?” she asked. “I’ll be out in a couple of minutes.”

“Sure,” said Marty. He was grinning suddenly. “No prob.”

He walked up behind her and gave her a hug. It was a hug he might have given either his mom or Alex, if he was in a particularly affectionate mood. He let his arms wrap around Lexa’s trim stomach and pulled her back slightly while pushing himself forward.

Instantly, the mood of it shifted into dirty territory. Lexa let out a small, shaky sigh. Marty felt pleasure and sexual need flood through his lower half. He’d never wanted sex with a woman so badly before. He felt his cock hardening against her soft, perfect butt. He wanted to bend her over, right then and there. At the same time, the idea horrified him.

“Mmm… sweetie,” whispered Lexa. “Go find us a show.”

Marty’s hands slid further up the front of her body, only stopping a millimeter from the bottom of her breasts. He breathed against her neck, inhaling her scent. It was new and familiar at the same time, and utterly intoxicating. He slowly pushed his hard cock forward against her, as though announcing to her that it was there, and ready for her.

Lexa suddenly whirled, spinning around and pressing two hands wet from doing dishes over Marty’s mouth. It was enough to bring him back to reality. He stepped away and coughed, feeling incredibly ashamed of himself.

I just tried to put the moves on my mother, essentially.

“Marty,” said Lexa, in a stern voice. “Either go and get the living room set up for us, or head to bed early. Your choice.”

“Uh…” He scratched his head, feeling so incredibly confused. “I’ll… pick out a show.”

Marty spent a while scrolling through Netflix’s listing. He skipped over everything that sounded like it could be even vaguely sexually charged, trying to find something safe. Eventually, he settled on standup comedy. Lexa was on her way outside with her pipe as he set the remote down. She raised an eyebrow at him invitingly.

“No thanks,” said Marty. “I… don’t think I need any more stimulation tonight.”

Lexa opened her mouth as though she was about to make a quip, and then hesitated. She slowly licked her lips and nodded, and then slipped out onto the back porch.

Marty collapsed onto the couch, trying to clear his head. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t stop himself from seeing Lexa as a woman he was attracted to. She wasn’t his mom, and she wasn’t his fiancée, not anymore. She was a twenty something bombshell, with a perfect body and a familiar personality.

He buried his face in one of the couch pillows and groaned. Lexa came back inside a minute later, smelling slightly of weed smoke. She sat down on the couch next to him and smiled.

“That really hit the spot,” she said. “I feel so relaxed.”

Marty shrugged.

“I’m glad,” he said. “I mean, I guess.”

He hit play on the remote. Lexa slid along the couch until she was up next to him, letting her head rest on his shoulder. It was only then that Marty remembered how horny Alex usually got after smoking weed. He sat up a little straighter, unsure of whether to feel turned on or mortified.

“My body feels so light right now,” whispered Lexa. “Oh, I haven’t felt like this from weed in… I don’t even know how long.”

She sighed and slid her hand across Marty’s chest.

“Lexa,” he said. “If you… keep rubbing my chest like that…”

“Like this?” She smiled at him coyly. “It’s kind of fun to tease you, you know.”

“It won’t just be teasing if you keep it up,” said Marty.

Marty wondered if maybe it would be for the best. If the two of them could just get their urges out of their system, they could go on with… with what? He stopped and reminded himself that as surreal as the day had been, it was very unlikely to be a dream, given how long it had gone on for.

“What if we just… cuddle?” whispered Lexa. “I cuddled with you both as Alex and Lena.”

“It’s been years since I cuddled with you… or, I mean, cuddled with my mom,” said Marty.

“It was nice though,” said Lexa. “Wasn’t it?”

She stretched out on the couch, lifting her arms up over her head like a yawning cat. Her sweater slipped up a few inches, and Marty saw a flash of her stomach and navel. Even just that was enough to get him excited.

Slowly, he slid into place behind her. His crotch was pushed tight against her butt, and he draped his arm over her waist. It was essentially the same position they’d been in before during the hug in the kitchen, and it was almost like they were just picking up right from where they left off.

Marty started grinding himself into her, no longer able to make himself care about her being half his mom. His cock was harder than it had ever been in his life, and he wanted her to feel it, too. Lexa let out a soft, guilty moan and pushed her butt back in response to his movements.

Marty kissed her neck and let one of his hand’s grope at her big breasts. They were his mother’s breasts, and he let out a noise of shameful satisfaction as he palmed them through her sweater. Lexa made a tiny, surprised noise.

“Marty…” moaned Lexa. “We’re just… cuddling.”

He and Alex had cuddled so many times in the exact same way. More often than not, it would slowly build, leading to hard, rough sex. The kind of sex that young men are best at.

“Remember the last time we cuddled?” he whispered. He knew that it would make Lexa think of Alex’s memories. It had been on that same couch, after all. Marty had fucked her relentlessly, cumming deep inside of her once he was finished.

“Oh my god, sweetie,” moaned Lexa. “You… can’t.”

Marty slid her into a new position, taking control as easily as he would have with Alex. He kissed Lexa full on the mouth, letting his hands slide into her leggings to grope at her butt. He pushed his hard cock against her, dry fucking her and giving her a taste of what was to come. Lexa broke off the kiss and turned her face away from his.

“I’m… your mother,” she managed to whisper.

Mart expected the words to embarrass him, but instead, they turned him on even more. He kissed her again, probing with his cock. The only thing keeping him from fucking her was the clothing in between them.

“Just for tonight,” he said. “Just to get it out of our systems.”

Lexa moaned, and whether that was a yes or not, Marty took it as one. He hooked his fingers into her leggings and started to slide them down.

And then, the living room exploded with blindingly bright white light.


CHAPTER 6

Marty’s eyes slowly adjusted back to the ambient light of the living room. There was a new figure in the room, and for an instant, he dared to hope that the spell affecting his mom and Alex had finally worn off.

“Oh, excuse my rude entrance,” said the woman, in a slightly sarcastic, Australian accented voice. “Truly sorry!”

She had true blue hair. Not the obvious, dyed neon kind, but a rich, ocean blue. It fell tangled, with a bit of curl to it, across her shoulders. She smiled as she noticed Marty staring at her and met his gaze, eyes like sapphire gemstones, made to match.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“A better question is…” The woman strode toward him, and it was only then that Marty noticed the staff under her arm. “Where is she?”

She pushed the tip of the staff into Marty’s chest. He was still on the couch with Lexa underneath him, and an annoyed noise came from her.

“You can’t just intrude in my house!” snapped Lexa. “And we don’t know what you’re talking about!”

Lexa slapped the staff aside and pushed Marty up and off her. He stood up from the couch, hunching slightly to keep from making it too obvious that he still had a hard on.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. “What she said.”

“I can sense her magic all over you,” said the woman. “It’s as though she drenched the two of you in it!”

The blue haired woman was quite pretty, though in a very unconventional way. Her body was petite with slim curves. She wore a robe, but Marty could sense that there wasn’t much beyond a skinny body underneath for it to hide. Her arms had tattoos on them, a full sleeve on each one, and it made her appearance seem that much more bizarre.

“You’re talking about the witch,” said Marty. “The one that cast the spell on my… uh… on Lexa?”

“You encountered her?” asked the woman. “And she cast a spell on you? Well… Perhaps that’s it, then.”

She lowered her staff and let out an annoyed sigh.

“Can you help us?” asked Marty. “What’s your name?”

The woman licked her lips. She seemed to be thinking, and Marty wasn’t sure that she’d heard his questions.

“Maze,” she said. “You can call me Maze.”

Marty nodded.

“Okay,” he said. “I’m Marty, and this is Lexa.”

“Right, right,” Maze said, unenthusiastically. “Hey, do you have any booze?”

Marty was speechless.

“What?” asked Lexa. She was slowly shaking her head, her pretty, pouty lips turned down into a confused frown.

“Beer or wine would do, in a pinch,” said Maze. “I could really go for some vodka, though.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. The kitchen was just off the living room, and she disappeared into it. Marty slowly stood up, walking alongside Lexa after her, unsure of what to make of the situation.

“You can have some wine,” said Lexa. “If you help us.”

“How many bottles do you have?” asked Maze.

Lexa’s mouth formed a tiny little circle.

“Four?” she said. “Maybe five? They’re in the bottom cabinet on the right, but–”

“Awesome!” Maze found them in a couple of seconds flat. She held her hand over the cork of the first bottle, muttered something under her breath, and suddenly held a glowing corkscrew made pink energy. It took her a couple more seconds to get it open, and then she was drinking.

What the hell is wrong with this woman?

“I think we should just… humor her,” whispered Lexa. “She doesn’t seem like the kind of person that would be good to make mad.”

“I’m with you on that,” said Marty.

For a minute or two, Maze did little other than chug wine at a heroic rate. She’d started in on the third bottle when she finally cleared her throat and refocused her eyes on Marty and Lexa.

“Much appreciated,” she said. “So. Back to where we were. Lorian cast a spell on you. Tell me about it.”

“Lorian?” asked Marty. “That’s her name?”

Maze nodded.

“It’s no real secret,” she said. “She’s notorious in the local magical world. I’m looking for her.”

“Are the two of you friends?” asked Marty.

Maze smiled.

“Not exactly,” she said. “So… The spell?”

Marty glanced over at Lexa, expecting her to immediately jump into a description of what had happened to her. Instead, she was blushing and staring at the kitchen floor, as though attempting to draw strength from the tiles.

“She… cast it on me,” said Lexa, in a quiet voice.

“And?” demanded Maze. “What did it do to you?”

The blue haired sorceress took another swig from her open wine bottle. Lexa didn’t answer Maze, and after a couple of seconds, Marty felt that it was prudent for him to step in.

“It was some kind of fusion spell,” said Marty. “She used to be two people, but the spell merged her into one. And, uh, knocked off all her clothes, too. I don’t know if that’s an important detail, or not.”

“Soul synthesis,” said Maze. “Damn. That’s pretty old school. So, who did you used to be? Both of you must have made Lorian pretty mad to make her go for something that strong.”

“Why does it matter?” muttered Lexa.

“Because I want to know,” said Maze. “I’m nosy like that.”

Marty shrugged.

I don’t see the harm in telling her.

“She was my fiancée,” he said. “And also my mother.”

It was Maze’s turn to look shocked. She brought a hand up to her mouth for effect, her eyes going wide. After a couple of seconds, she started laughing. Lexa glared at her, and Maze attempted to compose herself.

“I’m sorry,” said Maze. “That’s… tough. And the two of you were kind of, well… you were on the couch when I came in.”

It was Marty’s turn to feel embarrassed. He scratched the back of his head and gave a guilty shrug.

“It’s… complicated,” he said, weakly.

“Oh boy, I bet,” said Maze. “Especially since the two of you are literally dripping with lust magic.”

Marty looked down at himself, and then at Lexa. She looked as confused as he felt.

“What does that mean?” he asked.

“The energy from the spell she used,” said Maze. “Lorian isn’t a careful and controlled mage, using only as much power as needed for each of her magical workings. She blasted her lust magic over you like a fire hose. It’s a big part of why the two of you have probably been having so much trouble keeping your hands off each other.”

She grinned and shook her head, still seeming very amused by their predicament.

“Please,” said Lexa. “Can you help me? If you can reverse the spell, we’ll do anything! We don’t know what to do, and we don’t have time to wait around. Marty and… I… were supposed to get married in a couple of weeks.”

“Yes, I can help you,” said Maze. “But first things first: I need that lust magic.”

She turned her attention toward Marty. He raised an eyebrow at her, surprised by the intensity of her gaze. Maze crossed the space between them in a few long steps, licked her lips, and then gave him a deep, passionate kiss.


CHAPTER 7

Marty felt tingles of pleasure coursing through his body as he kissed Maze. It went beyond anything a kiss with a normal, nonmagical woman ever could be. It was a little perverted in an intangible way, almost like knowing that someone is watching you while you’re naked and getting off to it.

Maze pushed her tongue into his mouth and cupped her hand over his crotch. She made a satisfied noise, pulled back from the kiss, and then gave one of his cheeks a long, and very weird, lick.

“Oooooh, that’s so good,” she said, breathlessly. Her cheeks were flushed, and she looked like nothing as much as a woman who’d just experienced a solid orgasm.

“Hey!” cried Lexa. She pushed her way in between Marty and Maze, setting her hands on her hips resolutely. “That’s my fiancé, you slut!”

“Easy,” said Marty. “I think she’s doing something with her magic.”

“Your fiancé?” Maze raised an amused eyebrow at Lexa. “Or your son? Better be totally clear on that, because there’s a pretty big difference in what’s acceptable for each one.”

“I… You…” Lexa was blushing deeply, but seemed reluctant to just let the point drop. “You can’t just kiss him!”

“But are you saying that as an overprotective mother? Or as a jealous spouse? Or perhaps just someone too stupid to realize that sexual activity is the only way to get the lust magic off him?”

Lexa balled one of her hands up into a fist. Marty was moving to pull her back, but Maze acted faster. She grabbed her staff from where she’d leaned it against the wall and waved it casually through the air.

Pink magical energy shot from the tip of it toward Lexa. She let out a gasp as the energy wrapped around her wrists and ankles, and then fell to the ground in a heap, bound by magical pink handcuffs. She looked at Maze in shock, her eyes narrowing into a glare after a couple of seconds.

“You… evil… witch!” shouted Lexa.

“I’m a sorceress, actually,” said Maze. “And I don’t blame you for being upset. Your emotions must be completely haywire right now, what with the whole wife mom thing.”

“Is this really necessary?” asked Marty.

“Absolutely.” Maze slid in closer to him, breathing on his neck. “Now… Is there somewhere we can go for a little privacy?”

“Marty!” shouted Lexa. “Get away from her! If you sleep with her, the wedding is off!”

“If you don’t accept my help, I’m pretty sure your wedding is off,” said Maze. “Unless Marty is down to tie the knot with both his mother and his lover.”

Marty cringed.

Why did she have to phrase it like that?

“No!” snapped Lexa. “It’s not worth it! We can find another way!”

“Lexa…” Marty scratched his head and crouched down next to her, positioning himself so he could meet her gaze. “I’m not going to let her do anything weird.”

“Yes, you are,” said Maze. “If I don’t get as much of the lust magic off him as I can, the two of you won’t be able to resist your urges for more than a day or two, at most.”

“According to you!” shouted Lexa. “How do we know we can trust you? How do we know that any of what you’re saying is the truth? And furthermore…”

Maze waved her hand in Lexa’s direction. Magical energy shot out from it, slapping into Lexa’s mouth and covering it with what looked like pink duct tape. Lexa let out an offended squeal. Marty set a hand to his forehead, close to being overwhelmed by the situation.

“Now,” said Maze. “She won’t have any more objections. Ready?”

“No,” said Marty. “She’s… right. She’s still my fiancée, even if she’s… also my mother. I can’t cheat on her, even if it would make our situation easier.”

Maze sighed.

“I understand,” she said.

She waved her hand again, this time at Marty. His wrists were seized by pink bindings and pulled out to either side, lifting him up into the air. Marty stared at her, mouth agape.

“What… are you doing” he asked.

“It’s all well and good that you have morals, and a strong sense of loyalty, but I still have to get the lust magic off you,” she said. “That’s just the way it is.”

She stepped over to Lexa, who was wordlessly protesting from where she lay on the kitchen floor. Marty floated after her, feeling a bit like a balloon on a string.

“Hold on a second!” said Marty. “I… feel like I should get a say in this.”

Maze paused at the edge of the living room. She turned to face Marty and stepped in close, letting her body press against his. She gave him a deep, passionate kiss, and that same odd sense of erotic, magical probing flooded into him.

“Did you feel that?” she whispered. “That was my tongue. Do you want to find out how it feels in… other places?”

Marty was rock hard in a span of seconds. He tried to find the words to protest further, but couldn’t, even as Maze pushed the door to his mother’s room open and carried him in with the bindings.

“You’re lucky that I came along when I did,” said Maze. She closed the door and then set about unzipping Marty’s jeans and pulling them down.

“Oh yeah?” he asked. “Why’s that?”

She looked at him like he was stupid.

“Because you would have ended up banging your mom if I hadn’t,” she said. “Even after this, it’s still going to be hard for the two of you.”

“Technically, she’s my fiancée, too,” said Marty.

“And both of them would go on to remember it,” said Maze. “Is that really what you want lingering on the air between you and mommy dearest while she’s cooking you eggs and bacon in the morning?”

Marty cringed.

“If that’s what you consider to be dirty talk, I think you’re doing it wrong,” he said.

“Oh really?” Maze grinned at him and poked his erection through his boxers with one of her fingers. “Are you sure about that?”

She pulled his underwear down and whistled appreciatively at Marty’s hard on. He gave the bindings a tentative tug, feeling restricted by how she kept him restrained and standing.

“You’re allowed to enjoy this, you know,” said Maze.

“It’s kind of hard to, knowing how furious Lexa’s going to be with me,” said Marty.

“Is it really?” Maze whispered the words against the sensitive tip of his erection. “That must be so hard for you.”

She licked it once, and then twice. Marty shuddered with pleasure. Maze made a tisking noise, and then slipped out of the shoulders of her robe. She was completely naked underneath, and Marty took a second to admire her small breasts, each one dotted with a gumdrop nipple.

“Now Marty,” she said. “I’m going… to suck on your cock. When you cum… I want you to give me everything you got.”

She slowly stroked him off as she spoke. Marty let out a groan of pleasure. Maze brought her mouth back to the task, sliding her lips along the length of his shaft and getting it hot and wet.

“Mmmm…” She hummed as she sucked. Her tongue prodded and caressed his cock, and she seemed to know exactly where to find the most sensitive, pleasurable places to put it.

“Jesus…” muttered Marty.

For a couple of seconds, Maze bobbed her head back and forth furiously, sucking him off with fierce, passionate determination. She flicked her sapphire eyes up at him and hesitated, pulling back and letting his cock slide free with a satisfying pop.

“This is how sorceress’s take thralls, where I’m from,” she said, with a smile. “If I wanted to, I could have you under my complete control in a couple of minutes flat.”

She grinned at him and gave his shaft a long lick, like an ice cream pop. Marty almost thrashed his legs from the pleasure of it.

“You taste good, too,” she said. She put her lips against the tip of his cock and gave it a deep, passionate suck. “Mmm… Maybe I will. I certainly can’t take all the lust magic from you in one session.

Her eyes gleamed with something devilish, something Marty didn’t like.

I’m not about to be some sorceress’s thrall!

He struggled against his bindings, expecting it to be futile. Shockingly, one of them came loose, followed immediately after by the other. He fell forward onto Maze, the two of them collapsing into a naked, writhing pile on the carpeted floor.

“What… did you just do?” asked Maze, her voice shocked.

She tried to wrestle herself free of him. Marty reacted on instinct, grabbing one of her wrists and pinning it. She bucked her hips, trying to slide herself up and free. She only succeeded in opening her legs for him. The angle was already a perfect storm, and as Marty leaned forward to keep her pressed down with his weight, his cock slid halfway into her tight cunt.

“Whoops…” said Marty. “I take it this wasn’t part of your plan.”

Maze opened her mouth to answer him, but instead of words, she let out a pleasured gasp. Marty grinned, leaning forward and breathing on her neck in imitation of what she’d done to him earlier.

“Did you feel that?” he whispered, mockingly. “That was my cock. I guess it’s your turn to find out how it feels in other places.”

He thrust forward into her, and Maze let out a squeal of pleasure.

“That’s… not fair,” she gasped.

“And you tying me up with magical handcuffs is?” Marty pumped his cock into her a little harder, enjoying her reaction.

She’d already gotten him too worked up for him to have much left in the way of restraint. Marty took hold of her waist and began to thrust, fully intent on giving her a good, hard fuck.

“You’re… supposed to be… my thrall,” gasped Maze.

“I think it’s the other way around now,” he whispered into her ear. “You get to be my little sorceress slut.”

He pushed his cock as deep into as it would go and let his fingers slide through her hair. He gently but forcefully tilted her head back and planted a rough kiss on her neck. Maze cried out in ecstasy, her entire body shivering from his touch.

Marty picked up the pace, slamming his cock into her, heedless of the noise. Somewhere deep down inside, he knew that Lexa was listening in the other room. She could hear his moans and Maze’s squeals. She could hear their bodies slapping together, and probably even muffled snippets of dirty talk.

I will worry about that later. For now, I need to take care of this.

He groped at Maze’s breasts, feeling his hips begin to thrust on auto pilot. The sorceress was barely lucid, too intoxicated by the pleasure to do more than keep her legs spread and take it. Marty squeezed her butt with both hands, pulling her up into him with each thrust, until he reached his limit.

He let out a groan and pushed his cock deep into Maze as he unloaded his white, hot cum in her tight pussy. Maze shivered, her fingers and toes twitching as though someone had hit her with a light electrical current. Marty closed his eyes, savoring the intense pleasure.

And then came the guilt.


CHAPTER 8

Lexa was glaring at them both from where she still lay on the floor of the kitchen as Marty and Maze made their way back into the room. Marty avoided eye contact and nervously scratched his neck.

“Now, Lexa,” said Maze. “I’m going to take your restraints off. Please, try to be reasonable and understanding about why that had to happen.”

Maze waved her hand, and both the pink conjured hand cuffs and the covering over her mouth disappeared. Lexa practically leapt to her feet.

“You whore!” she shouted. “You stupid, bimbo, sorceress whore!”

Marty was worried that she might try to attack Maze, but Lexa just crossed her arms and glared at her.

“Hey,” he said. “Take it easy. This situation is beyond us, Lexa. And you heard what she said about the lust magic.”

“That’s the dumbest excuse for infidelity that I’ve ever encountered,” said Lexa. “And you, too! I know you enjoyed it, even if it wasn’t your choice!”

“Fine,” said Maze. “If you’re going to be that way, I’ll just leave now instead of giving you something to get your life back on track. If you’ll excuse me…”

“Hold on,” said Marty. “She’s just upset. And understandably so.”

I mean, a random sorceress did just have sex with her fiancé. And, uh, I guess her son, too…

“Can I trust that she won’t try to claw my eyes out?” asked Maze. “Or spit in my face? Or anything else rash and volatile?”

Marty furrowed his brow and looked at Lexa. She was still angry, but her expression softened slightly.

“Fine,” she said. “I’m sorry. It’s hard for me to keep my emotions in check right now, especially… when it comes to Marty.”

There was something in her voice that gave Marty a second of pause. She’d spoken the last sentence in a tone that reminded him of both Alex and his mom, except with even more intimacy to it. It was as though the love both women had had for him had been twisted into something new, something dangerously strong.

“Alright,” said Maze. “Thank you. Now, just give me a second to conjure something up.”

She reached her hands out to either side and then clapped them together. Pink smoke expanded out from the point where her palms connected, and as it dissipated, she revealed a hand mirror.

“This,” said Maze. “Is a magical illusion mirror. It will allow you to assume the appearance of your former self. Or selves, I guess I should say.”

She turned it so she was holding it by the mirror half and offered the handle to Lexa. Lexa was frowning, but she accepted it, her brow furrowing as she looked at her reflection within.

“Seriously?” she asked. “How… do I use it? And how does it work?”

“It’s magic,” said Maze. “All you have to do is stare at your reflection and picture the you that you want to see. For an hour after each usage, it should let disguise yourself relatively effectively.”

Lexa looked grateful, but there was still a trace of skepticism in her expression.

“What about my body?” she asked.

“That will shift as well,” said Maze. “Your height will stay the same, unfortunately, but with some creative posture work, it shouldn’t be too much of a problem.”

Maze hesitated. She looked like she had something else to say. Marty watched her for a couple of seconds, until she finally cleared her throat and continued.

“It’s powered by magic,” said Maze. “It will have the added benefit of helping clear the traces of lust magic off you for the first few times that you use it. But, after that…”

“After that?” asked Marty.

“Well…” Maze shrugged. “She’ll have to find a new source of power to draw from in order to use it.”

“Just come out and say whatever you’re going to say,” said Lexa.

Maze sighed.

“You’ll probably have to start having sex fairly frequently,” said Maze. “Lust magic is the only readily available source of power for an artifact as intensive as this. Unless you want to use blood or track down some crystal foci. They’re incredibly rare and expensive.”

Lexa made an annoyed noise.

“I don’t want to pass as my former selves, or whatever,” she said. “I want to go back to being two people. Can’t you just remove the spell?”

“Only Lorian could do that,” said Maze. “But you’ll be the first to know if I track her down. I could use the help taking her on, even if all the two of you are good for is serving as a distraction.”

She grinned. Marty didn’t smile back at her. He walked over to Lexa and set a hand on her shoulder.

“I guess it’s better than nothing,” he said.

“Exactly!” agreed Maze. “So now, we’re all square. I’m quite happy with the amount of lust magic I managed to siphon off you. Though, I’d try to be careful over the next few days. The two of you will probably feel like extra horny teenagers, given how much of it has already rubbed off within your house.”

Lexa looked as though she was exerting a great deal of effort to keep herself relatively calm. Maze spun around in a circle, clapped both her hands together, and began glow with the same intense white light that had preceded her presence. She was gone an instant later.

“Well,” said Marty. “This whole thing just got a little weirder. I didn’t think that was possible.”

He smiled at Lexa. She didn’t smile back. She looked furious.

“Am I supposed to just forget that you had sex with another woman?” asked Lexa. “Right here in my own house?”

Marty frowned. He suddenly felt a little annoyed at himself, and her, and pretty much the entirety of everything that had happened that day.

“Right,” he said, sarcastically. “Because I was given a choice. You know, maybe I wouldn’t have been in a state of body to have sex with her if my fiancée hadn’t spent the day pushing me away from her!”

“Marty!” snapped Lexa. “You know exactly why I’m pushing you away from me! I’m as much your mother as I am your fiancé, if not more.”

“Then you should be able to get over this,” said Marty. “You can’t have your cake and eat it, too.”

That makes sense in this context, doesn’t it? Ah, whatever.

Lexa didn’t seem placated. In fact, she looked even angrier than she had before. Marty met her gaze for a long, defiant moment, before feeling his shame win out.

“For what it’s worth, I am sorry,” he said. “This whole thing is just… weird. I didn’t exactly get a chance to say no to Maze, but I’m still sorry it happened.”

Lexa’s expression softened a little, more in the way of his mother, rather than Alex. She came over and pulled him into a hug.

“It’s okay, honey,” she whispered.

She was really soft. Marty leaned into her, letting his arms wrap around her. His cheek brushed against hers, and he let his hands roam further down his back. A sudden stab of embarrassment hit him as he realized that he was doing it again. Trying to put the moves on his own mother… and fiancée… and mother.

“I should head to bed,” said Lexa. She looked him in the eyes. Marty felt his cock hardening as he returned her gaze, her eyes such an odd, beautiful teal color. And her body a mix of the best of everything in both the woman he loved most.

“Do you want me to…?”

He trailed off.

Do you want me to follow you up to your room and act like a horny teenager? What the hell is wrong with me?

“Goodnight, Marty.” Lexa’s smile was motherly, but also vaguely flirtatious. She pulled away from him and headed upstairs.


CHAPTER 9

Marty spent the first few minutes of the next morning lying in bed, fascinated by the bizarre dream he’d just had. His mom and Alex, fused together. It made him feel a little icky, and he wondered what it said about him that he’d found the fusion to be such a turn on.

“Marty!” called his mom. “There are no towels left in the bathroom. Can you bring me one from the laundry room?”

“Sure.”

He sprang out of bed. It was a warm summer morning, and he didn’t bother to throw on anything over his boxers and undershirt. He grabbed a towel from the laundry room, headed for the bathroom, and gingerly opened the door.

“Can you bring it up to the shower curtain?” asked his mother. “I didn’t want to step out and get the floor wet.”

Marty kept his gaze averted as he moved through the bathroom. He turned on reflex when he heard the shower curtain, and almost had a heart attack.

It wasn’t a dream…

Lexa had one arm pulled across her big breasts. Her wet, dark blonde hair fell in loose, glossy wet strands over her shoulders. She looked young, even though by appearance, she was probably somewhere between the ages of the two women composing her, meaning mid to late twenties. And she was so very, very naked.

“Thanks, Marty,” said Lexa.

She took the towel and held it in her hand, looking at him with a tiny, coy smile on her face. Marty and Alex had loved bathroom sex. In the shower, sure, but even in bathrooms elsewhere, especially public places. More than a couple times they’d fucked in the movie theater’s public bathroom after getting each other a little too turned on with their hands in the dark theater.

“Can I… help you dry off?” The words left Marty’s mouth before he knew what he was saying. He felt his cheeks heat up in the way they only can when embarrassed in front of one’s mother.

Lexa licked her lips. She had a kind, understanding expression on her face.

“Honey,” she said. “I don’t think that would be such a good idea.”

She turned away from him for a moment and swept the towel around her, tying it just above her breasts. It barely reached down past her butt.

“I’ll keep my hands to safe areas,” said Marty. “I’ll help you get nice and dry.”

Lexa stepped out of the shower, and Marty took a step closer to her. His erection was obvious against his boxers. He felt so ashamed. It was as though his mouth and body suddenly had a mind of their own, and he was just along for the ride.

“I don’t think that would be appropriate,” she said, slowly. “But I appreciate the fact that you’d offer.”

“I should probably take a shower,” said Marty. He pulled off his undershirt.

“Marty…” Lexa’s voice held a warning to it, but she didn’t back away from him as he stepped closer to the shower, and to her.

“I never said good morning to you, did I?” he said.

Marty opened his arms and pulled Lexa into a hug. She went willingly, letting out a shaky, anxious sigh. The towel was warm and damp, and it felt like a paper-thin barrier between their otherwise naked bodies.

Marty’s cock strained against his boxers, poking Lexa in the stomach. He could feel her breasts against his bare chest. The towel was slipping loose. Lexa let out a worried, horny squeal.

“Honey,” she said, softly.

“Do you want to take a shower with me?” he whispered, against her neck. “Remember the last shower we took together?”

It had been him and Alex, and it had been in that very same bathroom. He’d lifted her in his arms and fucked her raw. She’d had a body shaking orgasm, and he’d whispered dirty talk into her ear throughout the encounter.

“That was Alex,” said Lexa. “It wasn’t-”

“But you remember it… Don’t you?”

Marty pushed his lips against hers. The towel was only held in place by the friction of their two horny bodies, tight against each other. He didn’t care where it was. He reached down and slipped his cock out of his boxers, pushing it between Lexa’s legs and trying to find her hot, wet target.

Lexa responded willingly, but only for a couple of seconds. She seemed to come back to herself as soon as Marty’s hand groped at her breasts. With perfectly coordinated movements, she pushed him back, rewrapped the towel around herself, and spun toward the door.

“Good morning, honey,” she said, letting a parental, no nonsense tone enter her voice. “I’m going to make us breakfast. Why don’t you use the shower as a chance to calm down?”

Lexa smiled at him. Her teal eyes held his for a moment, and then she glanced down at his cock, which was still free of his boxers and very hard. She bit her lip and forced her attention away, heading across the hall, into her room.

I want her so badly. But would I be able to live with myself, afterward?

Marty took Lexa’s advice, and when he finished in the shower, he was in a much calmer state of mind. He threw on some shorts and a T-shirt and headed into the kitchen.

Lexa had changed, though only into a purple cotton bath robe. She had a pensive look on her face as she slowly cut up fresh fruit and slathered butter on toast. Marty took a seat at the counter, unsure of what to say.

“I thought I’d wake up this morning,” said Lexa. “And things would be back to normal.”

Marty smiled.

“Yeah, so did I,” he said. “I guess we’ll have to deal with this for a while longer.”

Lexa leaned forward to slide cantaloupe onto a plate. Her robe opened a little, just enough to give Marty a flash of her illicit cleavage.

“I’m going to have to head back home this morning,” said Lexa. “To my… other home. To check in with Kate.”

Marty sat up a little straighter. He had started assuming that Lexa was more his mother than Alex, given that she’d taken up most of his mom’s mannerisms, and was sleeping in her bed. Kate was Alex’s older sister, and she’d lived with her since Alex’s parents had died six years earlier.

“Right…” said Marty. “Wow, I totally forgot about that. Though… it’s not as though Alex hasn’t spent more than a few late nights out in the past.”

Lexa smiled cheekily at him, as though taking pride in the wildness of one of her former selves. Her hair was still wet and dark from the shower, and made her gorgeous teal eyes stand out that much more. Marty licked his lips, realizing something else.

“So, you’re going to try out that magic mirror, then?” he asked. He felt a little ridiculous saying it out loud.

“I already have,” said Lexa.

She walked over to the other end of the kitchen and reached into one of the drawers. Marty watched with open interest as Lexa looked into it, making eye contact with her reflection. A couple of seconds went by, and then her body flashed with white light.

No fucking way…

Alex stood in his kitchen, wearing his mother’s purple bath robe. Even knowing that it was just an illusion, a magical trick, Marty couldn’t make himself see it any other way. Her hair was back to its fair blonde color, and short again. The bathrobe was looser around the chest than it had been for Lexa. She smiled at Marty, her face full of youthful, girlish puffiness.

“Well?” she asked. “How do I look?”

Marty came around to the other side of the counter in response. He took her hands into his and stared at her, grinning like a fool.

“Nothing else has changed, Marty,” she said. “I still have all of the memories of both women.”

“I know that, but…” His smile faded. His heart ached at the sight of her. He and Alex were only a couple of weeks out from their wedding. Seeing her like this made him want to jump to conclusions.

Maybe we can just go on as we used to be? Lexa could use the mirror to be Alex for the wedding, and…

“Honey,” said Lexa. “You’ve got a very strange look on your face.”

“Can I… kiss you?” asked Marty.

He stepped in closer to her and slid a hand along her hip.

“You shouldn’t,” said Lexa. Her cheeks flushed red, but it seemed like she was struggling to keep a smile off her face.

“I miss Alex,” he said. “I miss that part of you. She’s still in there, though.”

“She is.” Lexa cleared her throat awkwardly. “But so is…”

Marty cut her off with his lips, pushing his mouth against hers hungrily. Lexa kissed him back, hesitantly and little reluctantly. He pushed his body against hers, feeling his erection poking into her.

He wanted to pull her bathrobe off and let it fall to the ground. He wanted to take her, this woman that now looked practically identical to his fiancée and fuck her right there in the kitchen. The urge was so powerful, and though his shame over the fact that he was also technically kissing his mother balanced it out, it was a close thing. Lexa finally pushed him back as his hands began to untie her robe’s draw string.

“We can’t,” she whispered. “I feel like I’m stuck in a loop. You keep trying this, Marty, but it’s not going to happen.”

She smiled at him, and he stared back into the face of his fiancée.

“You said the same thing when we were first dating,” he said, grinning at her. “Remember who that turned out?”

Lexa blushed deeply. Marty had seduced Alex over the course of about a week. Their early courting had been about sexual power, rather than affection or shared interests. He had taken her like an animal takes a new mate.

“Marty…” whispered Lexa.

He leaned in close.

“I remember it,” he said, simply.

Lexa gave him a quick peck on the lips and tapped her hands on his chest. Marty finally took the hint and slipped back around to his side of the counter.

“You can’t keep doing that,” said Lexa. “You get yourself all worked up each time, and for nothing.”

Marty just looked at her. He felt such a confusing mix of emotions, but there was no denying what he wanted.


CHAPTER 10

The two of them enjoyed a slow, leisurely breakfast. Lexa spent a while getting dressed, eventually settling on jeans and a blouse that she rarely wore in an attempt to match her style as Alex.

She used the magic mirror to reset the illusion’s timer, and then the two of them set out to Alex’s house in his car. It was a first-floor apartment with a shared driveway. Marty parked and followed Lexa inside.

“Kate?” called Lexa. “I’m home.”

From one of the bedrooms off the living room, Marty heard the sound of movement. Kate stumbled out through the door, rubbing her eyes, her fiery red hair loose and tangled around her shoulders. She wore only a thin, frilled nightgown, which showed off the curves of her voluptuous body quite well.

“Sis,” said Kate. “Nice of you to finally check in.”

“Sorry,” said Lexa. “Marty’s mom is out of town. I decided to crash at his place for the night.”

“Oh.” Kate gave Marty a knowing smile. “Must have been a very fun time.”

She walked over and stood next to them, a little closer to Marty than to Lexa.

“I’ll probably be over there for the next few days,” said Lexa. “Just came home to grab a few things.”

“Hold on,” said Kate. “You have chores to do. It’s our turn to mow the lawn outside, and I was the one who did it last time.”

“Kate…” Lexa’s voice took on a pouty quality that was definitely from the Alex in her. “I’ll do it when I get back.”

“Do it now,” said Kate. “I’ll keep Marty company while you’re outside.”

She locked eyes with Marty, flashing him a conspiratorial smile. For as long as he’d known Kate, she’d made a game of trying to seduce him away from her sister. Marty had resisted, loyal and in love with Alex as he was, but Kate had never failed to get under his skin. She’d kissed him a couple of times, and once while watching a movie, she’d started petting his crotch and almost made him cum in his pants.

“I’m not doing it now,” said Lexa. She glared at her sister and folded her arms.

It was pretty much an open secret that Kate liked to tease me. I doubt Lexa will be any more willing to let us be alone now.

“Then you aren’t going anywhere,” said Kate.

“You can’t stop me, Kate,” snapped Lexa.

Marty frowned, a little unnerved by how comfortably Lexa had slipped into Alex’s personality. She was both women, of course, so it shouldn’t have been a surprise to him. But still, it was hard to make the fact that she was mouthing off to her older sister agree with her motherly, authoritative behavior back home.

“Marty,” said Kate. “She’s not leaving with you unless she mows the lawn.”

“Come on, uh, Alex,” he said. “Just get it over with. It won’t take that long.”

He met Lexa’s eyes, trying to convey his thoughts to her. The illusion would only last for so long. There was no way she could go back to living with her sister, not if the magic mirror’s power was limited, as Maze had told them.

“Fine.” Lexa sighed and rolled her eyes. Marty found it hard to tell whether she was imitating Alex’s mannerisms, or if she’d actually fallen back into the persona of her teenage former self.

“Come on, Marty,” said Kate. “Let’s sit down on the couch. We can watch something on Netflix while we wait.”

She stepped in closer to him, grinning at Lexa’s back as she walked out the front door. Marty scratched his head and gave a noncommittal shrug.

“Uh, sure,” he said. “Why not?”

Kate had a blanket, and she spread it out over her legs. She offered some of it to him, sliding in a little closer. Marty held up his hand and shook his head.

I can’t let this get too far out of hand. The last thing I need is drama with Kate thrown into the mix.

“So…” said Kate. “Are you excited for the wedding? It’s coming up so fast, the two of you must be getting anxious.”

“Yeah, you know, I’m not totally sure how to feel about it,” said Marty.

“Do you have any doubts?” asked Kate.

Marty shook his head.

“I want to marry her,” he said. “She’s a complicated woman, and we’ve been through a lot, but there’s no real doubt in my mind.”

The words sounded hollow even as he spoke them. The merger spell and Lexa taking the place of both his mother and fiancée had done nothing but put doubt in his mind. He hated Kate a little for bringing the conversation in that direction and making him think about the wedding. They’d probably have to call it off. So much of their hard-earned money would be wasted.

“Those are pretty big words, Marty.” Kate shifted the blanket, tossing part of it over his lap. “Big, big words.”

He felt her hand come to rest on his thigh. Marty looked at her. Kate flashed a flirtatious smile at him and winked.

“Kate, she’s right outside,” he said. “Now isn’t the time for you to tease me.”

“Isn’t it, though?” she asked. “I’m so worried about the two of you. It’s probably scary, looking ahead at marriage. Knowing that you’ll only be with that one woman for the rest of your life.”

“Is this some kind of test?” asked Marty. “Are you trying to prove that I’ll cheat on Alex, given the chance?”

Kate pushed her breasts into Marty’s shoulder. Her nightgown was thin enough to be practically nonexistent, and she clearly wasn’t wearing a bra underneath.

“I’ve heard the two of you having sex before,” Kate whispered. Her words were hot against his ear.

“So what?” said Marty.

Kate’s hand ran over his crotch. The lawn mower could be heard outside, a loud reminder of the fact that Lexa was not currently in the house.

“You’re aggressive, Marty,” said Kate. “You don’t make love to my sister. You fuck her.”

Marty felt his cock hardening in his jeans. He pushed Kate back and shook his head.

“What do you think would happen if you tried to fuck me?” asked Kate. “Do you want to find out? Are you… man enough, to find out?”

“I’m man enough to be loyal to the woman I love,” said Marty.

Though, there was that incident with Maze. That was a mistake, though.

“You’re scared,” said Kate. “Well, guess what? Your loyalty is going to cost you. I’m going to make Alex stay home instead of the two of you getting alone time at your place.”

Marty glared at her. That would mean that Lexa would have to keep up the illusion, essentially indefinitely, to keep her sister fooled. He wasn’t sure if that was something that the magic mirror would have enough juice for.

“No, you’re not,” said Marty. “She’s leaving with me when she’s done mowing the lawn.”

“Says who?” asked Kate, her voice taking on a bitchy tone.

“Says me,” snapped Marty.

Kate laughed. Marty felt his anger building. Against his better judgement, he reached out and grabbed her wrist.

“Are you going to show me what a big man you are, Marty?” asked Kate. “I don’t think you could handle me, to be honest.”

She pulled her nightgown down, letting her naked breasts pop out into the open. Her nipples were large, but with small nipples and faint circles. She tapped a finger on her lips and sneered at Marty.

Marty slid in closer to her. He leaned forward, as though to kiss her, and instead ran his lips along her neck. His fingers slid through her hair.

“I’m not going to fuck you,” he whispered.

Kate made an annoyed noise. Marty let his fingers grip her hair, and gently pulled her head back. He softly bit her neck.

“But I am going to show you what a ‘big man’ I am.”

He pulled the blanket over his lap, manhandling Kate down and under it. She made an annoyed noise as Marty unzipped his pants.

“This is all you get from me, this time,” he said. “There. Go to work. Let’s see if your mouth is good for something other than just being rude.”

“You’re getting ahead of yourself,” said Kate. “I don’t suck dick.”

Marty pushed the tip of his cock against her lips. Kate growled slightly, but parted her mouth and let his erection slide in.

“You do now,” he said.

Marty pushed his cock deep into Kate’s mouth. She made another annoyed noise, but he didn’t care.

“You’re Alex’s older sister,” he said. “And yet, you try to seduce her fiancé. That’s so low.”

He pulled Kate’s hair, making her suck faster and deeper. Kate was slowly getting into it, working her lips and tongue just right.

“That’s so slutty,” said Marty. “I wonder if you even realize it? Maybe you were just teasing in the beginning, but now you’re a full-on slut.”

He slid the blanket back so he could see the expression on her face. She blushes, the red deep enough to match the color of her hair. She glared at him, and Marty laughed.

“Hey, you started it,” he said. “Trust me though, I’ll be the one to finish it.”

He pushed his cock as deep it would go and heard Kate gag on it slightly. She squeezed his thigh, and he eased up a little.

“Whoops,” he said. “Wouldn’t want you to choke on my cock. Though… your sister never did. She knows how to do it right.”

Kate pulled back, letting his cock pop out of her mouth.

“I know how to give blowjobs,” she said, defensively. “I just… don’t like to.”

“Prove it,” he said. “Do your best on me. See if you can be as good of a slut as your sister.”

She took a deep breath, and then slowly started teasing and sucking his cock. Marty let her keep it up for a couple of seconds before grabbing her hair again and taking control.

“Not bad,” said Marty. “But I’m not really in the mood for you to take the lead right now.”

He glared at her. He was surprised at how angry at Kate he was, and how much it seemed to be driving his arousal.

I’m doing this to stop Kate from keeping Lexa here. But that doesn’t mean I can’t have fun with her, in the process.

“Mmm…” moaned Marty. “There we go. Kate… You’re a fast learner.”

She was still blushing, but bobbing her head on her own now. Marty lost himself in the sensation for a couple of seconds, and suddenly felt the urgency of an oncoming orgasm. He pulled on her hair, popping his cock loose just as he unloaded, onto her face.

“You jerk!” cried Kate, trying to shield her face.

“You asked for it,” said Marty. “And this way you’ll be too busy washing my cum out of your hair to stop Alex from leaving.”

He pushed the head of his cock against her cheek one last time. Kate stood up. She looked a little embarrassed. It was the look of someone who’d gotten exactly what they’d asked for, and then some.

“You should go clean up,” said Marty.

“Right,” said Kate. She met his gaze, still blushing. “You know, I was just teasing you. I wasn’t really going to do anything.”

“Let’s just act like this never happened,” said Marty.

Because I don’t already have enough secrets in my life.


CHAPTER 11

Lexa came back inside a few minutes later, while Kate was still in the shower. She was sweaty from mowing in the hot sun and crossed her arms as Marty turned to face her.

“Did something happen with my sister?” she asked.

Marty cringed. He slowly nodded.

I’m not going to lie to her about it, even if it gets me in trouble.

Lexa sighed.

“I don’t even want to know,” she said. “She probably said she wouldn’t let me leave the house unless you played one of her games, didn’t she?”

“Uh…” Marty nodded. “That’s pretty much exactly what she said.”

Lexa smiled slightly and put a reassuring hand on her shoulder.

“If it wasn’t for the fact that half of my memories belong to an emotionally mature older woman, I would probably flip out at you over this,” she said.

“You really don’t care?” asked Marty.

“Of course I care,” said Lexa. “But Kate… has a way of playing people. I just hope you didn’t let her have too much fun with it.”

Marty grinned at her.

“Oh, trust me,” he said. “I don’t think she enjoyed it as much as she thought she would.”

The two of them left without saying goodbye. Marty had been driving for only a couple of minutes when Lexa let out a surprised gasp. When he turned to look at her, she looked like herself again, the illusion having faded completely away.

“This is going to take some getting used to,” she said. “I’ll have to set a timer so I can have advance warning for when the illusion is going to wear off.”

“That’s probably a good idea,” said Marty.

He stopped at the grocery store so Lexa could pick up some food for dinner. He waited in the car, and then drove them both home. They spoke about simple things, the weather, Lexa’s plans for her garden in the back yard, how she wanted to marathon one of the new superhero shows on Netflix that Alex had enjoyed.

Maybe I’m making things more complicated than they need to be?

Marty headed inside the house, and as soon as he crossed through the threshold of the door, he felt something. It was a heavy sensation, not unlike walking into a steamy bathroom, except without any physical moisture or heat. His body felt sensitive and primed, and he was acutely aware of Lexa and her movements as she paced around the kitchen, putting groceries away.

“Does it feel weird in here to you?” he asked.

Lexa frowned slightly, and then gave a slow nod.

“I wasn’t going to say anything,” she said, slowly. “But yeah. It does.”

She stopped what she was doing and walked back over to him. The closer she came, the more intense the sensation felt. Marty couldn’t stop staring at her, his eyes roaming over her perfect curves, the ultimate fusion of the best parts of two already attractive women.

“I think…” He had to focus in order to think clearly. “This might be what Maze was talking about. The residual lust essence.”

“It feels really strong.” Lexa blushed and fanned her phase with her hand. “Jeez! My entire body is just… pulsing with it.”

She was no more than a foot away from him now.

“We could stay somewhere else tonight,” said Marty. “We could get a hotel room.”

“Mmm,” said Lexa. “You want to… get a hotel room?”

Marty set his hands on her waist. They kept coming back to this. It was like a regular routine, the way they’d be drawn to each other, pushed to the brink of giving into what their bodies clearly wanted.

It’s magic, not real attraction. She’s my mother, for god’s sakes.

And his fiancée, a devious part of his brain reminded him. His fiancée, who he used to dominate and fuck senseless. His fiancée, who would let him tease her in public until she was too horny to stop him from fucking her wherever and whenever he pleased.

“I should make dinner,” whispered Lexa.

Marty kissed her suddenly. He felt her tongue probe into his mouth and responded in kind. Lexa gave into the illicit embrace for a moment, and then pushed him back and spun around.

“We can’t,” she whispered.

Marty pushed her forward, her hands resting on the counter as she pushed her butt out toward him. He ground his hard cock into her butt and groped at her breasts.

“Lexa,” he said. “This is for you. It’s all for you.”

“Marty…” whispered Lexa. “Don’t.”

“I don’t know if I can-”

“We both can,” said Lexa. She let out a small moan and squeezed her buttocks together, giving Marty’s soft pinch. “We just have to be strong.”

She was right, though he loathed to admit it. It took all the self-control Marty had, but he managed to pull himself back from her. A shiver ran through his body as he turned away from Lexa and walked into the living room.

“I’ll make dinner,” called Lexa. “And then… we’ll both head to bed early. So that we aren’t tempted.”

“Sounds good,” said Marty.

Sounds terrible. Sounds like the exact opposite of what my body wants.

He was ashamed of how turned on he was. Lexa was more like his mother in personality than Alex. What would it even be like to have sex with her? As soon as the question entered Marty’s mind, he found himself wishing he’d never thought of it. His cock throbbed in anticipation of something that he was trying to convince himself would never happen.

Marty was still sitting on the couch, more aroused than he would have liked to admit, when it happened. The center of the living room erupted with bright, white light. He shielded his face and gasped at the intensity of it, barely able to make out the shape of a female form through squinted eyelids.

“Guess who’s back?” asked Maze. “Back again!”

Marty blinked a couple of times. Maze was a different outfit from the last time he’d seen her, a tiny tight pair of jeans along with a white crop top. It made her look really young, almost close to his age, though it might have just been blue hair.

“Sure, Maze, come right on in,” he said, sarcastically.

“We don’t have much time,” said Maze. “I need to explain to you what’s going on. But first… I could really use a drink.”

Marty frowned. Lexa had come out of the kitchen at the sound of the commotion and was carrying a bottle of wine with a prescient smile on her face.

“Here,” said Lexa. “I hope you’ve come bearing good news. It’s been… hard for us.”

It’s been hard. So ridiculously hard, God.

“I have a tip to go on,” said Maze. “Whether or not it leads us to Lorian is still up in the air, but it’s better than nothing.”

“Whether it leads us to Lorian?” asked Marty. “So… we’re going with you?”

He wasn’t sure why he was surprised by that. The idea of plunging headfirst into the world of the supernatural, which he hadn’t known existed two days ago, was intriguing. He considered what he’d need to bring with him.

“It’s for the best,” said Maze. She used her magical corkscrew to open the wine bottle again, and then started drinking it with reckless abandon.

“I don’t know…” said Lexa. “I understand why I should go, given the effect of the spell on me. But my son… I mean, Marty… doesn’t need to be exposed to danger, does he?”

“Relax, Lexa,” said Marty. “I’ll bring a baseball bat, or something.”

“That’s not necessary,” said Maze. “All I truly need are the two of you in the flesh. You’re both still covered in lust essence. It will be like having two extra magical batteries on hand.”

Marty nodded. He had dozens of questions, but when of them percolated to the surface ahead of the others.

“Why do you want to find Lorian?” asked Marty. “Obviously, we have to find her to reverse the spell. But why are you interested in hunting her down?”

Maze’s face flashed with a surge of emotion, but only for an instant. She took a sip of the wine to mask her reaction to the question, and as she licked her lips afterward, her expression was back to normal.

“She’s just a bitch, that’s all,” said Maze. “Doesn’t need to be more than that. Don’t you worry your pretty little head over it.”

“Well…” said Lexa, dryly. “It’s good to know that we have such a full understanding of what’s going on.”

Maze stuck her tongue out at her.

“Anyway,” she said. “We don’t have much time. We need to move, move, move. Got a car by any chance?”

“Yeah, but… can’t you just cast a spell and teleport us?” asked Marty.

“Doesn’t work like that when I’ve got other people with me,” said Maze.


CHAPTER 12

The three of them piled into Marty’s dusty Ford Focus and set off. Maze was up front in the passenger seat, which seemed to deeply annoy Lexa, who was forced into the back. The sun was setting at the kind of horizontal angle that occasionally blinded the eyes, making it hard for Marty to tell what was ahead of them.

“Take a right here,” said Maze. “And then pull onto the grass by that tree. It’s that big building at the end of the street.”

“That’s the old elementary school,” said Marty. “It’s been abandoned for almost a year now.”

“She’s there,” said Maze. “I can feel it. Go slow, and make it seem like you’re parking near the hiking trail, in case she’s watching through the window.”

Marty did as she recommended. The three of them waited in the car for a couple of minutes. Maze squinted out her window, frowning as she tried to get a sense of where their quarry was and what she was doing.

“We’ll be okay,” she finally said. “Oh, shit. This is going to be good. I hope you brought a change of underpants.”

“Do you have to be so crude?” asked Lexa.

“Just an expression,” said Maze. “Don’t go getting your panties in a wad.”

Marty resisted the urge to chuckle.

I doubt either of the women Lexa is made up of would opt for a friend like Maze, under normal circumstances.

Cautiously, the three of them left the car and made their way to the elementary school’s locked entrance. Maze forced them to do it as though they were in a movie, sprinting the distance across the parking lot before pressing their backs against the school’s wall.

“Is this really necessary?” asked Marty.

Maze immediately brought a finger up to her lips, hushing him.

“We’re hunting a witch,” she whispered. “You bet your ass off it’s necessary.”

“What, exactly, do you expect us to do to help you with this?” asked Lexa.

“Don’t get yourselves killed,” said Maze. “And stay within a few feet of me in case I need you.”

She crouch-walked over to the school’s front entrance. The door was locked, but Maze muttered something under her breath and placed a hand on the doorknob. It crumbled away, as though she’d turned the entirety of it into sand and then poured water onto it.

Maze nodded to Marty and Lexa, and the two of them cautiously followed her. The school’s interior was musty, and motes of dust floated openly in the strips of amber sunlight coming from outside.

Is there really a witch inside this school? What would draw her to a place like this?

Marty took another step forward and ran into Maze’s outstretched arm. She looked pensive, and more serious than he’d ever seen her before. She lifted a finger and pointed it to her ear. He took it to mean that what they needed to be doing was listening for any sounds of movement.

It didn’t take them long to hear something. A soft lullaby was being hummed in a soothing, feminine voice from the end of the hallway they were in. Maze went first, and she seemed tentative, almost reluctant with her movements. Marty watched her closely and noticed that her hands were shaking.

Maze slowed to a stop outside of the door the lullaby was emanating from. Marty felt Lexa reach over and give his hand a squeeze. It didn’t do much for the sense of uneasiness building in his chest, but he was still glad for the contact.

Marty wasn’t entirely sure what he’d been expecting, but what Maze did next caught him completely off guard. She rounded the corner into the classroom, which looked to be first or second grade, judging from the dusty, pint-sized desks, and then cleared her throat.

“Lorian!” shouted Maze. “You thought you could get away from me?”

Marty’s instincts told him to hang back, but his curiosity pushed him forward. He slipped around the corner and peered past Maze into the room. A short woman, curvy almost to the point of voluptuous, stood behind the old teacher’s desk. She wore a black robe that matched her jet-black hair, and he recognized her as the witch who’d cast the spell on Lexa.

“Why Maze…” said the woman. “It’s so good to see you again. You aren’t still mad about-”

“Shut up!” shouted Maze. “Don’t even say it! Shut your filthy whore mouth!”

Maze lifted her hands above her head, and pink energy began to coalesce between them. She glanced back at Marty. As her eyes met his, he felt his skin begin to tingle, arousal prickling its way across his chest and loins.

Is this what it feels like to have a sorceress draw energy off you?

“If a fight is truly what you want, I’ll give you one,” said Lorian. “But perhaps you should introduce your friends, first?”

“Bitch, please!” snapped Maze. “If you think I’m going to let you buy time to gather your power, you’ve got another thing-”

Maze froze in midsentence. Her hands were still above her head, and the pink energy ball hung there for a moment, as though she’d plucked the moon from the sky and turned it pink. Marty watched in bewilderment as Lorian beckoned the energy over to her with a finger. It flowed like steam through the air, and she slowly breathed it in through her nose.

“Mmm,” said Lorian. “My, my, my. You sure did find a good source, Maze.”

She reached into the pocket of her robe and pulled something unexpected out of it. In her hand, she held a small, detailed snow globe. She muttered something inaudible. Maze flashed with white light, and a small shimmer appeared within the globe, which was no larger than a baseball.

Lexa squeezed Marty’s hand and tried to pull him down the hallway. He stayed where he was, not out of bravado, but because he sensed that the witch would attack them if they made any sudden moves.

“Now,” said Lorian. “Why don’t the two of you tell me your names?”

She was younger than Marty had first thought, but definitely at least forty. Her hair was glossy black, but a streak of grey ran along the strands nearest to her temples. Her face looked youthful, though whether that was a result of birth or her magic, Marty couldn’t guess.

Given that she has the body of a MILF porn star, I’m going to go with magic. Also the creepy red eyes.

“We aren’t here to fight you,” said Lexa, drawing Marty back into the moment. “Please. You cast a spell on me. I… used to be two separate women, and you… you…”

Lorian seemed to have a moment of sudden realization. She snapped her fingers and nodded, eyeing Lexa appreciatively.

“The ones from the bridal store, of course,” said Lorian. She let out a mocking laugh. “I’m sure it’s been an interesting couple of days for you, hasn’t it? You were mother and daughter, were you not?”

Marty cleared his throat.

“She was… my fiancée,” he said. “And my mom.”

Lorian’s attention turned to him, and it was suddenly as though Lexa wasn’t even there. She strode over to him with confident steps, pushing her chest out, running one of her fingers along her red lips.

“And you,” said Lorian. “You are a strapping young man. And you are covered in lust energy… Strange. I didn’t use that much on you.”

Lexa squeezed his hand and tried to pull him away. Again, Marty resisted. Lorian kept walking toward him until she was no more than a foot away.

“Magic comes from emotion,” said Lorain. “Different kinds of it produce different essences. Lust is one of the purest essences, but also one of the hardest to reliably produce. And you… you’re dripping in it. Oh my…”

She fanned her face dramatically and flashed a wicked smile. Lexa moved in closer, putting herself partially between Marty and the witch. She was about to say something, but before she could, Lorian jabbed a finger at her.

“It’s you, isn’t it?” asked Lorian. “He’s lusting after you.”

Marty felt his face heat up slightly and frowned.

It’s amazing that I can get embarrassed with my life on the line.

“Oh, such a pure lust, too,” continued Lorian. “There must be so much shame and confusion backing it. Mmm, I can only imagine what would happen if the two of you coupled.”

“You’re out of your mind,” said Lexa. “Marty’s just… struggling with the change. And that’s why we’re here. Please, if you have any kindness in you at all-”

“I don’t,” said Lorian. “But I am interested in seizing that lust essence.”

She waved a hand through the air with an almost bored motion, and a purple ball of light shot toward Marty. It hit him directly in the chest, but instead of knocking him back or causing pain, it just made his blood pulse.

“Jeez!” He fell to his knees, shifting his legs as his cock instantly became so erect that it was painful. “Whoa…”

“Marty, what is it?” Lexa stepped over to him and placed a hand on his shoulder. Marty gasped from the intensity of her touch. It was just her hand, but the pleasure of even just that was easily on par with anything sexual.

“Excuse me, dear,” said Lorian. She waved a hand at Lexa, and a purple set of handcuffs, not unlike the set that Maze had previously used on her, pulled her out of the way.

“Hey!” shouted Lexa.

“This won’t take long.” Lorian placed her hands on Marty’s chest, the sensation eliciting a gasp from him. She pushed him down so that he was on his back on the tile floor and quickly began unzipping his jeans.

“Don’t!” shouted Lexa. “That’s my… That’s Marty! You can’t just… do that!”

Lorian pulled down his pants and boxers. Marty made eye contact with her for a moment, long enough to see the horny seduction in her dark eyes. She shifted her robe a bit, revealing her ample cleavage.

“Now,” said Lorian. “I’m going to suck the lust essence right out of you.”

She winked at him.

“All you have to do… is cum for me,” she said.

“Marty!” cried Lexa.

“Let her watch,” said Lorian. “Fill my mouth up with your hot, young cum.”

She touched his cock. Marty couldn’t stop himself from crying out. It felt too good. Lorian slowly licked her lips, brought her face forward, and began to suck.

As soon as the tip of his erection was inside her mouth, Marty almost passed out. Such was the intensity of the spell she’d cast on him. He went past pleasure and into the confusing, emotional, chaotic state beyond it.

Marty was moaning out loud, but he didn’t hear himself. He was watching Lorian, working her soft lips up and down his shaft, exposing the cleavage of her plump beasts, but he didn’t really see her. He felt the perfect, hot wetness of her mouth, the slick firmness of her tongue, but the sensation was past the point of making any logical sense.

He was in heaven. Lorian could have asked him to do anything at that moment, and he would have done it, just to get another few seconds of her magically laced mouth. She made cute little slurping noises as she sucked, doing the deed with the experience of age and the enthusiasm of youth.

Marty’s cock was vibrating from the pleasure. As pleasurable as Lorian’s mouth was, it was torture at the same time. The sensation was focused and sharp. The perfection of it made him ache for what came next.

And all the while, Lorian kept her eyes up on him. Her expression said more than words could have. If Marty wanted, he could go with her, be her thrall, or possibly her apprentice. He could get this from her as often as she was willing to give it.

Lorian pushed her mouth as far down as she could make it go and sucked hard. Marty felt his abdominal muscles tensing up. He gasped and grabbed at Lorian’s head, almost crying out as he came. She made an appreciative noise and slowly slurped his seed down.

The pleasure ripped through his body like a rogue wave hitting a sinking ship. His vision blurred in rhythm with the beat of his pounding heart. Mary slapped his hands down on the tile floor, his entire body shaking with orgasmic bliss.

It hadn’t taken more than sixty seconds, flat.


CHAPTER 13

Lorian took her time in the aftermath, slowly licking a few stray globs of cum off her fingers. She smiled appreciatively at Marty, her red eyes gleaming. Strangely, she looked a little younger than she had just minutes earlier.

“You were so pent up,” she said. “I suppose that’s also due to my machinations. Though lusting after your own mother… You are a horny boy, aren’t you?”

“And you’re an evil witch!”

Lexa rushed at Lorian from behind, slamming a fist into the back of her head. The witch stumbled forward, dazed and confused. Lexa had a triumphant grin on her face, and stepped over Marty, who was still half naked, to press on the attack.

“…What?” Lorian lifted her hands. Marty could see energy coalescing in her fingertips. He tried to call out to Lexa, to warn her to get out of the way.

Whatever Lorian had been planning did not go as she’d planned. Lexa’s fist broke through her guard and struck her hard in the nose. Lorian let out a tiny grunt, tears forming in her eyes as she wiped a trickle of blood away from one nostril.

“You can resist my magic?” she asked, incredulously. “How… is that possible?”

Somehow, Marty felt as though he knew the answer. He could see the expression on Lexa’s face, a mixture of a fierce, lover’s loyalty, along with a mother’s instinctive protectiveness. It was the force of the emotion that she felt for him, two women’s feelings combined, that cut through Lorian’s magic like a hot knife through butter.

He pulled his pants up and stumbled to his feet. Lexa was preparing to punch Lorian again, but as she drew her hand back, the witch disappeared in a puff of smoke.

“Come on,” said Marty. “We need to get out of here. She might decide to try a new tactic.”

“That stupid, evil witch!” shouted Lexa. “How dare she think that she can just….?”

Her face was red, probably from anger, or embarrassment, or both. She walked over to Marty and rose to her tiptoes to kiss him on the forehead, rubbing his cheek affectionately.

“I can’t believe she did that,” said Lexa.

“It’s okay,” said Marty. “I’m alright.

I am totally alright. Honestly… witches can give pretty good blowjobs.

Marty shifted his foot and felt it connect with something on the floor. He looked down and saw that the snow globe Lorian had been holding earlier hadn’t vanished along with her. He leaned over, picked it up, and gasped at what he saw.

Maze was trapped inside it, her form shrunken down to the size of a grain of rice. She stood next to a plastic snowman of a similar size, glaring out through the glass. Marty could barely make out that her lips were moving, but it was impossible to hear what she was saying.

“That’s unbelievable,” said Lexa. “Hmm. I’m not sure what we should do for her.”

“Let’s just get out of here,” said Marty. “We can figure everything out once we’re back home.”

Twenty minutes later, Marty sat next to Lexa on their living room couch. They were both staring at the snow globe. Maze had apparently had the idea to use lines through the artificial “snow” on the inside to spell out a message.

“Is that a G or a C?” asked Marty.

“It’s a C,” said Lexa. “I think it says TOUCH.”

She reached out and set one finger on the glass of the globe. Nothing happened.

“Strange…” said Lexa.

“Let me try,” said Marty.

He put his own finger against the glass. For a moment, nothing happened. He could feel a slight tingling at the point of contact, however. Marty tried to focus on it. An odd twisting sensation took hold in his stomach, almost like the feeling of being weightless. He pushed his awareness into it, and then felt a sudden rush.

Marty was no longer in the living room, at least not in the way he had been. He was standing within the snow globe, both of his feet ankle deep in white plastic flakes the size of large leaves, in relation to his size. Oddly, the snow globe wasn’t filled with water, which made him wonder if maybe it had been drained and repurposed by Lorian to use specifically as a prison cell.

“Finally!” Maze stood a few feet away from him, her expression creased with worry. “Oh my god, you have no fucking idea how frustrating it was thinking that I’d be trapped in here!”

“Uh… What?” Marty looked around, feeling the same sense of vertigo that he got from being on top of something high and looking down at the ground below.

The snow globe’s glass sphere curved up overhead and to all sides, bending the light and making the room outside look slightly warped. Lexa was bent over the globe, peering into it, and the effect had the result of highlighting her cleavage, much to Marty’s dismay.

There was a small model of a sleepy town in the snow globe, with several houses, a community center, and even miniature people playing in the snow. The doors had openings, and Marty could see the inside of one. He was surprised to notice furniture and decorations, and wondered about the craftsmanship that had gone into making the snow globe.

“Marty,” said Maze. “Lorian trapped me in here with her magic. You can enter and leave using your own essence, but I’m stuck! I need your help to find a way out…”

Marty folded his arms. He looked out of the snow globe at Lexa, who loomed like a giant overhead.

“I’m not opposed to helping you, Maze,” he said, carefully. “But I already feel like we’re in over our head. I’m not sure what I could do, really.”

“You have to!” snapped Maze. “Lorian is still draining your essence. When she took advantage of you, she opened a connection between your energy and hers. She’ll eventually drain you dry if you don’t do something about it.”

Marty frowned at her. He took a slow breath, searching his awareness and trying to see if he could feel what she was talking about.

It’s faint, but I think it’s there. It’s a slow building exhaustion.

“Fine,” said Marty. “What do you need me to do in exchange? That’s what you’re getting at, right?”

Maze nodded.

“I just need you to… help me,” she said. “I can figure out how to get out of here on my own with enough time. But I’ll need food, and changes of clothing. Maybe some books for entertainment. I’m not sure how long it will take.”

Marty nodded.

“I can do that,” he said. “And about this connection between me and Lorian that you mentioned.”

Maze slowly started smiling. She swallowed, opened her mouth to answer him, and stopped. It looked as though she was trying to suppress her laughter.

“Well…” she said, carefully. “Did you notice how Lexa was able to break through Lorian’s magical bonds and attack her?”

Marty nodded slowly.

“Yeah,” he said.

“It’s her emotions,” said Maze. “She can fend off Lorian’s attempt at draining your essence, but only through, well… connecting with you, in her place.”

Marty felt something shameful stir deep down inside him.

“Are you saying… what I think you’re saying?” he asked.

Maze slowly nodded.

“You and her are going to have to bang,” she said, with a salacious grin. “Or at least fool around until you get off. As long as you get a solid orgasm, it should be fine.”

Marty winced and glanced up through the glass, hoping that Lexa couldn’t hear their conversation.

“She’s… not going to go for that,” he said.

“Even to save your life?” asked Maze.

Marty chewed his lip.

“Can’t you do it instead?”

Maze shook her head.

“It has to be her,” said Maze. “The two of you have a connection far stronger than anything that would normally occur outside magical circumstances.”

Marty took a deep breath and slowly exhaled.

“Listen,” said Maze. “Don’t tell her immediately. Wine and dine her first. Maybe the two of you are cuddling on the couch, both a little drunk. And then, you explain it to her, explain what she can do to help, and like the dutiful mother she is, she’ll-”

“Stop,” said Marty. “That’s… enough. I’ll figure it out.”

Maze shrugged. She looked incredibly amused, and Marty resented her a little bit for it.

“Anyway,” she said. “I told you what you need to know. Now bring me some clothes. And some food and water. And some blankets, so I can set up a bed. And lots and lots of water… Bathing is going to be tricky. Hmmm….”

“You’re seriously going to live inside this thing?” asked Marty.

“Until I figure out the counter spell to free myself, yeah,” said Maze. “One of the houses looks pretty cozy inside. The bed is made of some weird, chalky stuff, but other than that, it’s good to go.”

Marty nodded, feeling another question come to mind.

“What happened between you and Lorian?” he asked. “It must have been something pretty big for you to go up against her, as powerful as she is.”

Maze gave him a sad smile.

“That’s a story for another day,” she said.


CHAPTER 14

By pressing his hand into the inside of the glass dome and focusing his awareness, Marty was able to leave in much the same way that he was able to enter. Lexa let out a noise of surprise as he coalesced into the living room.

“You just… used magic?” she said, in disbelief.

“I guess,” said Marty. “I don’t think it’s my magic that I’m using, though. I think it’s just how the snow globe works.”

He explained most of what Maze had told him to her, leaving out the part about Lorian still having an available connection to drain him.

I’m going to need to find a way to phrase that more carefully than Maze did.

Lexa helped him gather up some basic supplies, blankets, a pillow, food, a couple of large pots, and a few jugs of water. Marty took it all through, helping Maze get settled into one of the tiny homes and feeling a lot like he was helping someone move.

He also brought her a couple of books, along with a flashlight for nighttime reading, since she’d be out of luck when it came to turning lights on and off. And of course, a few bottles of wine, though Marty made her promise to make them last. Maze was taking her imprisonment in stride and thanked him profusely for his help.

“You know…” she said, at the end of his last trip down. “If you ever get bored at night, you should come pay me a visit.”

She smiled flirtatiously at him.

“We’ll see,” he said. “It’s very tempting.”

His answer didn’t break Maze’s smile, but an odd gleam did enter her eyes.

“It’s not just magic tying the two of you together,” said Maze. “You and your wife mom, I mean.”

“Don’t call her that,” said Marty.

“What I’m saying is that emotions, when they’re powerful enough, are a bit like spells of their own.” She nodded slowly. “You and Lexa… you’re in deep for each other. Whatever you feel for her is reflected by her emotions toward you.”

Marty shrugged.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” he said.

“You should keep it in body if you want to be rid of Lorian’s spell,” said Maze. “As in, your body and hers, naked, bumping together. As soon as possible.”

Marty rolled his eyes and left the snow globe. Maze’s words stuck with him, however, and as he watched Lexa making dinner, he could feel an odd, tired sensation nicking at the edge of his awareness.

“Are you okay, honey?” asked Lexa.

He swallowed and took a slow breath.

“Maze told me something,” he said.

Lexa looked at him expectantly. Marty’s face felt hot, and he couldn’t make himself tell her.

“Can we talk about it after dinner?” he asked.

Lexa smiled.

“Of course,” she said.

She turned back to the food. She looked so much like his mom, in that moment, and the thought made him feel weird and confused. He was attracted to her, that much was undeniable, and the few times when they’d come close to crossing over the line had been thrilling and full of sexual excitement.

Maybe I can just set her background aside? Pretend like she doesn’t have all the memories of the woman who raised me?

The two of them sat at the dining room table and ate a quiet meal. They left Maze’s snow globe at one of the spots around the table, as though she was their dinner guest for the night. Marty could tell that his tension was bleeding over into Lexa, and by the end of the meal, she looked worried.

“Marty,” she said. “What is it?”

Marty pushed his plate away from him and folded his arms.

“Can we just… cuddle on the couch tonight?” he asked. “Maybe drink some wine, watch some Netflix?”

He felt like a coward for not explaining what Maze had said to him. Somehow, it felt as though it would only make the situation more complicated. Maybe if it just happened by accident, they could move on without having to think about it. If there was a reason behind it, if it was a deliberate thing that they both decided to do, it felt like it made it more real and harder to forget.

“Sure,” said Lexa. “Just… let me change into something more comfortable.”

Ten minutes later, he was on the couch next to Lexa. She’d changed into one of her evening gowns. Marty had gawked at the sight of her coming down the stairs. The gown was tight enough to show off the shape of her breasts, along with the bumps of her nipples, and short enough to make him hope that she’d bend over in front of him.

She’d also brought a blanket, which she spread across both their laps. Marty barely felt like it was necessary. He felt hot all over, and just pressing up against her would be enough to warm him up.

“Marty,” said Lexa. “Tell me what’s wrong.”

She was nestled against his side. Marty turned to look at her, only then realizing how close his face was to hers. He felt a sudden surge of arousal and had to breathe carefully to keep from letting it push him into doing something stupid.

“Maze… told me something,” he said. “About Lorian, and the effect her magic had on me. She’s still draining my essence, apparently.”

Lexa tensed up slightly against him. Her hand slid across Marty’s chest. Her eyes were sympathetic, and her cheeks flushed red to match her luscious lips.

“And you didn’t want to tell me this, because…?”

“Because Maze said that there is something you can do,” said Marty. “Something that… I know you wouldn’t be comfortable with.”

“Oh…” Surprise flashed across Lexa’s face. “Oh!”

“It’s okay,” said Marty. “It’s why I didn’t want to bring it up.”

“Marty…” said Lexa. “I… I’ll do it.”

He was ashamed of how hard those words made him. He almost shivered with anticipation at the thought of Lexa’s hand on his cock, or maybe more than just that.

“Are you… sure?” asked Marty. “I know that it’s not something that you really… want to do.”

“It’s not that I don’t want to do it,” whispered Lexa. “It’s just confusing for me. You can’t imagine how confusing the memories I have are.”

She slowly let her hand slide down his chest and stomach, stopping as it approached his waistband.

“Marty,” she said, softly. “You’re still my little baby boy. Asking for help tying your shoelaces, trying to steal cookies from the pantry.”

“Lexa…” Marty said, feeling his face heat with shame, and embarrassment.

“And at the same time,” said Lexa. “I have Alex’s memories. Intense… memories.”

Her voice wavered as she spoke, and Marty was so incredibly glad that she didn’t go into detail. He and Alex had pushed their sex life to dangerous places. It was too much for him to hear coming from Lexa’s lips.

“If I have to choose between doing something weird, and risking your life, it’s no choice at all,” said Lexa. “I’ll take care of you, Marty.”

She slid a finger into his waistband. Marty almost gasped from the pleasure of even just that simple contact. Lexa ran it back and forth, and then set about unzipping his jeans. He helped her pull them down but felt suddenly shy as he went to take off his boxers.

“This is fine,” said Lexa. “We’ll keep the blanket over our laps…”

Her hand worked his cock out of the hole of his boxers, and she wrapped soft, hot fingers around it. Marty pushed his head back against the couch, floored by the sensation.

“And we don’t even have to think about it,” whispered Lexa. “We’ll just keep watching the movie.”

She ran her hand up and down his shaft. Marty’s entire body tensed with the pleasure of it. He looked over at Lexa and saw her wearing one of Alex’s horny smiles.

This isn’t going to take very long.

“I feel so bad right now,” said Lexa. “But good at the same time. It’s confusing… How do you feel?”

Marty moaned.

“Incredible,” he managed to say. “Your hand. It’s so soft.”

“Thank you, honey,” said Lexa. “And you… are so hard.”

She ran her thumb over the head of his cock, smearing a pearl of precum around. Marty turned to face her more directly. Lexa’s cheeks were flushed red with embarrassment, despite the confidence in her words. She started stroking him off faster, as though concerned by the attention he was now giving.

“You’re so sexy,” said Marty.

“Mmm,” moaned Lexa. “You shouldn’t say things like that.”

He leaned in and planted a kiss on her neck.

“You know it’s true,” he said. He let his hand slide up to one of her big breasts. Touching it was like touching heaven.

“Marty,” said Lexa, her voice hot and breathy. “Whoa boy. We should… watch the movie.”

“We’ve watched plenty of movies on this couch before,” said Marty. He made his tone as suggestive as he could, knowing that it would stir Lexa’s memories of Alex being pounded on the couch like a dirty slut.

“That… wouldn’t be okay,” whispered Lexa.

Marty kissed her, just a quick peck on the lips. He knew that if he tried for more right then, she would find the willpower to stop him.

“What wouldn’t be okay?” he asked, kissing her again on her neck.

“Doing… that,” said Lexa. “On the couch.”

“Doing what?”

Lexa gave his hard cock another squeeze.

“Doing that,” Lexa repeated.

“Oh,” said Marty. “You mean for me to fuck you?”

He kissed her again before she could reply, letting his lips move against hers with horny, unbridled passion.

“Oh god!” moaned Lexa, as they parted. “Marty, we can’t! I’m your-”

“You’re my slut,” whispered Marty.

It was still the truth. Alex had been his as completely as a woman could be. He’d dominated her, and she’d loved every second of it. She’d been submissive to him, and that part of Alex was now a part of Lexa.

“I’m your mother,” hissed Lexa. She made no move to pull away from him, and actually put her other hand onto his cock. She stroked it off as though she was polishing a long shaft of wood.

Her words echoed in Marty’s head, and he felt shame burning his face. At the same time, he felt more tuned on than he ever had before in his life. He kissed her again and felt her opening her body to his. The two of them fell over sideways on the couch, Lexa with her legs parted, Marty in between them, the blanket still covering them.

There was something urgent about that moment. Marty tore off his boxers as though they were a thing of evil. Lexa put her arms around his neck and gave him a deep kiss as he brought his face in close to hers. Marty pushed the tip of his cock against her tight, hot hole, pausing and thinking before going further.

Am I really about to do this?

One of his hands meandered onto one of Lexa’s perfect breasts, and any choice he might have had evaporated. He pushed forward and entered her. Lexa let out a cry of ecstasy and ran her hands through his hair.

“We can’t… be doing this,” she moaned, even as her hips began to buck up against him. “Oh god, Marty.”

“We’re under the blanket,” he said. “We can just… not think about it.”

“Honey,” moaned Lexa. “Just… finish fast.”

Marty shivered with lust. He kissed Lexa deeply as he thrust forward into her. She kissed him back, not like Alex would have. Not, God forbid, like his mother would have. But like Lexa.

She’s a person. Not just two people in one body. A person in her own right.

He grunted and pumped into her, building up into a proper, horny rhythm. Lexa had her legs wrapped around him, as though despite her reluctance, her body wanted everything Marty’s cock had to offer.

Marty pulled the chest of her nightgown down to expose her naked bosom. He buried his face in it, moaning as he stirred into her cunt with his erection. Lexa ran her hands through her hair again, the action loving, but also horny and lustful.

He found himself wondering how long he’d wanted her for. The question made his cock throb, and he groaned as he pumped it into her again, their bodies slapping together. He wondered if perhaps he’d wanted both Alex and his mother as women, as illicit and disgusting as the thought was, back before the spell.

“Oh, Marty,” moaned Lexa. “Are you… close?”

The words made his loins burn with horny desire. He was close. But he didn’t want the encounter to end. Or rather, if it had to end, he wanted it to finish with a bang.

Marty kissed Lexa deeply, thrusting into her faster and faster, hard enough to make both chafe. Lexa let out a surprised squeal. Her body tensed up against him. Marty seized her buttocks and began fucking her roughly, the same way he used to fuck Alex. Lexa let out a passionate scream, her body shivering with a wild orgasm.

“Oh god, Marty,” she cried. “Oh god!”

“That’s right,” he moaned. “Oh fuck! Lexa!”

He pushed as deep as he could go on his last thrust, not bothering to pull out. His cock blasted his hot, sticky load into her tight cunt. He felt it overflowing onto his crotch and leaned forward to pull Lexa into a tight embrace. She reciprocated it, one of her hands toying with his hair, like a loving mother might do while brushing the tangles out of her son’s curls.


CHAPTER 15

Marty didn’t know what to say. Lexa was silent in the aftermath of their illicit coupling. The movie was still playing on the TV, and the two of them watched it, both still naked or mostly naked. Marty worried that he might start to get excited again, as close to her as he was.

Lexa stood up after ten or so minutes, pulling her nightgown back into place. The last of the sun’s light had faded, and it was dark enough to make it hard for Marty to make out her facial expression.

“I’m going to take a shower,” she said.

“Hold on.” Marty sat up, pulling the blanket over his lap. “Are you… okay?”

Lexa let out a motherly sigh and folded her arms.

“I’m fine, Marty,” she said. “Obviously, that isn’t something we can do again. We’ll chalk it up to the situation, and the confusion of all that’s happened over the past few days.”

Marty nodded slowly, but he couldn’t stop his next question from escaping his lips.

“Why can’t we do it again?” he asked.

Lexa flinched slightly. It was hard to tell, but he was pretty sure she was blushing.

“Because it was dirty, and wrong, and bad,” she said. “Regardless of… how it might have felt in the moment.”

Marty didn’t say anything. Lexa cleared her throat. The tension felt awkward.

“Anyway,” she continued. “Do you feel like it helped in the way it was supposed to?”

Marty searched his awareness. He couldn’t feel Lorian’s sucking presence on his energy anymore. He nodded.

“I do feel better,” he said. “Thanks, Lexa. Things did… get a little out of hand.”

“In a very big way,” said Lexa. Marty wasn’t sure if she’d intended the innuendo or not.

“So now…” He shook his head. “What are we supposed to do? Just keep searching for the witch? Try to find another way to reverse the spell?”

“We have to,” said Lexa. “Your… I mean, our wedding is in a couple of weeks. There’s no way that we could…”

She trailed off, and Marty understood why.

A horny fuck on the couch is one thing. Getting married to her, knowing that she shares my mother’s memories? That can’t happen.

“I’ll talk with Maze again in the morning,” he said. “See what she thinks we should do.”

“Thank you, honey,” said Lexa.

She stood in front of the couch for another couple of seconds.

“We’ll just pretend like this never happened,” said Marty. “Go back to normal.”

“Exactly,” said Lexa. “Well… I’ll probably head to bed after my shower. Good night, Marty.”

She leaned forward to plant a kiss on Marty’s cheek. Despite what he’d just said, he found himself taking her cheek with his hand, kissing her on the lips instead. Lexa kissed him back. Marty’s hands slid across her breasts, and the next thing he knew, he was pulling her into his lap.

“Marty…” Lexa wiggled on his lap, letting out a slow moan as she felt his swiftly hardening cock. “What did we both just agree on?”

“We can still kiss though, right?” He kissed her again on the lips, this time slipping his tongue into her mouth. Lexa set her hands on his chest and pushed him back with a frustrated sigh.

“This is going to be a very hard time for us,” she said.

Okay, that time it had to be intentional.

THE END
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