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CHAPTER 1

“This isn’t vacuuming the living room.”

Lexa glowered at Marty from where she sat next to him on the couch. The expression was halfhearted, though whether it was due to her innate fondness for him, or the fact that Marty had his hand on her thigh, he wasn’t sure.

“I was in the middle of vacuuming the living room,” said Marty. “Until you started doing your yoga warm up on the floor in front of me.”

He leaned in closer to her, letting his lips press into her neck. He’d been sporting an erection that entire morning, and for the past few days. It was hard just to look at Lexa now without thinking about what the two of them had done.

We crossed over the forbidden line. But… there’s so much more to it than just that.

“Marty…” whispered Lexa. She pushed him back, stopping his next kiss from reaching her lips. “Cool your jets, young man.”

She brushed dark blonde strands of hair out of her face and gave him a serious look. Lexa was an anomaly. She’d been two separate women a week earlier, until a run-in with a cantankerous witch had ended with Marty’s fiancé, Alex, and Marty’s adopted mother, Lena, fusing into a single body.

Lexa was a mix of the best parts of both women. Her eyes were a soft teal green. Her face was a mixture of Alex’s youthful softness, and Lena’s sharp, beautiful features. She had Marty’s fiancé’s butt, his mother’s breasts, and a personality somewhere in-between.

Oh, and the complete memories of both women.

“How about I cool my jets off on you?” asked Marty. “I’m sure it would be easier for me to focus on cleaning if I wasn’t so…”

He pulled her hand down and placed it on his hard erection. He heard Lexa gasp. The two of them had already given into their desires once, but it had been for the sake of breaking an ominous magical bond that the witch who’d cursed Lexa originally still held over Marty.

“Honey…” whispered Lexa. It had been a pet name that both his mom and Alex had used on him, but the way she said it now left no doubt. His mother was chastising him for doing something wrong. For trying to do something that no son should ever do.

Marty’s hormones surged. He didn’t care. He could see Alex’s features just as easily as his mother’s when he looked at Lexa, and he wanted his fiancé with the burning passion of any husband to be. That was it. Right.

The fact that I’m hard has nothing to do with mom’s big, soft breasts. Or the guilty way she moans when I press on the sexual offensive.

He kissed her again, and part of Lexa’s defenses gave way. She wore tight yoga pants and a top that was really just an oversized sports bra. The generous curves of her breasts gave way to a taut, smooth stomach. Marty ran his hands down the side of it as he kissed her, grinding his erection into the area just below her navel.

“We’ve already done it once,” whispered Marty. “I’ll be even quicker this time. Just right here… on the couch.”

“Oh god, Marty!” Lexa’s voice was horny, but conflicted. “Maybe… if we just…”

A knock came at the front door of the family’s tiny duplex. Marty almost jumped off the couch. He had on shorts, and his excitement was extremely visible. He scowled and tried to shift things around to compensate for it.

Lexa went through a similar embarrassed process of making herself presentable, or at least, she started to. She realized at the same instant Marty did that it didn’t matter what she looked like. She couldn’t open the door as she was, not as Lexa.

Outside of Marty and their new sorceress friend, Maze, nobody knew that something had happened to either Lena or Alex. Who would believe it if told, even with Lexa in front of them as evidence?

Beyond the ridiculousness of the situation, Marty and Alex had also been due to be married that month. Using a magic mirror given to her by Maze, Lexa had been managing to disguise her face as Alex’s for short periods of time, taking care of wedding responsibilities under the assumption that the marriage was still on.

We only have a week now. Six days, not counting today.

The knock came at the door again. Lexa was already hurrying upstairs to use the mirror to make herself look like Marty’s mother, the woman who should logically be around the house during the afternoon on a Saturday.

Marty cleared his throat, took one more deep breath to calm his lower half, and then headed for the door. He felt a stab of absurdity as he put his hand on the knob. So much weirdness had taken place underneath the roof of their house. And so many boundaries had been pushed against, or rather, violated completely.

Taylor, Marty’s old babysitter and a longtime family friend, stood just outside. She was tall, but not thin. Her body had the type of full curves that most women would die for, though it was clear from Taylor’s posture that she wasn’t fully comfortable with her height or build.

Her hair was pale blonde, and she was amazing when it came to doing her makeup. She wore a green, lowcut top and a pair of tight jeans, and she gave Marty an impatient stare, waiting for him to say something.

“Well?” she asked. “Are you going to invite me in?”

“Of course!” Marty said, quickly. Taylor had been close to his family since before he could form memories as a child. She was only a few years older than him, but had always seemed like an adult, even as a preteen.

“You seem a little nervous,” said Taylor. “Are you getting the wedding jitters? I’d say that they’re right on time. It’s only a few days away.”

Marty nodded dumbly, wondering what she was doing there.

“Is your mom around?” asked Taylor. “I came to drop off the mixer she lent. Be meaning to do it for months, but always ended up forgetting.”

“She’s…” Marty started to answer her, but before he could, “Lena” materialized in the hallway, smiling and looking exactly like his mother always had.

The magic only changed Lexa’s facial features. Her body, including her height, stayed the same. It was something that she could usually play off with the right posture or baggy clothing, but she hadn’t changed out of her tight yoga clothes this time. Marty worried about Taylor catching sight of Lexa’s amazing butt and connecting the dots, but it seemed like such an unlikely scenario that he quickly dismissed it.

“Lena!” said Taylor. “I didn’t interrupt your morning, did I?”

“Of course not, Taylor.” Lexa smiled warmly at her. “Please, have a seat. I’ll make us some tea.”

Marty hovered off to the side, not wanting to insert himself into the conversation if he didn’t have to. It felt strange being around Lexa when she was in disguise as his mother. When she was disguised as Alex, it was easy enough to fall into his old role with her, teasing and kissing, though she always tried to stop him from taking it further.

But when Lexa used the magic mirror to appear as his mother, Marty always felt a nagging sense of confusion and shame. Nothing had changed except her facial features, but it was enough to put his attraction to her and the things they’d done into an embarrassing light. She was his mother. She’d raised him and taken care of him since he was a child.

Things have changed so much between us. But she’s still my mom, underneath it all.

Marty made small talk with Taylor while Lexa poured the water for tea in the kitchen. She returned a couple of minutes later, smiling at Marty and Taylor as though everything in her life was perfectly normal and straightforward. Marty felt his cheeks heating up as she gave him an affectionate, lingering look.

“How much sugar do you want in yours, honey?” asked Lexa.

“Doesn’t matter,” said Marty. “I mean, I don’t care. Just however much you feel like putting in.”

Taylor picked up on something in his voice and frowned at him.

“Don’t be flippant, Marty,” she said. “Your mom is just asking you a question.”

Marty rolled his eyes before he could stop himself. Taylor saw, scowled at him, and looked expectantly at Lexa. It took Lexa a couple of seconds to realize that Taylor, Marty’s former babysitter, was expecting her to reprimand her son.

“Please, Marty,” said Lexa. “Taylor is right. Be more respectful.”

Marty forced himself to nod, feeling his cheeks flush hotter.

“The wedding is starting to get to you, isn’t it, Marty?” asked Taylor. “I have to imagine you’re just about bowed over with stress!”

“Uh, yeah,” said Marty. “That’s it. All the stress.”


CHAPTER 2

Marty watched as Taylor sipped at her tea and chatted with Lexa. She seemed so comfortable sitting in their home and talking to them both. She’d been a family friend for long enough that she was nearly a member. It made Marty acutely aware at the limits of the deception Lexa had been forced into.

The illusion concealing her real identity would only last for about an hour before giving out. Marty hadn’t asked Lexa if she’d tried using the mirror to double up and extend the duration, but he suspected that the mirror probably needed a little time to recharge after each use.

“What table did you put your mom at for the wedding, Marty?” asked Taylor. “Not one too far away from the you and your bride, I hope. The wedding is almost as much for your mother as it is for you, I hope you know!”

Marty bit back his first response, his anxiety over what the hell he and Lexa were going to do about the wedding spiking abruptly. He’d reassured himself with the hope that even they didn’t manage to break the curse in time, they might somehow limp through the wedding using the magic mirror and careful timing.

But thinking about it now, he realized that it would be impossible to do without harming the reputation of at least one of them. Alex would obviously need to be around for the entire affair, leaving Lena to be viewed as a spiteful mother and law, unable to accept her son’s love.

And if Alex wasn’t around, even just for a few minutes during the wedding, rumors would spread like wildfire. And then there was the rehearsal dinner, the night before. Marty hadn’t even considered that.

“Hey, easy,” said Taylor. “I didn’t mean to stress you out, Marty.”

“He’s just tired,” said Lexa. “He had a late night.”

Taylor grinned.

“Sounds like him!” she said. “He used to be such a lousy sleeper! I remember one time you tried to sneak out of your bed after I’d put you to sleep, Marty! You ran around the house naked, and I had to chase you for ten minutes straight.”

She shared a knowing look with Lexa, who blushed, and then reached out and pinched Marty’s cheek.

“Hey!” he said.

“Sorry,” said Taylor. “You’ll always be that free spirited, baby boy to me, Marty. And to your mother, as well. Right, Lena?”

Lexa coughed awkwardly.

“Right,” she said. “My little baby boy.”

“Well,” said Taylor, “I should get going. Thanks for the tea, Lena.”

“And thanks for bringing back the blender,” said Lexa.

Taylor left, and Marty breathed a massive sigh of relief. As Lexa closed the door behind her, it felt as though she’d also closed the two of them back to the strange reality they’d been living in for the past few days. Who were they to each other? And what was going to happen to them? Did either of them know?

Lexa stood by the door, a small frowning pulling down at the corners of her luscious lips. Her arms were crossed over her breasts, and her brow was furrowed. She looked like she was thinking many of the same thoughts that he was.

“I’m going to head to the market,” she said. “Pick up some food for the week.”

For the week. The last week we have before shit hits the fan.

“Alright,” said Marty.

Lexa’s eyes lingered on him for a moment longer. She was still wearing his mother’s face, and that made it all the harder for Marty to meet her gaze.

“Are you okay, Marty?” she asked.

He shrugged. Less than an hour ago, the only thing he’d cared about was following his urges and getting Lexa to take the illicit plunge with him a second time. It was easier for him to do that, to let his primal instincts take over, to stop thinking about the hard questions and tricky reality.

“I’m fine,” he said. “Just… a little confused.”

“And weirded out?” asked Lexa. “I know how… strange it must be for you. To know that I’m your fiancé and… your mother.”

She glanced away, wincing slightly as though it also pained her to acknowledge it.

“It doesn’t weird me out,” Marty said. “Well, in a way it does. But it also triggers other emotions in me.”

He stood up and walked over to her. Each step he took closer to her made the tension in the room ratchet up another notch. By the time he was within reach of her, his cock was straining against his shorts again.

“It won’t be like this forever,” said Lexa, her voice quiet and carefully controlled. “I’ll be back to normal once Maze helps us find a proper solution. And then we can put it all behind us.”

She smiled. Marty stepped in closer.

“I know,” he said. “And until then, all we can do is keep loving each other.”

He extended his arms and pulled her into a hug. Lexa let out a soft, almost inaudible moan as his erection pushed into her stomach. Marty inhaled, smelling her perfume. His mother’s perfume. He kissed her neck and felt her shudder.

“Marty,” she whispered. “Honey. You can’t do that.”

He kissed her lips. She let out a moan as their mouths made contact. One of Marty’s hands slid up her thigh, feeling the stretchy fabric of her yoga pants and wanting to rip them off her. He stepped forward, pushing her back against the door as though he was going to fuck her against it.

Alex used to love it when I’d do this.

“Oh god, Marty.” Lexa’s hand rand through her hair. He kissed her again, and felt her tongue responding to his as passion took hold of the moment.

Marty groped at Lexa’s breasts, feeling the way her sports bra held them tightly in place. She seemed to snap out of it then, clearing her throat and pushing him back.

“I need to get going,” she said. “And you should check on Maze. See if she needs anything.”

Despite her words, Lexa made little attempt to extricate herself from the encounter. Marty stood where he was, feeling the temptation to strip her out of her clothes, and…

And what? Create another disgusting memory she’ll have to live with after all of this is over?

His cock throbbed begging him to do it. He closed his eyes, and then opened them again. The illusion was still masking Lexa’s face. He felt a sudden wave of disgust come over him as he realized that he’d already noticed, and not cared. He would have fucked her. He would have watched his mother’s face, seen her expressions in the throes of passion. And probably gotten off on it.

Marty exhaled and pulled away from her, feeling a sudden surge of emotion that felt a bit like claustrophobia.

“Right!” he said. “You should get going.”

“Right,” replied Lexa. She licked her lips, lingering for a second or two longer. “I’ll be back in a little bit.”

She opened the door and all but threw herself out it. Marty ran a hand through his hair, feeling his embarrassment pricking his face and neck like tiny pinpricks.


CHAPTER 3

Marty waited until he’d seen Lexa’s car pull out of the driveway before heading into the kitchen. He opened the rightmost cabinet, and looked in on the tiny habitat they’d constructed to hide Maze away in from the prying eyes of any unexpected guests.

Her snow globe sat in the center of the cabinet, with a small battery powered LED lamp set on a box of cereal behind it to simulate the sun overhead. Maze had been trapped inside the tiny, circular prison during their encounter with Lorian, the same witch who’d cursed Lexa.

“Maze?” he whispered. “Are you awake?”

For the first day or two of her imprisonment, Maze had tried every magic spell and trick she could think of to free herself. Marty had watched, feeling sympathy for her as she struggled to find a way out the tackiest jail cell ever.

Marty still had magic essence left on him from being in such close proximity to the curse that Lorian had placed on Lexa. According to Maze, it was part of what was making it so hard for him and Lexa to separate their urges from their actions, the lust essence causing them to lose their inhibitions when it came to sex.

It also allowed him to travel into Maze’s snow globe just by touching the surface of it and channeling his will. Lexa had given it an attempt and failed, leaving Marty as the only person who could visit Maze within her prison.

“Maze?” Marty said, this time giving the glass a gentle tap. He didn’t see her within the globe, but many of the houses and model buildings within the tiny town replica were hollowed out, and just the right size to enter.

Pressing one of his fingers to the surface, he channeled his will. The sensation was odd, a bit like his stomach lurching forward and carrying the rest of him with it. He blinked, and was suddenly inside the snow globe, standing on a ground like surface scattered with tiny flecks of fake plastic snow.

He made his way forward, glancing around for Maze and listening. He could hear soft crying coming from somewhere in the distance, and suddenly felt a stab of worry for the confined sorceress.

Marty hurried toward the source, heading into a small house and then stopping dead in his tracks at what he saw within.

Maze was an attractive woman, in her own right. She was a petite woman, with small breasts and a toned body. Her hair was a deep, rich blue, and both of her arms were covered with carefully placed tattoos that trailed into one another.

And at that moment, she was naked, lying in the center of a magic circle. The magic circle had been drawn in the center of the tiny, pretend house’s living room, which would have been an odd sight even without it. There was a replica of a couch and a TV, but everything was carved out of the same ceramic-like substance as the rest of the snow globe’s details.

“Whoops,” said Marty. “Sorry, I didn’t realize I was interrupting something.”

Maze’s eyes flicked open and she stared at Marty. She smiled wickedly at him, seeming not at all put off by the fact that he was seeing her naked.

“Actually…” said Maze. “Your timing is perfect. My spell needs a boost, and you’re just the man to provide it.”

She sat up, crossing her legs, but making no move to cover her breasts. Marty couldn’t stop himself from glancing at them. They were small, but perky and symmetrical. And Maze seemed very proud of them, her smile deepening as she noticed where Marty’s attention had gone.

“All I need you to do, Marty,” said Maze. “Is to provide some of your lust essence. It will be like pouring fuel on a fire.”

Marty scratched his head and shrugged.

“That doesn’t sound so bad.” He took a step closer. “So how do I–”

“Hold on!” said Maze. She set a hand to the spell circle underneath her and it flickered for a moment. “There. Just needed to put the spell on pause for a second.”

She licked her lips and ran her hands over her breasts suggestively. Marty felt his horniness from before surging, rekindled by Maze’s nakedness.

“Alright,” said Marty. “I’m assuming I’ll need to be naked.”

“That’s a bold assumption,” said Maze. “But it’s right on target.”

Marty pulled off his clothing in record time. He was impressed by how hard he already was. He slowly walked over the circle toward Maze. She made no move to stand up, rising only to her knees.

“You’re so eager…” said Maze. “Things must be hard in your life right now, for both you and your mom.”

“Hey!” said Marty.

“Sorry. I mean wife-mom.”

Marty scowled. He wasn’t sure what Lexa was, or how to refer to her, but he felt like Maze delighted in picking her words in a way that would make him squirm.

“I’m just saying,” said Maze. “She doesn’t seem like the type of woman who would let you fuck her regularly. Even with a strapping young lad like you walking around the house with a hard on, most of the time.”

She let her hand close around Marty’s erection, and pleasure flushed through his crotch, up through his solar plexus and down through his legs.

“It’s such a waste,” said Maze. “If both of you could get over your stupid, puritan sensibilities, you could spend your time fucking each other’s brains out.”

“Maze…” Marty said, warning her with his tone.

“It would generate lust essence,” said Maze. “Which would pool in your house. And could eventually be used for a cool spell. Wouldn’t that be worth flirting with the taboo for a bit? It could even be fun, given how sexy your wife-mom is…”

Marty wanted to argue with her reasoning, even though he agreed with it on several levels. But before he could, Maze started moving her hand, stroking him off with soft, constant movements. He let out a little groan and looked down at her. The expression on her face was incredibly lewd, and full of so much girlish horniness that it almost made him feel like he was back in high school.

“It really is a waste,” said Maze. “I bet she thinks about riding this thing whenever she sees you with a bulge in your pants. You should only wear sweat pants from now on, and constantly walk around at half-mast.”

Marty groaned from pleasure.

“What would… that accomplish?” he managed to ask.

Maze smiled at him. She puckered her lips, and then planted a kiss on his stomach. Her tongue flicked out, and with torturous slowness, she drew a wet line down to Marty’s crotch, and then along the top of his shaft, all the way to the tip.

“Now,” whispered Maze. “For this to work, you must not cum. Not until I say you can. I swear to god, if you blow your load in my mouth as soon as I start sucking, I will never fool around with you again.”

Marty gave her a dumb nod. She could have asked for anything short of his first born and he would have shaken his head yes, just to feel her soft lips and wet tongue.

“Tap me on the back of the head when you feel like you’re close.” Maze flicked her eyes up to meet his. “And I’ll tell you where to cum.”

“Got it,” said Marty. He let his hand slide into her hair. Something flickered in Maze’s expression, and he got the sense that she enjoyed the power play in sex. It reminded him so much of Alex, and how she liked it when he’d dominate her, that Marty felt a sudden pain of guilt.

This isn’t cheating on her, is it? I’m assuming the whole fusion thing puts us on break for a little while… right?

Maze made eye contact with him as she slowly sucked on the tip of his hard cock. She let out a low, decadent moan, her hot, wet tongue sliding and teasing. Marty groaned and urged her to go deeper with his hand. Maze immediately pulled back, removing her mouth from his erection and smiling wickedly at him. A small trail of spit and precum connected her lip to the end of his shaft.

“You’re getting ahead of yourself, Marty,” she said. “Remember. I tell you where to cum.”

Marty nodded dumbly, and Maze returned to sucking. Her mouth was hot and wet, and she slid her lips almost to the base of his cock, not seeming to mind as it probed at the entrance of her throat.

Maze was thorough and consistent, bobbing her head back and forth, tiny swishing motions coming from the liberal amounts of saliva in her mouth. It almost felt like she was trying to wash his cock with her mouth, bringing it to a polish with her lips and tongue.

The sensation was incredible. Marty found it challenging to stay on his feet, all the lust and horniness Lexa had stirred in him over the past few days now pulled into the forefront of his being. It felt as though all the illicit emotions he’d been struggling with were now packed into his hard cock, and Maze was slowly preparing them for release.

And god, did she look to be enjoying it. Maze was smiling as much as a woman could while sucking cock. Her hand slid up Marty’s leg. She winked at him as she twisted her tongue around the middle of his hard shaft, as though she was trying to tie a knot onto it.

Marty felt his mind spinning off in strange directions. She was trapped in that tiny snow globe, totally dependent on him and Lexa for food, water, and anything beyond what little was already inside of it. He could come and visit her whenever, and Maze was always down for sex and erotic play.

And what would Alex and my mom think of that, once they’re back in their own bodies? It’s not fair to them or Maze.

The line of thought was cut off by Maze’s enthusiastic sucking. She was stroking him off with her lips, her tongue running along the underside of his shaft and providing extra sensation. Marty groaned, realizing he was close. He remembered to tap her on the head at the last possible second.

Maze instantly pulled back, lying down in the center of the spell circle and licking her lips. She ran her hands over her body and nodded to him.

“Finish on my stomach and chest,” she said. “And my face, if you have enough.”

Marty let out a small gasp as he set his hand on his cock and felt the orgasm explode out of him. True to Maze’s request, the first strand of his seed splattered across her breasts. Maze immediately set about rubbing it into her skin. The second and third painted her cheeks, and she let out a small, satisfied sigh, smiling at him.


CHAPTER 4

“Alright,” said Maze. “Now move out of the circle and give me some space.”

Marty took a few steps back, watching a little warily as the blue haired woman smeared his cum onto the skin of her naked body as though it were sun tan lotion. She centered herself in the circle, lying on her back, and then closed her eyes. Her lips moved, muttering words too quiet for Marty to hear.

Suddenly, the lines of the circle began to flash with purple and pink light. It was too bright for Marty’s eyes, and he had to glance away to keep from being overwhelmed. A ringing sound similar to a wind chime rang out in a hectic rhythm.

“…Damn it!” shouted Maze. “It didn’t work.”

Marty looked back toward the circle, and was a little surprised to see Maze sitting with her knees pulled into her chest. He frowned and crouched down next to her, a little worried by the disappointment he saw written all over her expression.

“Are you okay?” he asked. “Can I get you anything? Some food? Water? Wine?”

“Wine would be good.” Maze sighed. “I was so sure that this would work to break Lorian’s curse! She must have put something special into her spell. That stupid bitch.”

Marty rubbed her shoulder.

“Don’t give up,” he said. “Lexa and I haven’t, and you shouldn’t either. We’ll figure out how to break both the curses she put on us.”

Hopefully sooner rather than later. The wedding is coming up fast.

Maze looked thoughtful. She brought a hand up to her chin and rubbed a finger on either side of the cleft of her chin.

“Well, this was the last of simple ideas I had for breaking this curse,” said Maze. “I’m going to need you to bring me home in order to try something else.”

Marty frowned.

“Uh, okay,” he said. “Do you live nearby?”

“No,” said Maze. “But that’s okay. I have a magical way to get us there. We should leave as soon as we can.”

“Let me talk to Lexa about this, first,” said Marty. “She might have plans for today.”

“You don’t have to bring her along,” said Maze.

“Yes, I do,” he said. “The goal is to break your curse and hers. If there’s anything at your house that could help with that, I want her there so we can try it.”

“Mansion,” said Maze.

“What?”

“I live in a mansion,” she said. “On one of the Catrian Isles, in the middle of the Pacific Ocean.”

Marty raised an eyebrow.

I didn’t really need an incentive to bring her home, but I think she just gave me one, anyway.

“Let me pitch this trip to Lexa and get back to you,” said Marty. “With any luck, we can leave first thing tomorrow.”

“No,” said Maze. “We should leave today. Trust me, the shortcut I have will make the trip virtually instantaneous, and I can give you both rooms to stay the night in once we’re there.”

“Again,” said Marty. “It isn’t strictly up to me. Let me see what Lexa has to say, first.”

Maze rolled your eyes.

“Alright, you go run it by your mommy.” She stretched, arching her back upward and drawing Marty’s attention back to her very naked body. “Let me know if she gives you permission.”

“She’s not my…” Marty scowled and shook his head. “Whatever. I’ll be back.”

He pulled his clothes back on and left the snow globe, almost colliding with Lexa in the kitchen as he returned to his full size. She let out a small squeal of surprise, only relaxing after a couple of seconds.

“Oh,” she said. “So that’s where you went.”

She sniffed the air and frowned, obviously picking up on the scent of sweat and sex.

“Just checking in with Maze,” said Marty. “She says she has another plan that could help break your curse.”

“Does she, now?” Lexa folded her arms, looking very displeased with him. He couldn’t decide whether she looked more like his mother or Alex. He decided that it didn’t really matter, and both women probably would have been disappointed in him for different reasons in the current situation.

“Look, we need to try something else,” said Marty. “The wedding is too soon for us to waste time. Maze says that if we bring her to her home, she might be able to help us.”

“And where does she live?”

“In a mansion,” said Marty. “On a Pacific Island. And she says she has a magical shortcut for us to get there.”

Lexa’s attention perked up at that, much as the same way as Marty’s had. She relented, and the two of them spent the next hour packing clothes and getting ready. Marty made one more trip into the snow globe to present Maze with a bottle of wine Lexa had picked up for her at the store.

“Only one?” asked Maze. “What, are you worried that I’ll get too drunk?”

“I’m sure you have more at your mansion,” said Marty. “You can hold out until we get there.”

They left as soon as they finished packing. Marty carried the snow globe in one hand. Maze insisted that all they needed to do was to head to a forest just outside of town, and she’d lead them the rest of the way. Marty took his car, finding parking in a small dirt lot next to the hiking trails.

“Alright,” he said, into the glass of the globe. “What now?”

Maze couldn’t talk to them directly though her prison, so instead, she ran along the edge of the glass globe. It was almost like following the hand of a compass, with Maze running and pointing as they made their way through the overgrown forest.

“This is ridiculous,” said Lexa. “She’s leading us on a wild goose chase.”

“Maybe,” said Marty. “But it’s not as though we had much else to do today.”

“There’s still so much I need to do to prepare for the wedding,” muttered Lexa.

“The wedding that won’t happen if we don’t get you back into your normal body,” said Marty. “Er… I mean, bodies.”

They pushed through a thick barrier of bushes into a small clearing at the other side. In the center stood an old, massive tree, the roots poking out of the thin soil nearby and giving an illusion of long, hidden legs. Maze pointed frantically at it, going so far as to jump up and down to emphasize how important it was for them to head toward it.

Marty led Lexa around to the other side of the tree, where they found a hole in the ground underneath one of the roots. It looked as though it could have been dug by a groundhog, except bigger, easily wide enough across for a person to fit into. An unnatural darkness obscured Marty’s view into it. He looked down into the snow globe.

Maze was pointing at it over and over again. She was about the size of a grain of rice within the snow globe, but still gave off a sense of complete certainty. She looked up at Marty, and though she was too small for her expression to be visible, he knew exactly what she wanted.

“We have to climb into the hole,” said Marty. “Apparently.”

“This is ridiculous,” said Lexa. “She’s playing a prank on us, Marty. There’s either nothing down in that hole, or worse. There might be some type of vermin waiting for us.”

“After everything we’ve seen over the past few days, it seems more likely that there really is some magic here,” said Marty. “Look, I’ll go first. If it doesn’t work, I don’t mind getting dirty.”

He handed the snow globe to Lexa, took a deep breath, and crouched down. Extending one leg into the hole, he tried to feel for the ground below. It was deeper than his foot could reach.

“Weird,” said Marty. “Alright. Here I go.”

He hesitated for only a moment before pushing off. The darkness instantly surrounded him as he fell, and the force that pulled him down felt stronger than gravity alone.


CHAPTER 5

Marty felt his feet touch down on a surface. Something brushed against his face. He panicked, pushing it back with his hands. It took him a second to realize that it wasn’t a spider web, as he’d initially thought, but a dress hanging in a closet.

Lexa crashed into his back, seeming to fall from a point just above and behind him. Marty stumbled forward through more clothing, banging into a closed closet door.

“Sorry,” said Lexa. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” said Marty. “Strange. I guess the hole led to… a wardrobe?”

Marty heard footsteps outside the door, followed by a high pitched, feminine voice speaking in a fast, muffled tone. The door swung open an instant later, bright light flooding into the closet and momentarily blinding him.

“You… came through the pathway?” A startled-looking maid stood on the other side. “Did Lady Marianne send you? Is she with you?”

Marty glanced down at the globe, and then back up at the maid. She was young, in her mid-twenties, with a curvaceous build and mid-length black hair. She wore a stereotypical black and white French maid outfit, tight top, short skirt, and long white stockings.

“Assuming Maze is who you mean, then yes,” said Marty. “But she’s kind of in a weird situation.”

The maid stepped back. She still looked wary, but she gestured for Marty and Lexa to step out of the closet and into the room on the other side. Marty glanced around a large bedchamber, complete with a four-poster bed, private bathroom, and a massive wall mounted flat screen TV.

“My name is Beth,” said the maid. “I serve Lady Marianne.”

“Then you should probably take a look at this.” Marty passed her the snow globe, being careful not to shake it.

Beth’s expression was one of surprise, but not shock. She licked her lips and frowned at Maze’s tiny figure within the glass sphere.

“A moment, please.” Beth set the snow globe down on the bed table, pressed her finger against the glass, and flashed with light as she entered it.

Marty shrugged his shoulders and looked at Lexa. “We just need to be patient,” he said. “If Maze can get help with her curse here, so can we.”

Lexa had walked over to the room’s entrance and was glancing out into the hallway on the other side.

“I suppose so,” she said. “I just wonder what we’re getting ourselves into.”

Marty came up behind her and put his hands on her shoulders, softly massaging them.

“We’ve already gotten ourselves into it,” he said. “It’s getting ourselves out of it that we have to do now. Preferably sooner, rather than later.”

Lexa turned around to look at him, and Marty recognized the true source of her anxiety in the expression on her face.

She’s worried about the wedding, and for good reason.

Marty considered how hard it must be for her, not just as Alex, but as Lena. Alex, as his fiancé, would be missing out on one of the most important days of her life, if they had to call the wedding off. Lena would be missing out on seeing her son starting a life of her own and committing himself to the woman he loved.

Odd emotions twisted in Marty’s chest as he thought about the complicated conflict that must be playing out inside Lexa, holding both of those viewpoints simultaneously. He pulled her into a hug against him and felt her nuzzle her face against the crook of his neck.

“I’m not just worried about the wedding,” she whispered. “We’ve made so many mistakes already. Crossed so many lines. What if… things never go back to normal? Even if we remove the curse…”

Marty cupped her cheek in his hand and met her gaze. She was so beautiful, and looking at her so directly was like kindling his passion for her with gasoline.

“We’ll figure things out,” said Marty. “No matter what happens.”

He leaned forward and kissed her, doing it before he had time to consider whether or not it was a good idea. Lexa’s lips were so soft. Her body melded into his, and he let his hand reach around and slide up her shirt. Lexa let out a soft moan.

Beth suddenly cleared her throat behind them, making it sound haughty and deliberate. Marty pulled away from Lexa and spun to face her. The maid’s face was red with embarrassment, and Marty felt his own start to heat up as if it were contagious.

“I spoke with Lady Marianne,” said Beth. “She told me about your… situation.”

The way she said the word let Marty know that Maze hadn’t left any important details out. Lexa took a step away from him, crossing her arms over her breasts as though trying to hide them.

“Ah,” said Marty. “Well. She told us that if we brought her home, she might be able to break her curse and ours. So, uh…”

“I will assist the both of you however I can,” said Beth. “It might take some time. There are several household issues here at Wellwick Manor that need to be addressed.”

“Just let us know if we can help in any way,” said Lexa. She had a guilty look on her face, and probably for good reason. Beth had seen them kissing and embracing each other. Assuming that Maze had, in fact, told her the full story, that was a very odd first impression of them to be given.

“Lady Marianne has instructed me to give you a full tour of the grounds,” said Beth. “Please, right this way.”

Maze hadn’t been exaggerating when she’d said that she lived in a mansion. Beth led them out of the bedchamber and into a sprawling mass of hallways, rooms, staircases, and elegant furnishings.

“The guest wing is in the east wing,” said Beth. “Lady Marianne has offered the two of you full hospitality. Shall I prepare separate rooms for you, or you would you prefer a chamber to share?”

The look she gave Marty as she asked the question made him cringe. But even that wasn’t enough to stop him from hoping that Lexa would be open to sharing a room.

“We’ll each need our own room,” Lexa said quickly, as if trying to stop Marty’s train of thought from heading down that route.

“Excellent,” said Beth. “Each of the guest rooms has a private bathroom. The dining room is on the first floor, just beyond the common lounge.”

She went on to explain several of the other facets of the mansion that might appeal to them, the gym, the steam room, the private movie theater, and various other attractions. Marty couldn’t help but wonder how Maze, the alcoholic, tattooed sorceress who seemed a few impulsive decisions away from catastrophe, had ended up with such a luxurious setup.

Beth brought them back to Maze’s bedchamber once she was finished with the tour. She cleared her throat and gave Marty an odd look.

“Lady Marianne has requested to speak with you privately,” said Beth. “She informed me that you are capable of using your innate magic to cross into the globe. You are capable of that, are you not?”

Marty nodded, feeling a bit put off by the way she was looking at him. It seemed as though Beth didn’t approve of his familiarity with her mistress.

“Yeah, it’s no problem for me,” said Marty. He looked at Lexa. “Will you be alright here on your own for a minute?”

“Of course.” Lexa smiled reassuringly at him, and Marty walked over to where the globe lay on the bedtable.


CHAPTER 6

Maze was waiting for him in the center of the globe’s mock town square, this time fully dressed. She wore sweatpants and a loose t-shirt, both of which had once belonged to Marty’s mother and been given to her during the first few days after her imprisonment.

“I can’t thank you enough for bringing me back here,” said Maze. “It feels good to be home. Even if I’m still stuck in this thing.”

“It wasn’t too hard,” said Marty. “And we live to serve you, Lady Marianne,” he added, in a mocking tone.

Maze rolled her eyes at him.

“I come from a rich family,” she said. “You’ll get used to it. Don’t call me Lady Marianne, though. It makes me sound like my mother.”

“Fair enough,” said Marty. “So… about the curse?”

Maze nodded.

“It’s going to take me a little while to get started with my magical equipment,” she said. “In the meantime, enjoy my hospitality. If Beth approaches you with a request, it’s probably something I asked her to do, so be polite.”

Marty nodded.

“She seems… very loyal,” he said.

“She can be a bit of a bitch,” said Maze. “But she’s trustworthy.”

Marty decided to take her word on that. He glanced back toward the edge of the snow globe.

“Do you really think you’re going to be able to break your curse?” he asked. “Or Lexa’s?”

“I have to,” said Maze. “It might take a while, and I might have to try a few different methods, but I’m not about to let that stupid hoe Lorian win.”

“Cool,” said Marty. “That’s what I like to hear.”

He left the globe, rejoining Lexa and Beth in Maze’s real bedchamber. The two women were silent, and the room felt more than a little tense.

“If you’ll excuse me,” said Beth. “I need to arrange dinner with the cooks. I can escort the two of you to your chambers to relax in the meantime, if you’d like?”

Marty shrugged.

“Sounds good to me.”

Beth brought them down the hall, leaving them in the guest wing after giving them another frown and a curt nod. Marty glanced around his room, which was spacious to an almost decadent degree, and then walked across the hall to Lexa’s chamber.

She had a thoughtful look on her face and was sitting on the bed. She smiled at Marty as he walked in.

“I’m not sure what I expected when we climbed down into that hole, but it wasn’t this,” she said.

“Definitely not,” said Marty. “But with any luck, Maze will be able to break the curse, and we’ll be back to our normal lives soon enough.”

Lexa smiled and nodded, though there was something empty in her expression, as though she doubted that it would be so. Marty took a seat beside her and squeezed her hand.

“It’ll be okay,” he said.

They spent a couple of hours in her room, not doing much more than watching TV and waiting for something to happen. Beth came to tell them that it was time for dinner, and they followed her into the massive dining room, with an array of food already set out.

There was steak. There was lobster. There were vegetables of all kinds, expensive-looking breads, salads. It was more food than Marty and Lexa could have eaten in a week.

“Does this not suit you?” asked Beth, seeing the expressions on their faces.

“It’s not that,” said Marty. “This is just… a feast. And for just us?”

Beth nodded.

“I don’t normally take my dinner at the same time as my mistress or her guests.” She bowed her head meekly.

“Well, you’re welcome to tonight,” said Lexa. “Your mistress isn’t here, and we could use the company.”

“I would prefer not to,” said Beth.

An awkward silence hung in the air. Marty cleared his throat and made a deliberate show of serving himself.

“Well,” he said. “We might as well not let the food go to waste.”

He and Lexa were sitting across from each other at a large table. Between the food, the ambience, and the fact that it was just the two of them, it felt almost like an extravagant date. Lexa was far enough down at the table that Marty had to raise his voice slightly in order for her to hear him.

He sampled all the food and ate until he was stuffed. There was wine, too, and Lexa didn’t chide him for filling his glass, though he knew that the part of her that was his mother probably disapproved.

Marty let out a satisfied sigh as the meal drew to a close. Lexa started to stand and clear the table before realizing how presumptuous it would be, given the circumstances.

“Now what?” asked Marty.

“I guess… we go to bed?” asked Lexa, frowning. “This all feels so weird.”

“It would seem more normal if Maze wasn’t trapped in that globe,” said Marty. “The way it is now, it’s almost feels like there’s something rude about us being here.”

Beth cleared her throat loudly, and Marty almost jumped out of his seats.

“Lady Marianne would like a word with you,” she said, her voice flat and a little annoyed.

“Uh, okay.” Marty stood up. Beth had brought the now globe with her, and set it down on the dining table in front of him. He pressed his finger against the glass and was inside a moment later.

Maze was in her tiny house. She had a journal and pen and appeared to be working on something intently.

“Marty,” she said. “I need to ask a favor of you. It’s related to the curses.”

“Shoot,” he said.

Maze looked up at him and flashed a mischievous smile.

“I need you to do generate some lust essence,” she said. “What Lorian did to you has left you primed for this sort of thing. I need you to get aroused, not here, back in the outside world. And it needs to be with an actual woman.”

“Uh…” Marty scratched his head, his mind wanting to jump off in a weird direction.

“I already spoke with Beth,” said Maze. “She’s a loyal servant and is open to helping me in this.”

Marty frowned.

I doubt this was in her original job description…

“I don’t know,” said Marty. “She seems a little… frosty, toward me.”

“Would you rather it be your wife-mom?” asked Maze. “Marty, we don’t have time to fool around. I need the lust essence, ASAP.”

“Fine, fine,” said Marty. “…But you’re sure that you’ve talked her into it completely? And she’s actually willing?”

“She is,” said Maze. “Underneath that professional, maid exterior, Beth is actually a total freak.”

Marty couldn’t tell whether she was joking or not. He let Maze’s comment hang on the air for a few seconds, and then left the globe.


CHAPTER 7

Back in the full-sized world, Marty massaged his temples, feeling as though all the traveling to and from the globe was starting to give him a headache. Lexa had stood up from her spot at the table and was waiting next to the globe. She gave him a curious look, frowning slightly.

“Beth told me to tell you that she’d be waiting in the mansion’s steam room,” said Lexa. “It’s on the first floor, on the right, at the end of the main hallway.”

Marty nodded.

“Uh, okay,” he said. “Well, that’s good.”

Lexa sighed. Her dark blonde hair was loose across her shoulders. She still wore the same outfit she’d had on that morning, her tight exercise top leaving fairly little to the imagination. Marty tried to keep his eyes on her face, rather than her breasts, sensing her annoyance at the situation.

“Are you going to explain to me what Maze wants, this time?” asked Lexa.

“She says I need to generate some lust essence,” said Marty. “And… she volunteered Beth for the task.”

Lexa scowled.

“Look,” continued Marty. “I don’t like the idea of it, either. But the only other option would be to find another woman to help me with it.”

He let his tone say what he felt like he couldn’t.

Another woman. And Lexa is the only other woman here.

“No,” said Lexa, with a sigh. “You’re right. Obviously, that type of thing isn’t something we should get into the habit of doing.”

Marty felt his cock stirring at her words, though he wasn’t really sure why. He suddenly wondered if maybe Lexa could be convinced. They could retire to one of their guest bedrooms, watch some TV in bed with some wine. Cuddle together under the blankets, and let the situation build and burst into its inevitable conclusion.

“Marty,” said Lexa, as though reading his mind. “We aren’t doing that.”

“I know,” he said. “You’re right. I should just… go meet with Beth.”

“You should,” said Lexa.

But did he want to? No. What Marty wanted was exactly what he’d just thought of. He lingered, feeling the way he was looking at Lexa shift into the lewd, hungry gaze of a horny young male looking at a stunning older woman.

“Get moving, honey,” said Lexa. “We can talk later. After you’ve… helped Maze with what she’s working on. It’s to break the curse, and I won’t hold it against you.”

Marty swallowed and nodded.

“Thanks.” He walked over and gave her a hug. Her body felt incredible against his, and he felt himself drifting into dangerous waters as he ground his hard cock into her. He couldn’t tell if Lexa was hugging him back as his mother, or as Alex. He realized suddenly that he didn’t care. He wanted her.

“Go.” Lexa gently pushed her hands against his chest, putting some distance between them. “Go now, while you’re still in an excited state.”

She said the last part in such a motherly, embarrassed tone that Marty’s cheeks instantly flushed with heat. He silently chastised himself for being so weird and having such disgusting thoughts, and then hurried off down the hall.

The steam room had a small changing room right outside of it. Marty pulled his clothes off, wondering if Beth was already inside or if she was planning on joining him later. He was naked as he entered the steam room, though the thick clouds of steam gave him a false sense of modesty.

The room was a large hexagon, with benches built into the walls. At the center was a large bath set into the floor. Marty headed toward it, feeling tempted to go for a dip.

“Marty.” Beth’s voice caught him off guard. He turned to see her approaching from one of the corners of the room. She was naked, and the sight of her sent a rush of arousal through Marty’s extremities.

The steam curtain hid some of the finer details of her body, but Marty could still see a hint of pink nipple. Beth’s black hair was loose across her shoulders, and she walked slowly over to him. The only thing that took away from her eroticism was the expression on her face.

It’s as though this is just another task for her. And it is, isn’t it?

“Lie down on one of the benches,” said Beth. “I’ll give you a massage.”

Marty frowned at her.

“If you’re not comfortable with this, we can figure something else out,” said Marty. “I don’t want you to feel like you’re doing this against your will.”

“I serve my mistress,” said Beth. “I won’t shy away from my duty.”

Marty shrugged and found a spot on the bench. His cock hardened as he watched Beth make her way over. She had a small bottle in one of her hands. Marty caught a whiff of fragrant oil as she popped the top off and poured some in her hand.

“Have you ever done this before?” asked Marty. He asked the question without stopping to think about how it would sound out loud. He winced as Beth gave him a disapproving look, almost as though he’d just called her a whore.

“I know what I’m doing,” she said, simply. She wrapped an oily hand around Marty’s cock, and he almost jumped off the bench in surprise.

“Jesus!” Marty snapped.

“Does that feel good?” asked Beth. “What about this?”

She slowly stroked her hand up and down, the oil making lewd squishing noises as her soft palm and fingers moved. It was all Marty could do to slowly nod in answer. He stared at Beth, his eyes drinking in the sight of her big, naked breasts. She suddenly seemed so different from the annoyed maid who’d greeted them when they’d first arrived.

Now she is an annoyed, naked goddess.

“That feels amazing,” said Marty.

“Good,” said Beth. “Just relax and let me do my job.”

She pulled in closer to him. Marty reached up and grabbed one of her breasts without thinking about it. He expected Beth to slap his hand away, but she didn’t. She gave him an odd look, one that almost dared him to see what would happen if he pushed things further.

Beth’s hand stroked him up and down, soft, but with firm insistence. Marty let his fingers play with her nipples. Beth was staring at her cock, looking interested, curious, even.

“You can do more with it, if you want,” said Marty.

Beth made a face and shook her head.

“Lady Marianne was very clear.” She ran her thumb over the tip of Marty’s hard erection. “I am to release your essence into a glass vial, so she can use it in her next attempt at a spell to break the curse.”

“It’s not like we couldn’t find a way to be careful,” said Marty. “I know you want to. I can see it in your expression.”

Beth hesitated, biting her lip slightly. Marty took it as a cue to push forward on the initiative. He gently took her by the waist and pulled her to straddle him.

“It would not be right,” said Beth, in a definite voice. “I cannot allow you to risk… finishing inside me. But perhaps there is something I can do.”

She twisted on his lap, squeezing her thighs together on either side of his cock. The bottom side of his shaft was pressed against Beth’s hot pussy lips. It felt amazing, but also like a form of sexual torture.

“There,” said Beth. “Go ahead. Move as you please.”

Marty thrust upward, fucking Beth’s thighs, but clearly at the wrong angle for actual penetration. Her breasts jiggled in front of his face. He leaned forward and kissed one of them, eliciting a tiny gasp from her lips.

Beth leaned forward, pushing a few loose strands of hair out of her face, and suddenly Marty was kissing her on the mouth. He let his cock grind into her thighs and crotch. Beth reacted by pushing herself against him, and it was clear that she was getting as much or even more pleasure out of it as he was.

“Don’t forget,” she whispered. “You must let me know when you’re about to…”

Marty shifted forward, and for an instant, the angle was just right. His cock slid into her tight hole with barely any resistance, both of them turned on and oiled up. Beth squealed.

“You… you just…” She was shaking her head in disbelief.

“I know,” said Marty. “Sorry, I’ll pull out.”

He slid his cock back slightly, feeling the soft lips of her pussy sliding across his shaft.

“Oh, wow.” Marty pushed forward, thrusting into her. “Let me just… go for a second or two more.”

“This…” Beth was shaking her head. “But… Lady Marianne said…”

Marty pumped into her again, and then again after that. His mind felt as foggy as the steam room actually was. He leaned Beth down underneath him on the bench and thrust into her faster and faster.

Their bodies were sweaty and oily, and he found a perfect pace after only a couple of seconds. Beth’s complaints turned into lusty moans. Marty pumped his cock into her over and over, feeling her tight, oiled up hole taking him with lewd willingness.

“Oh god!” moaned Beth.

“Oh yes!” cried Marty.

He squeezed her breasts, building in pace until he couldn’t go any faster. Beth was crying out in pleasure. They were racing, flying forward as fast as they could to their horny destination.

Oh fuck!

Marty came inside her. He couldn’t stop himself in time, too drunk on arousal and the sight of Beth’s busty body. Her legs were wrapped around him, and it was clear that she was also not in a state of mind to return to focusing on their original goal.

“Oh no!” cried Beth. “You… you didn’t?”

Marty cringed.

“Sorry,” he said. “I guess we’ll have to try it again later.”


CHAPTER 8

Marty changed back into his clothing alongside a rather annoyed looking Beth. As soon as the maid was back in her outfit, she gave a slight bow.

“I’ll report how this went to Lady Marianne,” said Beth.

“Tell her it was all my fault,” said Marty. “Again, sorry about that.”

Beth’s expression was a little embarrassed, but she nodded and seemed to accept his words.

“Do you need any help finding your way back to your guest bedroom?” asked Beth.

“No, I think I can manage,” said Marty.

It did end up taking him several minutes, a few of the upstairs hallways looking extremely similar to each other. He found Lexa’s room first and was drawn in by the sound of her voice.

Lexa was standing outside on the guest room’s balcony. Marty stepped through the doorway to join her and got his first real view of the full island that the mansion was situated on.

The island was small, probably no more than four or five miles wide. Maze’s mansion had been built on top of the cliffs on the far side of it, with the town built at the bottom of the hill, up to the edge of the beach.

It was night time, but from the window lights, Marty guessed that there were only a couple of dozen houses and buildings on the island in total. It made him wonder about how far away from the nearest real population center they currently were.

Do the people here have to take boats across the ocean when they feel like leaving town? Or did Maze make them their own magic tunnel for when they need it?

“Relax, sis,” said Lexa. “I’ll be back with plenty of time to spare. You’ll see.”

Lexa was on the phone. Marty briefly considered heading back to his own guest room to wait for her to finish but decided against it.

“Of course I’m nervous,” said Lexa. “There’s… been a lot going on in my head over this wedding. But I love Marty, and I know that marrying him… is what’s best for us both.”

Her voice wavered a little as she spoke.

“I will,” said Lexa. “I love you too.”

She hung up the phone, her gaze immediately settling on Marty.

“I just wanted to check in with you before saying good night,” he said.

Lexa smiled. She was wearing a night robe, and clearly not one of hers. It was small on her, clinging too tightly to her breasts, and barely reaching down to cover her buttocks.

“And you arrived just in time to hear me declaring my love for you over the phone,” said Lexa. “How convenient.”

“I already knew that you loved me,” said Marty. “It’s not exactly a surprise.”

He stepped in closer to her. A chilly night breeze ruffled both Lexa’s gown and hair, blowing the former up enough to give Marty a glimpse of her panties.

“How did things go with Beth?” asked Lexa. She stepped in closer to him, too, until they stood only inches apart.

“It was a dead end,” said Marty. “We’ll either have to try again or try something else.”

“Another failed cure,” said Lexa.

She didn’t say more than that, but Marty knew exactly what she was thinking.

We’re running out of time. Days left until our wedding, and no solution is in sight.

“You know that I won’t stop trying to find a cure,” said Marty. “Even if… it isn’t in time for the wedding.”

Lexa shook her head, pulling one of her hands to her breast.

“I can’t bear the idea of canceling the wedding, Marty,” said Lexa. “It would hurt too much. For both of us.”

“We might have to,” he said. “Unless…”

Unless what? What sort of wedding would it be, with her in this state? Could Marty live with himself after saying his vows to both his mother and lover? Or would it just be saying the vows to Lexa, a person of her own, despite having the memories of both?

And how would Lexa feel about the whole thing? She’d have Alex’s memories of him, pushing her to express her love in front of God and her family and friends. But she’d also have Lena’s memories, and bear Lena’s shame over the illicit feelings bleeding into her from Alex’s personality. Could a mother accept that she loved her son as both a man and a child?

“Marty,” said Lexa. “I’m so sorry.”

“None of this is your fault,” said Marty. “There’s no need for you to apologize.”

“I’m sorry that you have to go through this,” said Lexa. “I’m sorry… for so much. For making this harder than it should have been.”

Marty felt his emotion surge, lust pulling to the forefront. He let his hands settle on Lexa’s waist. She didn’t stop him from pulling her a little closer.

“You’re not the one who made it hard,” he said, softly. “It was always going to be hard.”

“Marty…”

He kissed her, cutting off any further protest. He felt the conflict inside of Lexa, her need to pull away and establish a motherly boundary warring with her womanly need to be touched and loved.

Marty slid his hands up the back of the short night gown, cupping her butt and pulling her with him. They stumbled back into her guest bedroom and then tumbled onto the bed. Marty was so excited, more than he could ever remember being. He couldn’t wait to get inside her. Lexa. The beautiful woman who loved him with an intensity that went beyond normal limits.

Of course she loves me. She raised me.

The thought echoed weirdly in his head. Marty was grinding his hard on in between Lexa’s thighs and groping at her breasts. She was letting out soft, pleasured moans, and they sounded more than a little guilty.

“We’ve… talked about this,” whispered Lexa.

Marty kissed her neck. He cupped her breast over her gown, feeling the point of her nipple against his palm.

“Talked about what?” He tried to feign as much ignorance as he could.

“It isn’t right, honey,” whispered Lexa. “We have to control ourselves.”

Marty kissed her on the lips again, feeling her passions stirring as she kissed him back. He kept moving against her, dry humping Lexa with reckless abandon. He felt his arousal gaining momentum, like a bus with broken brakes speeding down a hill.

“It felt so good last time,” he whispered. “And I just… love you so much.”

He knew it was ridiculous, but in that moment, he would have said or done anything to slide inside her again. Sex with Lexa had made Marty question everything, up to and including his own illicit perversions. It had made him feel a dark, insidious kind of lust, a lust that threatened to consume him.

“I love you too, honey,” whispered Lexa. “But you can’t… fuck me.”

Marty kissed her again and pressed his erection against her crotch with deliberate strength. Lexa gasped. Marty was rushing to take his pants and boxers off. If he could just get them both naked, nature would run its course from there.

Nature would run its course. And I would violate her again. She’s as much my mother as she is Alex.

“What if we just kiss and cuddle,” said Marty. He slid his boxers down, letting his rock-hard cock snap loose from the elastic.

“Marty…” said Lexa, in a chastising tone.

“Just one last time,” said Marty. “And then we’ll stop.”

He pulled her panties aside. Lexa was shockingly wet, and as his cock probed its way into her tight cunt, he felt her shudder in ecstasy.

“Oh god…” moaned Lexa. “Marty! No, this is not okay!”

With a surprising amount of willpower, Lexa rolled over, breaking their point of illicit contact. Marty moaned in disappointment. He reached for her shoulder, intent on taking control back. He couldn’t stop himself. He had to do it.

“Young man.” Lexa grabbed him by the wrist and gave it an admonishing squeeze. “Exactly what do you think you’re doing?”

Marty blinked. He hadn’t heard her use that voice in a long time, since he’d been a much younger teenager. That was the voice his mother used when she meant business and would lay down whatever punishment she needed to in order to keep him in line.

“I… Jeez, I was just-”

“You were just what?” snapped Lexa.

Marty felt his cheeks heat up. It felt unfair. She had been kissing him back. It took two to tango, and suddenly Lexa was acting as though he was the one at fault.

I am, though. And I’m not giving up so easily.

Instead of answering his question, he slid in closer, letting his cock rest against her thigh. He pulled her into a loose hug, kissing her on the cheek, and letting one of his hand rest against the bottom edge of one of her big breasts.

“I was just cuddling with you,” he said. “I like to cuddle. Don’t you?”

He let his hand slide down from her breast, across her stomach, toward her crotch. Lexa grabbed it before it made it all the way.

“Young man,” she said. “You are out of line. I’ve explained this to you before.”

“I…” Marty felt her words having their effect on them, even though he didn’t want them to. He was ashamed of himself. “I’m sorry.”

“I know this is hard for you,” said Lexa. “In more ways than one.”

She surprised him, reaching her hand down and taking hold of his hard cock.

“Oh!” moaned Marty. “It… it’s really hard.”

“But you need to control yourself.” Lexa’s hand stroked up and down. “It won’t be long, Marty. Things will go back to normal. And when they do, we have to live with all of the decisions we’ve made.”

Her hand kept stroking up and down, giving him a sensual, loving hand job. It was so soft and gentle. He could feel how much she cared for him in her movements, and it only made his arousal burn that much hotter.

“Does that feel good?” whispered Lexa.

“Yes!” Marty all but shouted the word. “It feels so good! But… it’s still…”

“It’s safe,” said Lexa. “And with this, it’s easier for you to pretend like it’s someone else.”

“I don’t want to pretend like it’s someone else,” said Marty.

Lexa gave him a soft, loving squeeze. She slid a little closer to him, her free arm looping under his head, her hand running through his hair. She leaned in and kissed him on the forehead. Marty let his head drop into her bosom.

It felt so good that it made him feel a little sick, especially as his thoughts extended out into the future. Eventually, Lexa would go back to being Lena and Alex. What then? Would Marty be satisfied marrying Alex, swearing himself to her, knowing that the illicit touch of Lexa had felt so good?

I can’t let myself think like that. But fuck… it feels so good.

“Are you close, honey?” whispered Lexa.

“Oh god,” moaned Marty.

“Go ahead,” said Lexa. “It’s okay.”

She squeezed him into a hug as Marty reached his orgasm. His cum splattered up, some of it soiling Lexa’s night gown, the rest dribbling down across her fingers. He buried his face into her breasts as the pleasure surged through him. He felt more loved than he ever had in his life.

And then the guilt hit him. Lexa seemed to feel it at around the same time. Marty cleared his throat and pulled back from her slightly. There was just enough light from lamp on the bed stand for him to see streaks of white cum on her gown. Lexa was blushing and wouldn’t meet his gaze.

“You should head to bed, honey,” she whispered.

“Sorry,” said Marty. He wasn’t sure why he was apologizing, but it felt like he needed to.

He stood up, shamefacedly found his boxers and pants, and headed across the hall to his room.


CHAPTER 9

Marty didn’t sleep easily that night. The guest bed was soft and luxurious, far nicer than his bed back home, but he couldn’t get his encounter with Lexa out of his mind.

Beth stopped by shortly after he arrived back at his room to ask if he needed anything. There was a new tension in the air between them, one that Marty wasn’t sure he needed or wanted.

He tossed and turned in bed, trying to fall asleep as the hours ticked by. It was deep into the night when he heard footsteps outside his door, followed by the creaking sound of it opening.

“Lexa?” he whispered. It had to be her. Beth would have knocked, even at night. Marty wondered if she’d been having trouble sleeping, just as he had.

As his eyes focused in the dark, he made out the silhouette of someone else, someone he didn’t know. It was a woman, but a woman with proportions beyond Lexa’s endowment. Her breasts were almost too big, and the hourglass shape of her body seemed strange and exaggerated.

The woman took another step toward him, and Marty’s heart skipped a beat as he saw her eyes. They were red and gave off a glow in the darkness that made them look like angry, identical rubies.

“What… are you?” Marty started to sit up in bed, but the woman was faster, leaping across his room in a single bound and landing on top of him.

“You’re dreaming,” whispered the woman, her voice impossibly sensual and silky. “Just relax and have a good dream.”

I’ll just relax… and have a good dream.

Her words were a command, one that slipped under Marty’s defenses and rendered him helpless and obedient. He felt the woman, the creature on top of him grinding her hips against him. She wore no clothing. Her skin was soft and hot. She lifted his hands to her breasts, and they felt too perfect against Marty’s palms to belong to the mortal world.

He felt his erection snapping eagerly to attention. It hurt to be aroused again after the sexually taxing day he’d had, but a single touch from the monster on top of him was enough to flood his cock with pleasure.

“Shall I use my mouth on you?” she asked.

Marty nodded dumbly. An instant later, he felt hot lips and a wet tongue on his member. He groaned as the woman began sucking, sending pulses of impossible pleasure bursting through him. She used her mouth so effectively that he couldn’t think, couldn’t even see straight. It reminded him of a washing machine, her mouth surging with saliva and his precum, her tongue spinning across his shaft with impossible movements.

“Marty!” A new voice pulled him from his reverie. He glanced over and saw Lexa and Beth standing right outside his door.

“Get her off him!” cried Lexa.

“No!” The word left Marty’s mouth before he could think. “Just… hold on.”

They have to let her finish! I need to cum!

The creature gripped Marty’s thighs and proceeded to suck him off with more skill and determination than humanly possible. Her mouth bobbed back and forth like an industrial piston. Marty groaned at the sharpness of the pleasure, feeling her lips and tongue working in tandem.

Lexa and Beth seized the woman and pulled back on her sharply. Her mouth came loose from Marty’s cock with a sharp pop. She let out a cry and reached out her hand, giving his hard shaft one last squeeze.

And that was all it took. Marty came with such intensity that for a moment, he and everyone else in the room was completely dumbfounded. Massive strands of cum blasted out from his cock, shooting as though launched from squirt gun, rather than human anatomy.

Beth took the first blast on her cheeks and mouth, letting out a little squeal as it landed. Lexa looked shocked as the next arced into the air before raining down on her hair and across her nose. The creature let out a desperate cry and stuck her tongue, trying to catch the third blast of cum in much the same way a child might try for a snowflake.

It missed her, and Beth wasted no time wrapping a strange, glowing pink rope around the creature’s wrists and legs. Lexa found the light switch and flicked it on. Marty stared in horror at the “woman” who’d been sucking him off mere moments earlier.

Her skin was pink and covered with an odd, scale-like pattern. The curvaceous figure that had seemed so strangely appealing in the dark looked borderline horrific in the light. Her eyes were still pulsing red and evil, and her tongue was more reptilian than human.

The creature thrashed and let out a demonic scream. Marty and Lexa recoiled back from it, but Beth was smiling, and merely shook her head as though to deny the thing’s request for freedom.

“What… the hell?” asked Marty.

“It’s a succubus,” said Beth. “I have no idea how it made its way onto the estate, but this is a boon for us. Trust me. The amount of lust essence contained within it will allow us another chance at combating Lorian’s curses.”

Marty perked up that. He looked over at Lexa, who was still watching the succubus thrashing against her bonds.

“Would one of you assist me with bringing it into a proper containment cell?” asked Beth.

Marty volunteered, less by choice and more out of a desire to keep Lexa from having to touch the thing. He and Beth carried it by the arms, dragging it between them. At one point during the trip through the mansion, the succubus snaked its tongue out and around Marty’s wrist. He was instantly hard again, and almost felt overwhelmed by his desire to bed the disgusting creature a second time.

“Focus,” said Beth. She reached over and squeezed Marty’s hand, and suddenly, it was her he wanted to bed. He took her advice and pushed all thoughts of sex out of his head.

The mansion had a small jail cell in the basement, down the hallway from a wine cellar. Beth pulled the door open, while Marty pushed the succubus through. It twisted, trying to charge the two of them in the doorway, but Beth was quick enough to slam it closed in time.

“Is it really safe to keep this thing down here?” asked Marty.

Beth shook her head.

“It would be foolish to do for the long term,” she said. “But Lady Marianne will have plans for it. Likely plans that will involve draining the creature’s energy.”

Marty frowned, unsure of how he felt about that.

It does seem like an evil creature, but that sounds almost like torture.

“Please,” said Beth. “You must understand. Succubi are twisted creatures, created through curses themselves. By taking its life, we are also taking its pain, and sparing many dozens of people death at its hands. Yes, it would have killed you had your mother and I not happened in when we did.”

Her words hit Marty hard, for several different reasons. He wanted to correct her and point out that Lexa wasn’t technically his mother, at least not really, but it felt a little petty to do so, under the circumstances.

Beth also brought his attention back to the moment she and Lexa had burst into the room. Marty could still see a small glob of dried cum stuck just above one of her ears. He wasn’t sure whether the safe thing to do would be to ignore it or make her aware of it.

“I will stay with the creature,” said Beth. “Would you mind heading to Marianne’s room and explaining all of this to her? She will likely want to act on this information tonight. Bring her down here with you when you return.”

Marty gave a slow nod. The succubus was screaming in its jail cell, and its cries were vaguely sexual in nature. He had to close his eyes for a second before turning and hurrying back up the stairs.


CHAPTER 10

Lexa was waiting for him outside Maze’s room, apparently well aware of the direction the night was taking. She frowned, her arms crossed over her breasts. She still only wore the thin, ill-fitting night gown that she’d had on earlier.

“Did Beth tell you anything else?” asked Lexa. “About… using the succubus to break the curses?”

Marty shook his head.

“She sent me to get Maze,” said Marty. “I think that’s the curse she intends to try to break first.”

Lexa gave a slow nod, looking a little disappointed, but not surprised.

“I think that’s wise,” she said. “I don’t like the idea of being the first one to receive a cure made from that monster’s magic, or blood, or whatever it’s going to involve.”

“Me neither.” Marty smiled at her and put a hand on her shoulder. “But if there is a way, a safe way to do it, I think we should risk it. At least, if it works on Maze, first.”

Lexa nodded. She glanced up, letting her eyes meet his. Her expression was a little embarrassed, and it took Marty shamefully long to realize why.

“The succubus… seduced you?” she asked.

Marty cleared his throat.

How do I explain what happened tonight? I really don’t know…

“It snuck into my room,” said Marty. “As soon as I locked eyes with it, I lost all sense of self control.

“Its eyes drew you in?” asked Lexa. She blinked her own eyes, which were illuminated by a sliver of moonlight coming from the window at the end of the hallway. Marty felt lust surging through his stomach and groin, and couldn’t tell if it was his own, or a remnant of the succubus’s magic.

“It uses sex as a weapon,” said Marty. “Seducing its victims for no reason other than to build its own power.”

“That’s sad,” said Lexa. “I mean, sex is so much better when there is love. It seems like such an empty way for a creature to live.”

Marty felt himself getting hard at her words. He felt ridiculous, like a young teenage boy discovering attraction and arousal for the first time. He took a step closer to Lexa without realizing it and placed his hands on either side of her hips.

“Marty,” whispered Lexa.

“It’s been such a long day,” he said. “All I want to do is lie down.”

With you. In bed.

“Beth sent you up here for something,” said Lexa. “Didn’t she?”

Marty pulled her against him, pushing his quickly hardening cock into her stomach. How many times had he been here, drawn to Lexa? Turned on by her for reasons he could barely put into words, for reasons he should be ashamed of.

“Marty…” whispered Lexa.

He kissed her, pushing into her.

“It can wait a few minutes,” he said.

“God…” Lexa turned around in his grasp, pushing her butt against his erection. “You’ve been so horny these past few days.”

She spoke the words carefully, as though it made her feel a little embarrassed to say them out loud. Which made sense, given that she was saying them to him. She had all his mother’s memories, Marty reminded himself for the millionth time.

“I’ve always been this horny.” He pushed his hard cock against her and groped at her breasts, almost moaning at the pleasure the softness of her body brought to him.

“Even… before?” asked Lexa. “Even as a teenager, living with your mother?”

The question caught Marty off guard, and he wondered if Lexa had intended it to sound as illicit as he’d interpreted it. Had he been attracted to his mother, to Lena, before she’d merged with Alex?

No, of course not! I noticed she was sexy, sure. And occasionally I felt weird when I looked at her in a swimsuit, or saw her panties in the dryer…

“Was I as horny back when it was just… me and you?” he asked. “I mean, me and my mother? Is that what you’re asking?”

Lexa let out a nervous, awkward laugh. She squeezed her buttocks, which sent a surge of pleasure rushing through his cock.

“I guess I am asking that,” she said. “I suppose it would help me make a little more sense of things if I knew if you were always so excitable.”

She slid one of her hands back and ran it up Marty’s leg. He needed no further encouragement. Pressing himself into her, he kissed her neck and groped at her breasts. He wanted to slide into her, right there and then.

“There were a couple of times,” he said slowly. “When I saw you leaving the shower. Or just wearing a t-shirt and panties…”

“You… were turned on by that?” asked Lexa. “By your own mother?”

There was a hint of accusation in her voice, and for some reason, it drove Marty wild. Was he turned on by her? He didn’t want to think about it. He didn’t want to think about anything, except for how good it would feel to slide his harness into her and pump her full of his cum.

“Marty!” Beth’s shout from the other side of the house cut through the moment. “Hurry up!”

“Oh…” Marty cleared his throat. “Right!”

He found the globe and entered it to wake and inform Maze of the recent developments. The sorceress was a step ahead of Marty as soon as mentioned the word succubus and seemed incredibly pleased that they’d managed to safely capture it.

Marty carried the snow globe back down into the basement, followed closely by Lexa. Beth had already prepared the succubus in the short time that he’d been gone. It was dead and lying in the center of a chalk drawn magic circle, which made Marty wonder if perhaps Beth’s purpose in sending him to tell Maze was just to get him out of the way.

“Good,” said Beth, who was in the process of running a rag over her hands. “Now. Give me the globe.”

Marty nodded, feeling a little odd about the whole thing and grateful that he wasn’t needed to take a real part in it. He handed Beth the globe, and she placed it on top of the dead succubus’s chest, positioning its unmoving hands as if holding it in place.

Beth then proceeded to draw several shapes within the magical circle, to either side of the deceased creature, using its blood. It was a truly morbid affair, and Marty wasn’t sure if he was watching out of fascination or disgust.

“There,” said Beth. “Now, just one more thing.”

Marty groaned.

Please, God, tell me she isn’t going to ask me to cum on it, like Maze did.

Beth reached into her pocket and pulled out a small magical crystal. She held it aloft, and pink energy started to emanate from it.

“Stranatos… Kevasa!”

The room flashed with light. Marty felt his inside twist with something a bit like vertigo. He closed his eyes and reached out, his hand finding Lexa’s, who squeezed back tightly.

He heard someone coughing in the aftermath. Slowly, he opened his eyes. The snow globe had shattered. Maze, full sized and completely naked, was drawing away from the dead succubus in disgust.

“Ew,” she said. “That’s a grody one.”


CHAPTER 11

The hours after Maze’s magic escape centered mostly around Beth doting after her. She took a long-needed bath, ate a full dinner, and was tended to by her maid in a manner that went up and beyond what Marty assumed was standard protocol.

It was late, but neither Marty nor anyone else in the house could sleep. He ended up waiting spending the early hours sitting with Lexa in her room, the two of them watching a strange, British sitcom on the TV. Lexa let him curl under the blankets next to her, but kept a pillow between them, which was apparently enough to foil the efforts of Marty’s erection.

“This is a good sign, you know,” whispered Marty.

Lexa rolled over, turning to face him. “What is?”

“With Maze full sized again, she’ll be able to help us find a solution for your curse,” said Marty. “It’s only a matter of time.”

The shift in Lexa’s expression told him that she’d been trying to avoid thinking about the curse. Marty immediately felt like an idiot for bringing it up and forcing her to consider the situation. They were barely a couple days out from their wedding.

“We’re cutting it too close, I think.” Lexa’s voice was so full of heartache that Marty almost couldn’t bear to hear it. “I’ve already started making a list of people I’ll need to call to cancel it. We’ll reschedule. It’s just money that we’re losing. We’ll marry once this whole thing is sorted out.”

“Oh…” Marty reached an arm over her, pulling her into an awkward hug with the pillow still in between them. “Lexa… Are you sure about this?”

Lexa sighed, sounding very much like Alex after reaching the end of a hard decision.

“It’s all that we can do,” she said. “Marty… I’ve already put you through so much.”

“You haven’t put me through anything,” said Marty.

“I have,” said Lexa. “Things you’ll have to live with once this is all sorted out.”

A couple tense awkward seconds passed. As much as Marty tried not to think about it, she was right. Things would never go back completely to how they were. Once the merger was undone, Lena and Alex would both still have the memories of their time fused together.

Marty’s mother would remember how attracted he’d been to her. She’d remember the way his hard cock felt in her hand, and inside of her. How horny and eager Marty had been, even knowing that at least half of her was someone he should have never considered in a sexual way.

The thoughts made him feel shamefully aroused, and he tried to push his midriff away from Lexa while keeping her in a hug. He’d made such a mess of things, and now to add insult to injury, Lexa would have to miss both her own wedding and the wedding of her only son.

“Don’t cancel the wedding,” said Marty.

“What?”

“Don’t cancel it,” he said. “Let’s talk to Maze, first. I’m sure she can figure something out in time.”

Lexa didn’t say anything, even after they’d been silent for several minutes. Marty left the room to prepare for the morning shortly after that, changing into a pair of khakis and a polo shirt provided by Beth.

He rejoined Lexa on their way down to the dining hall, where they found Maze in the middle of a small morning feast. Beth was standing just behind where she sat at the table, watching her eat with a satisfied fondness.

“Marty! Lexa!” Maze grinned at the two of them as they approached. “I can’t thank the two of you enough for what you’ve done for me! You’re both true friends, through and through!”

Marty smiled.

“Thanks, Maze,” he said. “I wanted to ask you about…”

“About Lexa’s curse,” said Maze. “Of course. It’s all I’ve been thinking about since my own wore off. Please, have a seat. And have some food!”

Marty and Lexa joined her at the table. Marty wasn’t especially hungry, but he still filled his plate and made an attempt at eating. Maze waited until breakfast was underway before continuing.

“So,” she said. “All of my attention and focus is now on finding a solution for your situation, Lexa. With access to what I have here in my home, I feel confident that I can break the curse before your upcoming wedding.”

“You… do?” Lexa sounded surprised.

“I do,” said Maze. “And the two of you are welcome to stay here in the meantime. Or I can have Beth escort you back through the tunnel, and I’ll come to you once I’ve found the right spell.”

Marty was about to say that he didn’t mind staying in the lap of luxury for a few more days, but Lexa answered first.

“That’s all right,” said Lexa. “I think we should be getting back to our old lives, even if things are still… a little weird for us.”

“Of course.” Maze smiled warmly at them both. “I cannot thank you both enough for the help.”

She took a sip from the glass next to her plate, and Marty noticed that it was wine, not water. He smiled and decided not to bring it up.


CHAPTER 12

“I’ll bring you through the wardrobe tunnel as soon as you’re finished eating,” said Beth.

Marty and Lexa said their goodbyes to Maze immediately after breakfast, and within a half hour, they were walking back through the forest, toward where Marty had parked his car. The drive home was quiet, and not unlike many of the drives Marty remembered from going on vacation as a child. They were both tired, mentally if not physically. The tunnel had taken them home, but also across numerous time zones, and the sky was dark and star speckled overhead.

“Well,” said Lexa, as soon as they were back inside the house. “I guess now we just have to hope that Maze manages to pull through.”

She smiled at Marty, but there was a hollowness to the expression that hurt his heart. He could tell that she didn’t think Maze was going to find their promised solution in time. Lexa was living with the stress of knowing she’d have to cancel the wedding.

I need to do as much for her over the next few days as I can…

Marty and Lexa retired to their rooms, managing to grab a couple hours of sleep that they’d missed out on with the chaos of the succubus on the island. When Marty woke, he wasted no time getting dressed and heading downstairs.

Lexa was making breakfast. From behind, clad in one of Lena’s gowns, she looked almost indistinguishable from the mother Marty knew and remembered. The thought made him feel a little weird but didn’t stop him from walking up behind him and pulling her into a hug.

“Good morning,” he said.

“Good morning.” Lexa cleared her throat. “Uh, Marty…?”

He still had a bad case of morning wood and chuckled a little to himself as he pulled away from her. The back and forth between them, complete with Marty’s horniness and Lexa’s motherly reservations had almost become a ritual.

“I’m just expressing my love for you,” said Marty. “I’m overflowing with it, you know.”

“Oh, I know.” Lexa smiled as she looked over her shoulder at him. “But try to keep it in your pants, honey. Are you hungry?”

“Sure,” said Marty. “I figured I’d mow the lawn this morning and take care of any other neglected chores I could find around the house. Is there anything you need done?”

Lexa gave him a curious, somewhat suspicious look.

“I hope you’re not angling to get into my good graces for any… nefarious reasons,” she said.

“No,” said Marty. “I’m just trying to be a good son.”

He said the words without thinking about how Lexa would hear them. Her face turned bright red, and she immediately focused her attention back on the sausage cooking in the pan in front of her. Marty scowled and slapped his forehead.

“I mean… You know what I mean.” He sighed. “I just want to help out however I can.”

“That’s sweet,” said Lexa. “I guess you could take a look at the towel rack in the bathroom. One of the screws has come loose on it.”

“Consider it done.”

Breakfast was quiet. The knowledge that their wedding was only a handful of days away was the elephant in the room, making both of them tense and cautious with their words. Marty finished eating first and immediately headed outside to get started on the lawn.

It took him a little over an hour, and by the end, he was sweating buckets. He headed back inside, stopping in the kitchen for a glass of ice water. As Marty headed into the living room, he heard the sound of quiet crying coming from within his mother’s room.

She isn’t okay. And no amount of housework on my part will change that…

Marty crept to the edge of his mother’s door, which had been left slightly ajar. He slipped into the room and blinked several times in surprise. Lexa had apparently made use of her magic illusion mirror to make herself look like Alex, and then changed into her wedding dress. She saw Marty in the reflection of her bureau mirror, and Marty saw the tears running down the cheeks.

“I picked my dress up the other day,” said Lexa. “You aren’t supposed to see me in it yet.”

Marty stepped further into the room.

“I think it’s okay,” he said. “And I will get to see you in it. On our wedding day. It’s happening, Lexa.”

“Call me Alex,” she whispered.

Marty raised an eyebrow but managed to control his reaction beyond that.

“Alex,” he said. “We’re getting married. It’s happening.”

Lexa stood up. She turned to look at him, smiling shyly. The expression was definitely one of Alex’s, but Marty could still see his mother’s spirit in her face. She turned in a slow circle, showing off the stark white gown.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“I love it,” said Marty.

“I didn’t have anyone to do the ties in back,” said Lexa. “So, I have to keep my hand holding it in back, or it will just slip right off if I let go.”

Marty closed the distance over to her. He pulled her into a soft hug, feeling her wet, hot tears pressing into the skin of his neck.

“We’re going to have a real wedding, you know,” he said. “It’s going to be okay. We’ll figure things out.”

“It isn’t fair to you, Marty,” said Lexa. “You should be able to have a fiancé to share your excitement with. To experience the nervous tension of being young and waiting for your wedding day.”

Marty couldn’t help but smile at her concern.

“I think I can live without that,” he said. “Besides, it makes me feel loved to know that you’re thinking those kinds of thoughts.”

They aren’t thoughts from the Alex part of her, though. That’s my mother worrying.

“Is there anything I can do to make it easier for you?” asked Lexa.

Marty shrugged.

“You said you were naked under your gown?” he said.

The look Lexa gave him was a perfect amalgamation of Alex’s youthful eagerness and Lena’s motherly surprise. Marty laughed, and without stopping to think about it, kissed her full on the lips.

She kissed him back. It felt as though a dam of emotions had been opened. They moved against each other, Marty feeling his cock harden as he slowly shifted them over to the bed. He kissed her neck and felt her breasts through the sacred white fabric. Lexa let out a soft moan, and seemed to come back to her senses, pulling slightly away.

“You have to wait,” she whispered.

Marty pushed his hard cock against her stomach.

“Until when?” he asked.

“Until your wedding night,” she whispered. “When you’re with your wife.”


CHAPTER 13

The next few days passed in a blur, wedding preparations suddenly dominating both Marty and Lexa’s lives. Marty was at her side constantly, even when she was meeting with her bridesmaids and extended family. He was there solely to make excuses and serve as a distraction for when Lexa ran up against the limit of how long she could use the mirror for to maintain the illusion of being Alex.

Marty was anxious for news from Maze about breaking the curse. At first, he trusted that even if she didn’t find a way to break the fusion, she would still at least get in touch with them before their big day.

No word from Maze ever came, and as the wedding drew closer, Marty started to lose faith. It was the night before the rehearsal dinner, only a day and a half before the wedding, when the full significance of the situation he was in dawned on him.

He was awake late that night, pacing around the living room, rather than lying in bed. He was tempted to turn on the TV, or maybe play some video games, but he didn’t want to wake Lexa and he also didn’t think that it would help.

Marty had never honestly considered canceling the wedding. At first, Lexa’s fusion had been too surreal of a thing to make long term plans over. Between the curse and Maze, and then Maze’s curse, he’d had enough on his mind separate from his forthcoming nuptials.

But now, he was in an impossible situation. He could not cancel the wedding. Thinking about how his friends and family, and Lexa’s friends and family, how everyone in his life would react made his stomach churn.

But thinking about how it would affect Lexa was even worse. The Alex part of her reaction was simple enough to understand. She’d be crushed, denied a marriage to the man that she loved and wanted to spend the rest of her life with in front of her entire community.

Marty’s mother, on the other hand, would be in turmoil of a different kind. She’d see the wedding’s cancelation as her fault, a result of unforeseen circumstances that she, as a mother, should have been able to avoid, regardless of whether it was logical.

Marty chewed his lip. He sat down on the couch and let out a long sigh. From the hallway, he heard his mother’s door open. Lexa walked out and sat down on the couch next to him, wearing a loose night gown.

“Marty…” she whispered.

The way she said his name told him that she already understood what was on his mind. She was a step ahead of him, perhaps two, if both perspectives of both women inside of her were considered.

“No,” said Marty. “We aren’t canceling it.”

“We don’t have a choice,” whispered Lexa. “It isn’t your fault. And we’ll both be…”

She trailed off at the worst possible time.

We’ll both be what? Okay? Destroyed? Incredibly disappointed?

“Our friends and family are already on planes into town,” said Marty. “It’s too late, now.”

Lexa slowly shook her head.

“We did our best,” she said. “Don’t you think that–”

Marty cut her off with a deep, passionate kiss. Her lips were hot against his, and so was her body as he shifted into her, both of them falling to the side on the couch. He kissed her a second time, his lips more tender, his arms cradling her body underneath him. Lexa let out a small shudder as he finally pulled back.

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

“Things like what?” Marty let his hand slide dangerously far up her thigh. Lexa let out a tiny, enticing moan.

“You know what,” she said. “And it doesn’t change anything, honey.”

“It doesn’t need to,” said Marty. “Nothing… needs to change.”

Part of him had already reached that conclusion, and now the rest of him was pushing through the shame and weirdness of it to close the gap. Regardless of whether the wedding happened, and whether Maze showed up with the curse cure on time, Marty would still love Lexa. As one woman, or as two. He didn’t care anymore.

“Marty…” said Lexa. “I’m going to start calling people tomorrow morning. We’ll have to split the job up in order to get everyone.”

“We’ll announce it at the end of the rehearsal dinner,” Marty blurted out. “If we have to. Maze might show up before then.”

Lexa smiled at him. It was an allowing, motherly kind of smile, the kid he’d seen so many times before as a child begging for a bedtime extension, or an extra treat for dessert.

“Okay, honey,” said Lexa. “We’ll announce it then.”

Marty nodded. Neither of them said anything more for a couple of seconds. He was still on top of her, and his cock was harder than it had been in an extremely long time. He leaned forward, grinding his erection against her soft, forbidden body as his lips tried to find hers.

Lexa turned her face in time for the kiss to land on her cheek. Marty had to bite back a comment about how embarrassing it would be if she did that when they were at the altar.

Would they be at the altar together, as they were now? The thought made him feel so guilty and ashamed for reasons that were impossible to fully articulate. She was Alex, but she was also his mother. That thought had echoed so many times in his head to almost be a mantra, a kind of guiding force over the recent events of his life.

“I should… get to bed,” whispered Lexa. “Good night, Marty.”

She slowly disentangled herself from him and stood up. Her gown had bunched up at her waist, and Marty got a glorious flash of buttocks and panties as she moved away from his couch. Was this how every man felt in the lead up to their wedding? He was so turned on by her that it was quite literally painful…


CHAPTER 14

Lexa was already out of the house the next morning. Marty was a little worried about the potential for something to go wrong with her magic illusion mirror, if she couldn’t think of an excuse to get herself away from Alex’s bridesmaids when the spell was close to wearing off.

It’s not as though it could make things all that much worse, at this point.

He had his own preparations to deal with and spent most of the morning and early afternoon with his groomsmen having his tux fitted. They were his close friends, but the conversation felt fake and cumbersome. He couldn’t tell them what was really going on in his life, about the aspects of the impending wedding that were truly bothering him.

His anxiety grew as the afternoon wore on, and he felt it peak as he made his way into the ballroom that was the venue for the rehearsal dinner. Marty’s arrival was greeted by a small round of applause from both his friends and Lexa’s friends and family.

The food hadn’t been served yet, and the wait staff of the venue was busy setting up the buffet. Marty spotted Lexa, disguised as Alex, sitting at the head of the central table, and hurried over to her. She looked exhausted and nervous, and as he took a seat next to her, she reached over and grabbed his hand.

“It’s been close to an hour since I used the mirror,” she whispered.

Marty nodded. “Alright,” he said. “Sneak off to the bathroom. I’ll cover for you if anyone asks.”

She smiled at him, and though it seemed forced, her eyes still gave off a radiant glow of deep appreciation.

“Kiss!” called one of Marty’s groomsmen. “It’s one of your last chances to kiss before you tie the knot!”

Soon, most of their table was chanting “Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!” Marty scowled at the groomsmen who’d kicked off the spectacle. Surprisingly, Lexa looked amused by the demands of the crowd, though her cheeks were slightly flushed.

Marty reached over to her, cupping her cheek in his hand. He slowly moved his lips in to meet hers, only breaking eye contact at the last second. Lexa’s lips tasted like strawberries, and a warm sensation flooded through him as the kiss went on.

The crowd clapped. Marty felt his face heating up as he considered what they were really clapping for. As he pulled back, he noticed Lexa staring at him, a mixture of adoration and pride on her face.

Uh. This feels really weird.

“I’ll be back,” she said, quietly. Marty watched as she stood up and hurried off toward the restrooms.

He made small talk with some of Alex’s family members, hoping that his nervousness would be interpreted in the context of his upcoming marriage. The food was served. Marty wasn’t really hungry, but he helped himself to a little bit of everything, hoping that a full stomach might help calm him down.

It was just as he was cutting into his steak that he noticed Maze out of the corner of his eye. She was standing near one of the edge of the ballroom, her blue hair and casual clothing making her stand out clearly from the rest of the wedding entourage.

She noticed Marty after a couple of seconds and gave him a frantic wave. Marty hesitated, wondering if he should wait for Lexa, and then decided that it was probably better if he heard what Maze had to say first on his own.

“I’ll be right back,” said Marty. “Drank a bit too much sparkling water.”

He met up with Maze outside of the ballroom, leading her down the hallway and away from the wedding guests before stopping to talk.

“Did you find a cure for the curse?” asked Marty.

“Not yet,” said Maze. “But I did find Lorian! And if we can defeat her this time, I’m positive that it would break the curse.”

Marty scowled. He glanced back down the hall in the direction of the rehearsal dinner.

“I can’t just leave the rehearsal dinner,” he said. “I’m the groom.”

Maze shrugged.

“It’s up to you,” she said. “I’m not sure if Lorian is going to stay in one place for much longer. This might be your only shot.”

I have to do it. It would mean so much to Lexa if I could pull it off.

“Alright,” said Marty. “Where is she?”

“In a movie theater across town,” said Maze. “If we hurry, we can make it in time for the next movie. And I already have a plan for drawing her out.”

Marty considered trying to find Lexa and explain the situation to her before deciding against it. She would insist on coming with him, which would only draw more attention to the absences. It was better to leave her behind. She’d know that Marty would only leave without telling her for something related to breaking her curse.

Marty and Maze climbed into his car and drove across town. The “theater”, as Maze had called it, was really a porn store operating out of an old cinema. The lobby was decked out with rows upon rows of sex toys and lingerie, while the theater in back still operated, though with X-rated content instead of the latest blockbusters.

“Buy a ticket for the 7:00 PM showing,” said Maze. “Find a seat, wait for the movie to start, and then, well… you know…”

“Uh.” Marty scratched his head. “You want me to just sit there and watch the movie?”

“I want you to do what horny men do in porn theaters,” said Maze.

Marty slowly shook his head, not wanting to understand what she meant.

“Seriously” said Maze. “Unzip your fly and do it! Trust me, it will lure Lorian out. She’s been preying on the men who frequent this establishment for days, now. She’ll be eager for fresh meat.”

“And what if she recognizes me?” asked Marty.

“It will be dark,” said Maze. “And now that your lust connection to her has been broken, there won’t be any extrasensory way for her to tell.”

Marty scowled, but at least it was a plan. He looked past Maze toward the clerk behind the counter, awkwardly making his way over and clearing his throat.

“Would you like to buy a ticket, sir?” The clerk was a woman in her twenties with a variety of tattoos and piercings.

“Uh, yeah,” said Marty, feeling his face flush with heat.


CHAPTER 15

He split off from Maze, finding a seat somewhere toward the middle of the theater. There was only one other person inside, a large woman who sat in an aisle seat upfront and didn’t notice him as he entered.

The movie started almost as soon as he’d sat down. The theater was dark, but there were a few red lights along the aisle that gave it an ominous vibe. There were no previews before the main event, and within a couple of seconds, a busty teenage actress was in the middle of unenthusiastically reciting porno dialogue.

She was attractive, and Marty had to admit, she had good chemistry with her male costar. He felt nervous as her clothes came off, but he began to get aroused. He glanced toward the fat woman across the theater, but couldn’t make her out clearly enough to see what she was doing.

This is for Lexa. This is to save my wedding.

He repeated the thought to himself over and over again, using it to tear down his own inhibitions. He tried not to think about what would happen if he got caught. The last thing Marty needed on the day before his wedding, quite literally, was to become a sex offender.

The female porn star was making a show of rubbing lotion on her naked body. Marty took a deep breath and unzipped his pants, feeling a sudden thrill as he pulled his cock out and exposed himself in public. The theater was dark, and there was barely anyone there, but he still felt like a daring exhibitionist as he began to run his hand up and down his shaft in the public venue.

Almost no sooner than he’d started did he hear footsteps coming from up the aisle behind him. Marty froze, but managed to keep from glancing over his shoulder. It took all his willpower not to cover himself up and bolt, but somehow, he managed it.

Someone sat down directly behind him, in the next row up. Marty caught a hint of perfume and knew that it was a woman, most likely Lorian, if Maze’s information was correct. His heart pounded in his chest, and strangely, his first impulse to calm himself down was to give his cock another slow stroke.

“Mmmm…” hummed a female voice. “That’s nice.”

He recognized the tone. It was Lorian. He was absolutely sure of it, even having only encountered her a handful of times before.

Okay. So now what?

“Pump it for me,” whispered Lorian. “If you do a good job, maybe I’ll help you out.”

It was far easier for Marty to comply than he thought it would be. The idea of a woman, even an evil witch like Lorian, watching him do something so dirty and sexual was an undeniable turn on. He let his hand move with strong, deliberate motions. Only a few seconds went by before he heard Lorian standing up, and then she climbed over the seat into his row.

“Oooh…” whispered Lorian. “Such a strong cock.”

She took hold of it for him, and wow… The context of the contact made the pleasure ten times more pronounced. It made Marty think of sneaking candy into the movies, but the sticky floor left behind wouldn’t be from spilled soda.

“Yes…” whispered Lorian. “A strong cock filled with exactly what I need.”

She lowered her head, and an instant later, Marty felt the warm wetness of her mouth closing over the tip of his shaft. He let out a wordless groan and leaned his head back, drunk on pleasure.

“You’ll get more than just that!” Maze’s voice was a sharp reminder of why they were there. Marty sat up straight, watching as Maze shot a spell consisting of pink, glowing tendrils in Lorian’s direction.

“What?” screamed Lorian. The tendrils seized her by the wrists and legs and pulled her into the air, which Marty had to admit, was a little disappointed. He hurried to cover himself up, watching as the two magical women faced off against each other.

“I never let his death go,” said Maze. “And I never will! You seduced him away from me, and then killed him.”

“He left you willingly, and then died,” said Lorian, in a dry voice. She shifted, struggling against her bonds for a moment.

“I know the truth!” shouted Maze. “And you’ll die for it!”

She wasn’t exaggerating. A blast of pink energy began to coalesce in her hands. Marty couldn’t make out Lorian’s expression in the dark, but from the way she struggled, he knew that she feared what was coming.

The blast left Maze’s hands and shot across the theater. The sound of it reminded Marty of a plastic tube being swung through the air. The blast flew true and struck Lorian directly in the chest. She screamed, and her body, as far as Marty could tell, instantly burned to ashes.

Maze started laughing. It was small at first, just a satisfied chuckle, but soon she was on her knees, holding her sides as she gasped for air.

“Uh…” Marty cautiously approached her from the side. “You okay, Maze?”

She nodded.

“I’m fine,” she said. “It’s over, Marty. Thanks for all your help.”

“Sure.” He scratched his head. “So, does this mean that Lexa… My mom and Alex… Are back to normal?”

Maze grinned at him.

“There’s only one way to find out,” she said.


CHAPTER 16

It was past the ending time of the rehearsal dinner, so Marty drove himself and Maze back to his house. He carefully did the math in his head to figure out exactly when Lexa would have split back into his mom and Alex. Thankfully, it would have been after the dinner was over. Marty just had to hope that she’d decided to spend the evening on her own.

He parked his car and hurried to the front door, Maze trailing behind him. The light was on in the living room. His mother was seated on the couch, reading a book.

“It worked!” Marty grinned and rushed over to her, pulling her up and into a hug. “Oh my god, it worked! Mom!”

She hugged him back, though he noticed her hesitance.

“Marty,” she said. “It’s still me.”

Marty pulled back a little, still keeping his arms on her sides. It looked like his mom, exactly like her.

“I used the mirror after the rehearsal dinner,” said Lexa. “As soon as I got back here. Just in case anyone stopped by to check up on me, given that I ‘wasn’t feeling well’ tonight.”

“But…” Marty felt his heart sink as he shook his head in disbelief. “Maze killed Lorian. She’s dead.”

Lexa blinked several times in quick succession. Marty watched her face, his mother’s face, as the implications dawned on her. Her hand came up to her mouth, and she stepped out of Marty’s embrace.

“Oh…” she said. “Well then…”

“This… doesn’t make any sense,” said Maze, drawing up behind the two of them. “Killing Lorian should have broken the spell. Unless…”

Unless the spell is permanent?

“I’ll keep looking into it!” said Maze, quickly. “I’m sure there is a way to reverse it! I’ll do some reading, see what I can find. Trust me, it–”

“It’s alright Maze,” said Lexa. “You’ve done so much for us already.”

Lexa was facing away from Marty. She took a deep breath and turned around. There was a smile on her face, and it looked incredibly forced.

“Maybe I should just accept it,” said Lexa, in quiet voice. “Maybe this is just how I am now.”

She smiled even more broadly, but Marty could see tears cresting and then streaking down her face.

“Excuse me,” said Lexa. She hurried toward her room.

“Lexa!” Marty tried to take her hand, but she was quicker than he was, and shut the door behind her. He stood in the living room in silence, until Maze drew up next to him and set a hand on his shoulder.

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “I’ve never heard of a spell this powerful before.”

Marty sighed.

“You did what you could,” he said.

“What are you going to do?” asked Maze.

He shrugged.

“Figure things out.” He smiled, forcing it onto his face in the same way Lexa had. “Thanks for all your help, Maze.”

“I’m not going to stop searching for a cure,” said Maze.

Marty nodded.

“That means a lot to us,” he said. He reached out and squeezed her hand. “But for now, you should head home. There’s nothing more you can do for us tonight.”

Marty waited until Maze had left before approaching the door to Lexa’s room. He listened outside of it for a minute before gently knocking.

“Lexa…” he said. “Can I come in?”

She didn’t answer him. Marty thought he could hear the sound of soft weeping. He tried the door handle and found it locked.

“Please, Lexa…” he said. “I know how hard this must be for you, but you don’t have to go through it alone.”

He waited, but she didn’t open the door.

The wedding meant so much to her. To lose that day is to lose her entire future.

He suddenly knew exactly what he needed to do and say.

“I’ll still be there tomorrow,” said Marty. “I’ll wait for you. Whatever you decide, I’ll be there, at the altar. It works either way. If you don’t want to show up, at least people will have a story about why we didn’t get married that makes sense to them.”

He trailed off, leaving the other alternative unsaid. If she showed up… then what? Would Marty marry her? Would it be as the woman he loved, or as the mother who raised him? Would he be marrying both women, dedicating himself to Lexa as a man, with all that entailed?

“Lexa…” Marty said, feeling his hopes of reaching her starting to dim. “I love you.”

She didn’t respond, and the door didn’t open.


CHAPTER 17

The first half of the next day was a blur of questions Marty couldn’t answer, both from other people and from his own soul. Lexa hadn’t been in the house when he’d woken up, and explaining to friends and family that he didn’t know where she was, but that the wedding needed to go on anyway, had been a frustrating task.

His groomsmen had preemptively begun trying to cheer him up and put him in good spirits. Lexa, or rather, Alex’s ladies in waiting, had all come to him in turn to offer their opinions on what was going on inside her head. Marty had pushed through it all, reiterating to everyone that would listen that he planned on trying to make the wedding happen anyway.

And finally, there he stood at the altar. The chaplain looked awkward and confused, as did most of the audience. The ring had already been brought to Marty, and he stared into the empty space in front of him where his bride should have been.

“Young man,” whispered the chaplain. “You gave it a try. Perhaps it would be better to call it a day.”

Marty took a slow breath.

Did I really expect her to show up for this? Was that fair of me, or was it just too much to ask?

The weirdness of the situation was not lost on Marty. He wondered if perhaps Lexa’s shame over the part of her that was still his mother prevented her from even considering letting the wedding happen, despite how badly the Alex part of her might want it.

Marty was just about to tell the chaplain that he was right when someone in the crowd let out a shout. Running up the aisle, wearing a snow-white wedding dress and a heavy white veil, was Lexa.

He gaped at her. The dress clung to her figure perfectly, and Marty felt a deep lust accompanying the love that he had for her. He tried not to ogle the curves of her breasts and butt too openly as she hurried to take her place beside him at the altar, the veil still shielding her face. The chaplain let out a nervous laugh.

“Well,” said the chaplain. “That was certainly suspenseful. Now, Marty. Do you take this woman to be your wife?”

“Yes!” said Marty, feeling suddenly impatient and annoyed by anything standing in the way of him and Lexa. “I do.”

“And do you, Alex, take this man to be your lawfully wedded husband?”

“I do,” said Lexa.

“Then I hear by pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss the bride.”

Marty pulled Lexa’s veil back, only then noticing that she hadn’t used the mirror to make herself look like Alex. And of course she hadn’t. Marty wasn’t marrying Alex, and he wasn’t marrying his mother. He was marrying Lexa, who despite sharing the past of both women composing her, was a person of her own.

Lexa’s cheeks were slightly flushed, but whether it was from embarrassment or excitement, Marty couldn’t tell. Her expression was nervous, and her eyes blinked rapidly. She looked like even then, after all Marty had already committed to her, she still feared that he would reject her in that final deciding moment.

And why wouldn’t she feel that way? Her love for me is just as vulnerable as my love for her…

Marty pulled her in close to him and gave her a deep, passionate kiss. Through that kiss, he gave her everything he had, all the emotions and lust and confusion that they’d shared and experienced over the past few tumultuous weeks. And Lexa gave it right back.

The crowd cheered. Marty pulled the veil back down over Lexa’s face and swept her into his arms. He hurried down the aisle, not bothering to pay the crowd any mind as he carried his new bride toward the waiting limo.

They’d reached the end, though it wasn’t the one they’d been expecting.

***

“Here we are,” said Marty. “Room 223. The Love Suite.”

Lexa rolled her eyes at him and shook her head.

“There are probably a dozen identical suites with the same name on this floor alone,” she said.

“So?” Marty grinned at her. “That doesn’t make the name any less appropriate, given the fact that we’re in Hawaii, on our honeymoon.”

He fumbled with the electronic key card, getting a little annoyed by how the reader refused to recognize it. Lexa sighed and walked up behind him, taking the card from his hand and unlocking the door on the first swipe.

“Apparently you have the magic touch,” said Marty.

“Apparently so.”

Lexa wore a thin, flirty summer dress that was a little small on her, showing off a fair amount of cleavage and her luscious thighs. The two had left on their honeymoon on the same day as their wedding, and though both were tired, there was still an anxious tension in the air between them.

The suite was spacious, with everything a couple could ask for. The bathroom had a jacuzzi sunken into the floor. There was a small bar, along with a drink fridge that Marty knew would be terribly expensive to indulge in.

And there was a massive, king-sized bed with fresh sheets. Marty hesitated as he moved toward it. He and Lexa had not spoken about what being married would mean for them, or how their relationship would evolve. He had no idea what was going on inside her head when it came to the things a newlywed couple would typically be doing on the first night of their honeymoon.

Well, only one way to find out…

Lexa was bent over, busy unpacking some of her things next to the bed. Marty walked up behind her slowly, placing his hands on her hips and letting his crotch press into her butt. It felt incredible, and his heart skipped a beat as his arousal found an outlet, immediately sending blood rushing into his cock. Lexa slowly straightened, one of her hands coming to rest on Marty’s thigh.

“I was wondering how long it would be before you made a move on me,” said Lexa.

“I just couldn’t resist.” Marty ran his hands up the front of her dress. Lexa placed hers on top of his for a moment, and then turned around.

“Marty,” she said. “Honey. We do need to talk about a couple of things.”

Marty leaned forward, kissing her neck and wanting nothing more than to strip the dress off her.

“Right now?” he asked.

Lexa nodded.

“I need to make sure you understand,” she said. “It’s still complicated for me. The part of me that’s Alex responds one way to your… flirtations. And the part of me that’s Lena…”

The part of her that’s my mom…

“What are you saying?” asked Marty.

“What I’m saying is that I love you,” she said, slowly. “But Marty… You’re still my little man, all grown up and married now.”

Her words had a weird effect on Marty. He was a little disgusted by them, but also turned on. So turned on that it was impossible to think about anything other than what Lexa would look like on the bed, completely naked.

“I’m not so little anymore,” he whispered.

Lexa let her hand squeeze his hard bulge.

“No,” she said. “Not in the slightest. You’re big and strong, and passionate.”

She kissed him. The two embraced each other and fell onto the bed. Marty felt his horniness surge. It felt so right to have Lexa’s body against him, and yet so wrong. The conflict was like gasoline on an already raging fire.

Marty ran his hands over her breasts, feeling the soft fabric of her dress and the plump firmness of what was underneath. Lexa made a small, pleased sounding noise, her hand questing in between his legs to touch his hard bulge. Marty let out a low moan, feeling so turned on that part of him was afraid he might cum early.

“My little man,” she whispered, sounding so proud of him that it was downright embarrassing.

“Lexa…” Marty reached his fingers down to the bottom hem of her dress and slowly started to pull it up.

“You want to see me naked?” asked Lexa, in a coy voice.

“I want to do more than just that,” growled Marty.

He started to pull the dress further up, but Lexa put her hands over his, stopping him.

“Honey,” she said. “Why don’t you sit back, and I’ll undress for you?”

Marty managed a dumb nod as Lexa stood up from the bed. He lifted up to his elbows, watching as Lexa spun once in a quick circle, causing the dress to fly up. Marty had just enough time to see the color of her panties, and then Lexa was bending over, wiggling out of them.

“No panties,” he said.

“Is that a problem for you, honey?”

Lexa leaned forward over him, letting her face come within inches of Marty’s. Her hand dropped into his lap and gave his erection a slow, sensual caress. Marty could tell from her expression that she was enjoying every second of the seduction. Even her perfume had an erotic quality to it, sweet and intoxicating.

“It’s no problem,” said Marty. “In fact, I might take a few things off, too.”

He stood up and ditched his t-shirt, followed by his shorts. His cock cut an impressive profile as it stretched against his boxers. He watched Lexa’s eyes taking in the sight of it, and noticed how she slowly licked her lips.

“You’ve grown so much over the years,” whispered Lexa. “I remember when you used to be small enough to sit on my lap.”

“Now it’s the other way around,” said Marty, grinning as he pulled her down onto his crotch. Lexa let out a surprised laugh, and then they were kissing, tongues sliding into each other’s mouths in horny, eager unison.

Marty couldn’t feel a bra underneath Lexa’s dress as he groped at her breasts, and it made his arousal surge. Lexa was wiggling slightly back and forth, her butt grinding against his stiff cock. The movement caused her dress to slide further up her legs, revealing her soft, sexy thighs.

“You gave me this dress for my birthday,” whispered Lexa.

“I gave my…” Marty almost corrected her before catching himself. He’d given his mother that dress. She’d loved it, and Marty still remembered the way her face had glowed when she’d first tried it on.

“It was a little on the short side,” whispered Lexa, wiggling her butt on his cock. “But I still loved wearing it. Any mother would.”

Marty groaned, feeling a pleasure stabbing into his cock and crotch at her words. He lifted Lexa up slightly and fumbled with his boxers, pulling them down and freeing his hard erection into the open air. Lexa made a noise of mock surprise as she sat back down, barely missing being impaled by her son’s dick.

“Oh, Marty,” she whispered. “I guess you like the dress as much as I do.”

“It looks amazing on you.” Marty groped at one of her breasts with his right hand and tried to lift her for a second try at penetration with the other. Lexa teased him, pushing back at him and ruining the angle.

“Did you know it was so short when you bought it for me?”

Marty’s cock throbbed with illicit pleasure.

“…Yes,” he whispered. “I did.”

“You wanted to see your mother in such a flirty dress?” asked Lexa. “That’s sneaky…”

“You liked wearing it.” Marty slid his hand between her thighs. “You liked the way I looked at you when I had it on. Didn’t you?”

Lexa gasped as one of his fingers ran over her sensitive clit. She set a hand on Marty’s thigh and took a slow breath, regaining her composure.

“This isn’t about me, honey,” she whispered. “This is about you. You’re young man, full of hormones, and…”

“And what else?” asked Marty. “What else is your young man full of?”

He pushed her up roughly, centering her over his cock and pulling her down onto it. Marty gasped in unison with Lexa as an inch or so of his hardness slid into her hot, wet hole. The pleasure of it was so intense that it felt like he was entering another world.

Several deep breaths later, Lexa seemed to regain a bit of her composure. She didn’t pull herself up and off Marty’s cock, but she didn’t slide further down onto it, either. She smoothed out her dress as much as she could, hiding the point of insertion, as though she intended for both of them to go on pretending that the forbidden sexual encounter wasn’t happening.

“Young men need guidance,” whispered Lexa. “And outlets for their… energy.”

“They do,” said Marty, pulling her a little lower. “Eager, willing outlets.”

He kissed Lexa’s neck and brought her down even further. Her pussy was dripping wet, but tight at the same time, and the combination made him shiver with pleasure. Lexa’s breathing was unsteady, and she took several deep breaths to compose herself before speaking again.

“You naughty boy,” she whispered. “I’m just giving you a chance to blow off some steam.”

Marty lifted his hips, thrusting up into her. For several seconds, neither of them said anything, both too overwhelmed by the sensation of Lexa bouncing up and down on Marty’s cock for words to have any meaning.

Lexa moved with small gyrations, grinding herself along Marty’s rod in a manner that he never remembered Alex having done before. A guilty surge of arousal went through him as he realized that he was experiencing his mother in bed, in the depths of passion.

Marty held onto Lexa by the waist. They were both getting sweaty, developing a horny, accelerating rhythm. Her butt felt amazing each time it pressed down on his crotch, but her tight pussy stole the show. He could barely focus on anything else other than the sensation of sliding in and out of her.

“Oh, Lexa…” Marty groaned. “I’m… getting close.”

“Close to what?” she whispered, in that coy voice. “Close to blowing your hot, young load? You need to learn to pace yourself, honey.”

She stood up suddenly, Marty’s cock sliding free of her with a small, disappointing pop. It felt cold outside of her, like he’d been thrown naked into the snow. But Lexa immediately began giving him a show that brought back the warmth.

Facing away from him, she reached down to the hem of her dress and slowly pulled it up and over her head. She turned around slowly, keeping one arm over her breasts and one hand between her legs.

“Marty!” she said, in a tone of mock exasperation. “You shouldn’t look at me like that.”

Marty stood up, his cock aimed at her like a heat seeking missile.

“I thought you said that young men need outlets,” he said.

Lexa’s expression grew more serious, though it was hard for Marty to keep his eyes on her face.

“They do,” she said. “But is that all I’ll be for you now?”

“Of course not.” He stepped in closer, letting his cock push against her stomach. “You’re my wife, now.”

Lexa nodded contemplatively.

“I am your wife,” she said. “But I’m also…”

Marty felt a lump form in his throat even as a weird, excited arousal began to take root in his loins.

“You’re Lexa,” he said. “You… have lots of confusing memories.”

Lexa let her arm drop from her breasts, which were so well formed that they pretty much kept hanging as they had been. Her nipples were perfect, rosebuds surrounded by oval shaped areolas. She let her hand wrap around his cock and slowly began stroking him off.

“You have to accept that I’m more than just your wife, honey,” whispered Lexa.

The conflict surged inside Marty again.

Why is she toying with me like this? Or is she just trying to emphasize the truth?

“Marty.” Lexa slowly sat down on the bed and leaned back, pulling him with her by the cock. “Do you want to fuck me?”

As far as Marty could tell, the part of Lexa that was Alex had no part in the question she’d just asked. He gave a slow, serious nod, and pressed his cock back into the tight entrance to her hot, pleasurable hole.

“I do,” he said. “…Mom.”

Lexa gasped. Marty realized that she hadn’t actually been expecting him to say it. He pushed further forward before her reaction could veer off in a strange direction, and the two of them began to fuck.

“Oh god, Marty!” moaned Lexa.

“I just… want you so bad,” whispered Marty. “I have to give in to it!”

He pumped into her hard. The two of them kissed as much as they could, but Marty’s thrusts were so frantic and desperate that it was hard for them to find each other’s lips. Lexa was moaning, the sound of it full of surprise, with a hint of shame.

“Oh, honey!” cried Lexa.

Their bodies slapped together in a manner lewd enough to make the soul of the Love Suite feel embarrassed. Marty could smell Lexa’s perfume mixed with the smell of sweat and sex. It was the smell of the passion they had for each other. He couldn’t help but savor it.

“Oh god!” Lexa’s legs wrapped around him, limiting the room he had to pump. Marty buried his face in her bosom and slammed forward once, twice, and then a final time, with all he had.

Lexa let out a wordless cry of passion as Marty unloaded into her. His cum blasted out of his cock in spastic bursts of pure pleasure. He didn’t even consider pulling out, not that Lexa’s tightly wrapped legs would have allowed it.

Lexa found her own orgasm a second or two after Marty began to unload, as though the reality of their forbidden coupling had been what set her off. She quivered underneath him, digging her fingernails into mattress and leaning her head back.

The two of them held each other for long minutes, neither of them saying anything. Finally, Lexa cupped Marty’s cheek and turned his face up so his eyes met hers.

“That was nice,” she said.

“It was,” said Marty.

So much went unsaid in that tiny exchange. Their dirty talk had crossed into territory that was confusing for Marty, and he knew that Lexa must be struggling with it at least as much. But with that said, the sex had easily been the best in his life, and he couldn’t stop smiling, even as his emotions bounced between satisfaction and shame.

“We love each other,” said Marty.

Lexa grinned at him as though his words had been the perfect thing, exactly what she needed to hear.

“We do,” said Lexa. “And we’re on our honeymoon.”

She smiled and stood up. She was still, very, very naked. Marty watched as she took a step toward the bathroom, reaching out at the last second and pulling her back to the bed. His cock was already starting to get hard again.

“We’re on our honeymoon,” he said, repeating her words. He gave her a wicked smile, and Lexa licked her lips.

THE END

If you enjoyed reading this book, I encourage you to leave a review on Amazon. It’s really a huge help! If you’re interested in hearing about by books as soon as they’re published, either follow me on my Amazon author page or click here to sign up for my mailing list.

Thanks for reading,

Anya
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